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THE TAMING OF THE SHREW. 



DRAMATIS PERSONS 

A Lord, ] Gremio, \ .. . ,>. 

Christopher Sly, a Persons Hortensio,} tutors to Bianca. 

tinker. I in the Tranio, \ servants to Lu- 

Hostess, Page, Players, j In- BiONDELLO,) centio. 

Huntsmen, and Ser- 1 auction. Grumio, { servants to Pe- 

^ ^^^- , i _ , Curtis, &c i truchio, 

Baptista, a gentleman of Padua. Pedant. 
ViNCENTio, a merchant of Pisa. 

LucENTio, son to Vincentio. Katharina,) daughters toBap- 

Petruchio, a gentleman of Ve- BiANCA, f tista. 

rona. Widow. 

Tailor, Haberdasher, and Servants. 

Scene — sometimes in Padua ^ and sometimes in Petruchio^s house 

in the country. 



INDUCTION. 

ScsNB I. Before an alehouee an a heath. 

Enter Hostess and Slt. 

Sly. I'll! pheeze you , in faith. 

Host, A pair of stocks , you rogue ! 

Sly. Y'are a baggage : tie Slys are no rogues \ look in the 
Chronicles; we came in with Richard Conqueror. Therefore, 
paucaspallabris; let the world slide: sessa! 

Host, You will not pay for the glasses you have burst? 

Sly, No, not a denier. Go by, Jeronimy, — go to thy 
eold bed, and warm thee. 

Shakespeare. JI, 1 
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Host. I know my remedy; I must go fetch the third- 
borough. {Exit. 

Sly, Third, or fourth, or fifth borough, I'll answer him 
by law: I'll not budge an inch, boy: let him come, and kindly. 

\Lies down on the ground and falis asleep. 

Horns winded. Enter a Lord from hunting, with Huntsmen and 

Servants. 

Lord. Huntsman, I charge thee, tender well my hounds: 
Trash Merriman, — the poor cur is emboss'd; 
Ai^d Qouple Clowder with the deep-mouthed brach. 
Saw'st thou not, boy, how SUver made U good 
At the hedge^Qomer, in thQ coldest fauljt? 
I would not lose the dog for twenty pound. 

First Hun. Why, Belman is as good as he , my lord; 
He cried upon it at the merest loss, 
And twice to-day pick'd out the dullest scent: 
Trust me , I take him for the better dog. 

Lord. Thou art a fool : if Echo were as fleet, 
I would esteem him worth a dozen such. 
But sup them well, and look unto them all: 
To-morrow I intend to hunt again. 

JFirst Hun. I will, my lord. 

Lord. What's here? one dead, or drunk? See, doth he 
breathe? 

Sec. Hun. He breathes , my lord. Were he not warm'd 
with ale. 
This were a bed but cold to sleep so soundly. 

Lord. monstrous beast! how like a swine he lies! — 
Grim death, how foul and loathsome is thine Ima^e! — 
Sirs , I will practise on this drunken man. 
What think you, if he were convey'd to bed, 
Wrapp'd in sweet clothes , rings put upon his fingers , 
A most delicious banquet by his bed , 
And brave attendants near him when he wakes , — 
Would not the beggar then forget himself? 

First Hun. Believe me , lord , I think he cannot choose. 
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Sec. Huh. It would seem strange unto him when he wBk*d. 

Lord, Even as a flattering dream or worthless fancy. 
Then take him up, and manage well the jest: *~ 
Carry him gently to my fairest chamber, 
And hang it round with all my wanton pictures: 
Balm his foul head in warm distiU^d waters, 
And bum sweet wood to make the lodging sweet: 
Procure me music ready, when h& wakes. 
To make a dulcet and a heavenly sound ; 
And if he chance to speak, be ready straight. 
And, with a low submissive reverence. 
Say, "What is tt your honour will command?^' 
Let one attend him with a silver basin 
FuU of rose-water, and bestrewed with flowers^ 
Another bear the ewer, the third a diaper. 
And say, "WilFt please your lordship cool your hands?" 
Some one be ready with a costly suit, 
And ask him what apparel he wiU wear; 
Another tell him of his hounds and horse, 
And that his lady mourns at his disease: 
Persuade him that he hath been lunatic; 
And when he says he is — , say that he dreams, 
For he is nothing but a mighty lord. 
This do , and do it kindly, gentle sirs ; 
It will be pastime passing excellent. 
If it be husbanded with modesty. 

Fh-st Htm. My lord, I warrant you, well play our part, 
As he shall think, by our true diligence, 
He is no less than what we sky he is. 

Lord. Take him up gently, and to bed with him; 
And each one to his offlce when he wakes. 

[Sly is borne out. A trumpet sounds. 
Sirrah, go see what trumpet 'tis that sounds : — [Exit Servant, 
Belike, some noble gentleman, that means, 
Travelling some journey, to repose him here. — 

Re-enter Servant. 
How now! who is It? 

1» 
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Serv, Ab it please your honour, 

Plajen that offer service to your lordship. 
Lord. Bid them come near. 

Enter Players. 

Now, fellows , you are welcome. 

Players. We thank your honour. 

Lord, Do you intend to stay with me to-night? 

Sec. Play. So please your lordship to accept our duty. 

Lord. With all my heart. — This fellow I remember, 
Since once he play*^ a farmer's eldest son: — 
'Twas where you woo*d the gentlewoman so well: 
I have forgot your name; but, sure , that part 
Was aptly fit, and naturally performed. 

First Play. I think 'twas Soto that your honour means. 

Lord. 'Tis very true: thou didst it excellent. — 
Well, you are come to me in happy time; 
The rather for I have some sport in hand. 
Wherein your cunning can assist me much. 
There is a lord will hear you play to-night: 
But I am doubtful of your modesties; 
Lest, over-eying of his odd behaviour, — 
For yet his honour never heard a play, — 
You break into some merry passion. 
And so offend him; for, I teU you, sirs. 
If you should smile , he grows impatient. 

First Play. Fear not, my lord: we can contain ourselves, 
Were he the veriest antic in the world. 

Lord. Gro, sirrah, take them to the butteiy, 
And give them Mendly welcome every one: 
Let them want nothing that my house affords. 

{Exeunt Servant and Players, 
Sirrah, go you to Bartholomew my page, [To another Servant. 
And see him dress'd in all suits like a lady: 
That done, conduct him to the drunkard's chamber; 
And call him madam, do him all obeisance. 
Tell him jfrom me, — as he will win my love , — 



SCBHBZL] the TAMlNa OF THE SHBBW. 5 

He bear himself with honourable action, 

Such as he hath observed in noble ladies 

Unto their lords by them accomplish^: 

Such duty to the drunkard let him Uo, 

With soft low tongue and lowly courtesy; 

And say, ^^ What is't your honour will command, 

Wherein your lady and your humble wife 

May show her duty and make known her love? " 

And then, — with kind embracements, tempting kisses, 

And with declining head into his bosom, ^ 

Bid him shed tears, as being oveijoy'd 

To see her noble lord restored to health , 

Who for this seven years hath esteem^ him 

No better than a poor and loathsome beggar: 

And if the boy have not a woman*8 gift 

To rain a shower of commanded tears, 

An onion will do well for such a shift; 

Which in a napkin being close conveyed, 

Shall in despite enforce a watery eye. 

See this dispatch*d with all the haste thou canst: 

Anon I'll give thee mor» instructions. [Exit Servant 

I know the boy will well usurp the grace , 

Voice, gait, and action of a gentlewoman: 

I long to hear him call the drunkard husband; 

And how my men will stay themselves from laughter 

When they do homage to this simple peasant. 

I'll in to counsel them; haply my presence 

May well abate the oveivmerry spleen , 

Which otherwise woiQd grow into extremes. [Exeunt, 

ScsHB U. A bedchamber m ihe Lord's hovae, 

Slt is discovered in a rich nightgown^ with Attendants; some with 
apparel, others with basin, ewer, and other appurtenances. 
Enter Lord , dressed like a servant. 

Sly, For Gbd's sake , a pot of small ale. 

First Serv, Will't please your lordship drink a cup of sack? 
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Sec, Serv, Wiirt please your honour taste of these con- 
serves? 

Third Serv, What raillKdat will jonr honour wear to-day ? 

Sly, I am Christophero Sly; call not me honour nor lord- 
ship: I ne'er drank sack in my life ; and if you give me any 
conserves, give me conserves of beef: ne'er ask me what 
raiment I'll wear; for I have no more doublets than baeks, no 
more stockings than legs, nor no more shoes than feet, ^^ nay, 
sometime more feet than shoes, or such shoes as my toes look 
through the overleatbek". 

Lord, Heaven cease this idle humour in your honour! 
0, that a mighty man, of such descent. 
Of such possessiOiM, and so high esteem, 
Should be infusM with so foul a spirit! 

Sly. What, would you make me mad? Am not 1 Qirls- 
topher Sly, old Sly's son df Burton-heath; by birth a pedler, 
by education a card-makar, by transmutation a bear-herd, and 
now by present profession a tinker? Ask Marian Haoket, 
the fat ale-wife of Wincot, if she know me not: if she say I 
am not fourteen pence on ihe score ^r sheer ale, score me 
up for the lyingest knave in Christendom. What! I am not 
bestraught: here's — 

First Serv. 0, this it is that makes your lady mourn! 

Sec. Serv. 0, this it is that makes your servants droop! 

Lord, Hence comes it that your kindred shun your house, 
As beaten hence by your strange lunacy. 
noble lord, bethink thee of thy birth; 
Call home thy ancient thoughts &om banishment. 
And banish hence these abject lowly dreams* 
Look how thy servants do attend on thee , 
Each in his office ready at thy beck. 

Wilt thou have music? hark! Apollo plays, [Music, 

And twenty cagM nightingales do sing: 
Or wilt thou sleep? we'll have thee to a couch 
Softer and sweeter than the lustfiil bed 
On purpose trimm'd up for Semiramis. 
Say thou wilt walk; we will bestrew the ground: 
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Or wilt Hum xide? thy horses shall be trapp*d, 
Their hamesa studded all with gold aad pearl. 
Dost thou love hawking? thoa hast hawks wiU soar 
Above the morning lark: or wilt thou boat? 
Thy honhds shall make the welkin answer them^ * 
And fetch shrill echoes from the hollow earth. 

Fh-st Serv. Say thou wilt eotirse; thy greyhounds are as 
swift 
As breathM stags « ay, fleeter than the roe. 

Sec. Serv. Dost thou love pictares? we will fetch thee 
straight 
Adonis painted by a running brook, 
And Cytherea all in sedges hid, 
Which seem to move and wanton with her bveath, 
Even as the wating sedges pl^y with wind. 

Lord. We'll show ikte lo as she was a maid, 
And how she was beguilM and suipiis'd, 
As lively painted as the deed was done. 

Third Serv. Or Daphne roaomg through a thorny wood, 
Scratching her legs, that one shall swear she bleeds; 
And at that sight shall sad A|>ollo weep, 
So workmanly the blood and tears are drawn. 

Lord. Thou art a lord, and nothing but a lord: 
Thou hast a lady £ar more beautiful 
Than any woman in this waning age. 

First Serv. And, till tibe team tiaat she hath shed for thee. 
Like envious floods, o*er-run her lovely face. 
She was the fairest creature in the world; 
And yet she is inferior to &oae» 

Sly. Am I a lord? and have I sueh a lady? 
Or do I dream? or have I dream*d till now? 
I do not sleep: I see, I hear, I speak; 
I smell sweet savours, and I feel soft things: 
Upon my life, I am a lord iadeed; 
And Bol A tinker, nor GhristopherO Sly* — 
Well, bring our lady hither to our sight; 
And once again, a pot o* the smallest ale^ 
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Sm, filerv, Wlirt please your mightiness to wash yonr 
bands? [Servants present a ewer, basin , and napkin. 
Of how we J07 to see your wits restored! 
Of that once more you knew but what you are! 
Titeso fifteen years you have been in a dream; 
Or when you wak'd^ so wak'd as if you slept. 

Sly» These fifteen years! by my fay, a goodly nap. 
Jtut did I never speak of all that time? 

First Serv, 0, yes, my lord; but very idle words: 
For though you lay here in this goodly chamber, 
Yet would you say, ye were beaten out of door; 
And rail upon the hostess of the house; 
And say, you would present her at the leet. 
Because she brought stone jugs and no seal'd quarts: 
Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Hacket. 

Sly, Ay, the woman's maid of the house. 

Third Serv, Why, sir, you know no house, nor no such 
maid; 
Nor no such men as you have reckon'd up, — 
As Stephen Sly, and old John Naps of Greece, 
And Peter Turf, and Henry Pimpemell; 
And twenty more such names and men as these, 
Which never were , nor no man ever saw. 

Sly, Now, Lord be thanked for my good amends! 

AIL Amen. 

Sly. I thank thee : thou shalt not lose by it. 

Enter the Page as a lady, with Attendants. 

Page, How fares my noble lord? 

Sly, Marry, I fare well; for here is cheer enough. 
Where is my wife? 

Page. Here , noble lord : what is thy will with her? 

Sly, Are you my wife , and will not call me husband? 
My men should call me lord: I am your goodman. 

Page. My husband and my lord, my lord and husband; 
I am your wife in all obedience. 

S^, I know it welL — What must I call her? 
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L(nrd, Madam. 

Siy. Al'ce madam , or Joan madam? 

Lord. Madam, and nothing else: so lords call ladies. 

Sly. Madam wife, they say that I have dream'd, 
And slept about some fifteen year or more. 

Page. Ay, and the time seems thirty unto me, 
Being aU this time abandon'd firom your bed. 

Sly. 'Tis much. — Servants , leave toe and her alone. — 
Madam, undress you, and come now to bed. 

Page. Thrice-noble lord, let me entreat of you 
To pardon me yet for a night or two; 
Or, if not so , until the sun be set: 
For your physicians have expressly charg'd. 
In peril t' incur your former malady. 
That I should yet absent me from your bed: 
I hope this reason stands for my excuse. 

Sly. Ay, it stands so, that I may hardly tarry so long. 
But I would be loth to fall into my dreams again: I will there- 
fore tarry, in despite of the flesh and the blood. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Your honour's players , hearing your amendment , 
Are come to play a pleasant comedy; 
For so your doctors hold it very meet. 
Seeing too much sadness hath congealed your blood. 
And melancholy is the nurse of frenzy: 
Therefore they thought it good you hear a play. 
And frame your mind to mirth and merriment. 
Which bars a thousand harms and lengthens life. 

Sly. Marry, I will; let them play it. Is not a commonly 
a Christmas gambol or a tumbUng-trick? 

Page. No, my good lord; it is more pleasing stuff. 

Sly. What , household stuff? 

Page, It is a kind of history. 

Sly. Well, we'll see't. — 
Come, madam wife, sit by my side. 
And let the world slip : we shall ne'er hejoxmgeT.[They sit down. 
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ACT I. • 
Scene I. Padntu A public pktoe* 

Enter Lucbktio and Tranio. 

Luc, Tranio, since, for the great desire I had 
To see fair Padua , nursery of arts, 
I am arrived in fruitful Lombard^, 
The pleasant garden of great Italy; 
And, by my father's love and leave, am arm*d 
With his good will, and thy good company, 
My trusty servant, well approved in aU; 
Here let us breathe , and haply institute 
A course of learning and ingenious studies. 
Pisa, renowned for grave citizens, 
Gave me my being, and my faih^ first, 
A merchant of great traffic through the world, 
Yincentio, come of the Bentivolii. 
Lucentio his son, brought up in Florence, 
It shall become, to serve all hopes conceived. 
To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds: 
And therefore, Tranio, for the time I study. 
Virtue , and that part of philosophy 
Will I apply, that treats of happiness 
By virtue specially to be achieved. 
Tell me thy mind; for I have Pisa left. 
And am to Padua come, as he that leaves 
A shallow plash, to plunge him in the deep, 
And with satiety seeks to quench his thirst. 

TVo. Miperdonate, gentle master mine, 
I am in all affected as yourself; 
Glad that you thus continue your resolve 
To suck the sweets of sweet philosophy. 
Only, good master, while we do admire 
This virtue and this moral discipline, 
Let's be no stoics nor no stocks, I pray; 
Or so devote to Aristotle's ethics. 
As Ovid be an outcast quite abjur'd: 
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iBalk logic inth acqaaintaiice that 70a have, 

And practise rhetoric in your common talk) 

Music and poesy use to quicken you; 

The mathematics and the metaphysics, 

Fall to them, as you find your stomach serves you; 

No profit grows, where is no pleasure ta'en: 

In brief, sir, study what you most affect. 

Luc. Gramercies, Tranio, well dost thou advise. 
If Biondello now were come ashore, 1 
We could at once put us in readiness; 
And take a lodging, fit to entertain 
Such friends as time in Padua shall beget. 
But stay awhile : what company is this ? 

Tra, Master, some show, to welcome us to town. 

Enter Baptista, KATHiJtiNA, Bianca, Gkehio, and Horteiisio. 
LucBKTio and Tsanio stand aside* 

Bap, Gentlemen, imp6rtune me no further. 
For how I firmly am resolv'd you know; 
That is, not to bestow my youngest daughter 
Before I have ^ husband for the elder: 
If either of you both love Katharina, 
Because I Imow you well, and love you well, 
Leave shall you have to court her at your pleasure. 

Gre, To cart her rather: she's too rough for me. — 
There, there, Hortensio, will you any wife? 

Ka(h. \to Bap,'\ I pray you, sir, is it your will 
To make a stale of me amongst these mates? 

Hot, Mates, maid! how mean you that? no mates for you. 
Unless you were of gentler , milder mood. 

KaOi, V faith, sir, you shall never need to fear: 
I wis it is not half way to her heart; 
But if it were, doubt not her care should be 
To comb your noddle with a three-legg'd stool, 
And paint your face , and use you like a fool. 

Hor. From all such devils, good Lord, deliver usl 

Gre* And me too, good Lord! 
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Tra. \a9tde to Luc] Hush, master! here is some good 
pastime toward: 
That wench is stark mad, or wonderful froward. 

Luc, [aside to Tra,] But in the other's silence do I see 
Maid's mild behaviour and sobriety. 
Peace, Traniol 

Tra, [aside to Luc,] Well said, master; mum! and gaze 
your fiU. 

Bap, Gentlemen , that I may soon make good 
What I have said, — Bianca, get you in: 
And let it not displease thee, good Bianca; 
For I will love thee ne'er the less, my girl. 

Kath. A pretty peat! it is best — 
Put finger in the eye, 
An she knew why. 

Bian. Sister, content you in my discontent. — 
Sir, to your pleasure humbly I subscribe: 
My books and instruments shall be my company. 
On them to look, and practise by myself. 

Luc, [aside to Tra.] Hark, Tranio! thou mayst hear Mi- 
nerva speak. 

Hor, Signior Baptista, will you be so strange? 
Sony am I that our good will effects 
Bianca's grief. 

Gre. Why, will you mew her up , 

Signior Baptista, for this fiend of heU, 
And make her bear the penance of her tongue? 

Bap, Gentlemen, content ye; I am resolv'd: — 
Go in, Bianca: [Exit Bianco. 

And for I know she taketh most delight 
In music, inrtrmnente, and poetry, 
Schoolmasters wiU I keep within my house, 
Fit to instruct her youth. — If you, Hortensio , — 
Or Signior Gremio, you, — know any such, 
Prefer them hither; for to cunning men 
I wiU be very kind, and liberal 
To mine own children in good bringing-up; 
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And so, farewell. — Katharina, 70a may stay; 

For I have more to coimuune with Bianca. [ExiL 

Kaih, Why, and I trust I may go too, may I not? 
What, shall I be appointed hours; as though, belike, 
1 knew not what to take , and what to leaye , ha? [ExU, 

Gre. You may go to the devil's dam: your gifts are so 
good, here*8 none will hold you. — Our love is not so great, 
Hortensio, but we may blow our nails together, and ^t it 
fairly out: our cake*s dough on both sides. FarewcU: — yet, 
for tiie love I bear my sweet Bianca, if I can by any means 
light on a fit man to teach her that wherein she delights, I 
will wish him to her father. 

Hor, So will I, Signior Gremio: but a word, I pray. 
Though the nature of our quarrel yet never brooked parle, 
know now, upon advice, it toucheth us both, — that we may 
yet again have access to our fair mistress, and be happy rivals 
in Bianca's love, — to labour and effect one thing specially. 

Gre. What's that, I pray? 

Hor, Marry, sir, to get a husband for her sister. 

Gre. A husband! a devil. 

Hor. I say, a husband. 

Gre. I say, a devil. Thinkest thou, Hortensio, though 
her father be very rich, any man is so very a fool to be mar- 
ried to hell? 

Hor. Tush, Gremio, though it pass your patience and mine 
to endure her loud alarums, why, man, there be good fellows 
in the world, an a man could light on them, would take her 
with all faults and money enough. 

Gre. I cannot tell; but I had as lief take her dowry with 
this condition, — to be whipped at the high-cross every 
morning. 

Hor, Faith, as you say, there's small choice in rotten 
apples. But, come; since this bar in law makes us friends, 
it shall be so far forth friendly maintained, till by helping 
Baptista's eldest daughter to a husband, we set his youngest 
free for a husband, and then have to't afresh. — Sweet Bianca! 
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— Happy man be his dole ! He that runs fastest gets the ring. 
How say you, Signior Gremio? 

Gre. 1 am agreed: and would I had giyea him the best 
horse in Padua to begin his wooing, tibat would thoroughly 
woo her, wed her, and bed her, and rid the house of her! 
Come on. [Exeunt Gremio ond. Hortmsio. 

Tra, I pray, sir , tell me , — is it possible 
That love should of a sudden take such hold? 

Luc. Tranio , till I found it to be true , 
1 never thought it possible or likely; 
But, see! while idly I stood looking on, 
I found th' effect of love in idleness: 
And now in plainness do confess to thee , — 
That art to me as secret and as dear 
As Anna to the Queen of Carthage W93, — 
Tranio, 1 burn, 1 pine; 1 perish, Tranio, 
If 1 achieve not this young modest girl. 
Counsel me, Tranio, for I know thou canst; 
Assist me, Tranio, for I know thou wilt. 

Tra. Master, it is no time to <5hide you now; 
Affection is not rated from the heart: 
If love have touched you, naught remains but so, — 
Redime te captum quam queas mimmo. 

Luc. Gramercies, lad; go forward; this contents: 
The rest will comfort, for thy counsel's sound. 

Tra. Master, you look'd so longly on the maid. 
Perhaps you mark'd not what's the pith of all. 

Luc. 0, yes, I saw sweet beauty in her face, 
Such as the daughter of Agenor had, 
That made great Jove to humble him to her hand , 
When with his knees he kiss'd the Cretan strand. 

Tra. Saw you no more? mark'd you not how her sister 
Began to scold, and raise up such a storm, 
That mortal ears might hardly endure the din? 

Luc. Tranio , I saw her coral lips to move , 
And with her breath she did perfume the air: 
Sacred and sweet was all I saw in her. 
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Tra. Nay, then, tk time to stir him isom. hi^i trance. — 
I pray, awake ^ sir : if you love the maid , 
Bend thoughts aaui wits t' aQhieve her. Thus it steods: -*- 
Her elder sister is so curst and shrewd, 
That, till the father rid his hands of her, 
Master, your love must live a maid at home 
And therefore has he closely mew'd her up. 
Because he will not he anaoy'd with suitors. 

Lac. Ah , Tranio , what a cruel father's he ! 
But art thou not adriu'd, he took some care 
To get her cunnmg schoolmasters t' instruct her? 

Ira, Ay, marry, am I, sir; and now 'tis plotted. 

Luc, I have it, Traido. 

Vra. Master, for my hand. 

Both our inyentions meet and jump in dn/e. 

Luc, Tell me thine first. 

7Va. You will he schoolmaster, 

And undertake the teaching of the maid: 
That's your device. 

Luc, It is : may it he done ? 

Tra. Not possible; for who shall bear your part , 
And be in Padua here Yincentio's son; 
Keep house , and ply hie book; welcome his friends; 
Visit his countrymen, and banquet them? 

Luc, Basta; content thee; for I have it fiilL 
We have not yet beeift seen in any house; 
Nor can we be distinguish'd by our faces 
For man or master : ti^en it follows thus; — 
Thou shalt be master, Tranio , in my stead , 
Keep house, and port, and servrants, as I should; 
I will some other be; some Florentine, 
Some NeapoUtaa, or mean xuan of Pisa. 
'Tis hatch'd, and shall be so: — Tranio, at onoe 
Uncase thee; take my colour'd hat and cloak: 
When Biondello comes, he waits on thee; 
But 1 will charm him first to keep his tongue. 

Tra, So had you need. {They exchange hahils^ 
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In brief, sir, sithence it your pleasure is/ 

And I am tied to be obedient, — 

For so your father charged me at our parting; 

"Be serviceable to my son," quoth he. 

Although I think 'twas in another sense , — 

I am content to be Lucentio, 

Because so well I love Lucentio. 

Luc, Tranio , be so , because Lucentio lores t 
And let me be a slave , t' achieve that maid 
Whose sudden sight hath thrall'd my wounded eye. — 
Here comes the rogue. 

Enter Biondbllo. 

Sirrah, where have you been? 

Bion. Where have I been! Nay, how now! where are you? 
Master, has my fellow Tranio stol'n your clothes? 
Or you stol'n his? or both? pray, what's the news? 

Luc. SuTah, come hither: 'tis no tune to jest, 
And therefore £rame your manners to the time. 
Your fellow Tranio here, to save my life. 
Puts my apparel and my countenance on. 
And I for my escape have put on his; 
For in a quarrel, since I came ashore, 
I kill'd a man, and fear I was descried: 
Wait you on him, I charge you, as becomes, 
While I make way from hence to' save my life: 
You understand me? 

Bion, Ay, sir. — \Asidi£\ Ne'er a whit. 

Iajlc, And not a jot of Tranio in your mouth : 
Tranio is chang'd into Lucentio. 

Bion* The better for him: would I were so too! 

Tra, So would I , faith , boy, to have the next wish after, 
That Lucentio indeed had Baptista's youngest daughter. 
But, sirrah, — not for my sake, but your master's, — I advise 
You use your manners (Hscreetly in all kind of companies: 
When I am alone, .why, then I am Tranio; 
But in all places else , your master Lucentio. 
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Zuc. TraiuOi let*a go: — 
One thing more rests, tiwt tfajself execate, -— 
To make one among these wooers : if thou ask me why, -^ 
SnMceth, my reasons are both good and weighty. [ExeunU 

First Sen, My iord^ you nod; you do not mmd ikepUxy. 

Sly. Yes J by Samt Jbmo^ da L A good matter^ surely: 
eomes there any more ofitf 

Page. My lord^ *tu but begun. 

Sly* 'Dfs a very eBteeilent piece of ^ork^ madam lady: would 
Hwere donel 

ScEss n. The same. Before Hobtsnsio's house, ^ 

Enter Pstbuchio and.GBuiao. 

Pet. Yerona for awhile I take my leave , 
To see my friends in Padua; but, of all, 
My best beloTed and approved friend, 
Hortensio; and I trow this is his house. — 
Here, sirrah Grumio; knock, I say. 

Gru, Knock, sir! whom should I knock? is there any man 
has rebused your worship? 

Pet. Villain, I say, knock me here soundly. 

Oru. Knock you here, sir! why, sir, what am I, sir, that 
I should knock you here, sir? 

Pet. Villain , I say, knock me at this gate , 
And rap me well, or Til knock your knave's pate. 

Gru. My master is grown quarrelsome. — I should knock 
you first. 
And then I know after who comes by the worst. 

Pet. Wm it not be? 
Faith, sirrah, an youll not knock, 1*11 wring it; 
ril try how you can sol, fa, and sing it. 

[ Wrings Grumio by the ears; who falls. 

Gru. Help , masters, help ! my master is mad. 

Pet. Now, knock when I bid you, sirrah villain! 

Enter Hortensio. 

Hor. How now! what's the matter?— My old friend Grumio! 
and my good Mend Petruchio! — How do you aU at Verona? 

Shdkespeetre. IL 2 
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Pet. Signior Hortensio, come you to part the fray? 
Con tutto U core bene trovato, may I say. 

Hor, Alia nostra casa bene venutOj molto honoraio signor 
fnio Petruchio, — 
Bise, Grumio, rise: we will compound this quarrel. 

Gru, [rising] Nay, *tis no matter, sir, what he 'leges in 
Latin. — If this be not a lawful cause for me to leave his 
service, — look you, sir, — he bid me knock him and rap him 
soundly, sir: well, was it fit for a servant to use his master so ; 
being perhaps, for aught I see, two-and-thirty, — • a pip out? 
Whom would to God I had well knocked at first, 
Then had not Grumio come by the worst. 

Pet. A senseless viUainI — Good Hortensio, 
I bade the rascal knock upon your gate. 
And could not get him for my heart to do it. 

Gru. Knock at the gate! — heavens! Spake you not 
these words plain, — "Sirrah, knock me here, rap me here, 
knock me well, and knock me soundly " ? And come you now 
with — knocking at the gate? 

Pet. Sirrah, be gone, or talk not, I advise you. 

Hor. Petruchio, patience; I am Grumio's pledge: 
Why, this' a heavy chance 'twixt him and you. 
Your ancient, trusty, pleasant servant Grumio. 
And tell me now, sweet friend , what happy gale 
Blows you to Padua here, from old Verona? 

Pet. Such wind as scatters young men through the world , 
To seek their fortunes further than at home , 
Where small experience grows. But, in a few, 
Signior Hortensio, thus it stands with me: — # 
Antonio, my father, is deceased ; 
And I have thrust myself into this maze , 
Haply to wive and thrive as best I may: 
Crowns in my purse I have, and goods at home, 
And so am come abroad to see the world. 

Hor. Petruchio , shall I , then , come roundly to thee , 
And wish thee to a shrewd ill-favour*d wife? 
^hoa'dst thank me but a little for my counsel: 
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And jet 1*11 promise thee she shall be rich, 

And yery rich: — but thou*rt too mach my friend , 

And I'll not wish thee to her. 

Pet Signior Hortensio, 'twixt such friends as we 
Few words suffice; and therefore, if thou know 
One rich enough to be Petruchio's wife, — 
As wealth is burden of my wooing dance , — 
Be she as foul as was Florentius' love, 
As old as Sibyl, and as curst and shrewd 
As Socrates' Xantippe , or a worse. 
She mores me not, or not removes, at least. 
Affection's edge in me , — were she as rough 
As are the swelling Adriatic seas: 
I come to wive it wealthily in Padua; 
If wealthily, then happily in Padua. 

Cfru, Nay, look you, sir, he tells you flatly what his mind 
is: why, give him gold enough and marry him to a puppet or 
an aglet-baby; or an old trot with ne'er a tooth in her head, 
though she have as many diseases as two and fifty horses: 
why, nothing comes amiss, so money comes withal. 

Har, Petruchio , since we are stepp'd thus far in, 
I will continue that I broach'd in jest. 
I can, Petruchio, help thee to a wife 
With wealth enough, and young and beauteous; 
Brought up as best becomes a gentlewoman: 
Her only fault — and that is faults enough — 
Is, that she is intolerable curst, 
And shrewd, and toward; so beyond all measure, 
That, were my state far worser than it is, 
I would not wed her for a mine of gold. 

Pet. Hortensio, peace 1 thou know'st not gold's effect: — 
Tell me her father's name, and 'tis enough; 
For I will board her, though she chide as loud 
As t&under, when the clouds in autumn crack, 

Hor, Her father is Baptista Minola , 
An affiible and courteous gentleman; 

2* 
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Her name is Eatharina Miuola, 

Benown'd in Padua for her scolding tongue. 

Pet. I know her father, though I know not her; 
And he knew my deceased father well. 
I will not sleep, Hortensio, till I see her; 
And therefore let me be thus bold with you, 
To give you over at this first encounter, 
Unless you will accompany me thither. 

Chru, I pray you, sir, let him go while the humour lasts. 
0' my word, an she knew him as well as I do, she would 
think scolding would do little good upon him: she may, per- 
haps, call him half a score knaves, or so: why, that's nothing; 
an he begin once, he'll rail in his rope-tdcks. Til tell you 
what, sir, — an she stand him but a little, he wiU throw a figure 
in her face, and so disfigure her with it, that she shall have no 
more ejea to see withal than a cat. You know him not, sir. 

Hor, Tarry, Petruchio , I must go with thee; 
For in Baptista's keep my treasure is : 
He hath the jewel of my life in hold, » 

His youngest daughter, beautiful Bianca; 
And her withholds from me, and other more. 
Suitors to her and rivals in my love; 
Supposing it a thing impossible , — 
For those defects I have before rehears'd, — 
That ever Katharina will be woo'd ; 
Therefore this order hath Baptista ta'en , 
That none shall have access unto Bianca 
Till ELatharine the curst have got a husband. 

Gru. Katharine the curst! 
A title for a maid, of all titles the worst. 

Hor, Now shall my friend Petruchio do me grace; 
And offer me, disguis'd m sober robes, 
To old Baptista as a schoolmaster 
Well seen in mtbic, to instruct Bianca; 
That so I may, by this device ) at least 
Have leave and leisure to make love to her^ 
And unsuspected court her by herself. 
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Oru. [mfe] Here% no kiumiy! See, to begvOe tiie M, 
IblkB, iMw liie jomg IblkB laj tiieir kaada toge^er! 



]fMter,]iMMler, lookelMMitTmi: iHio goee tiieie, ha? 

Har. Peace, Qfiiiiiio!*tie ike mal of mjlo^re. — 
Petraddo, stand bj awbfle. 

Gnu A proper sti^»liiig and an amoioiHl [7Vy ntirt. 

Grs. O, Teiy well; I have penis'd tiie note. 
Haik yon, sir; rO have tkem Ttry hhfy bennd: 
All books of loTe, see tbat at any band; 
And see yoa read no other leetnres to her: 
Yon nnderstand me: — over and beside 
Signior Baptista's liberality, 
I'll mend it with a largess: — take your papers too, 
And let me have them Teiy well perlom'd; 
For she is sweeter than perfmne itself. 
To whom they go to. What will you read to her? 

Luc Whato'er I read to her, I'll plead for yoa 
As for my patron, — stand yoa so assar'd, — 
As firmly as yonnelf were still in place: 
Yea, and periiaps with more saccessful words 
Than you, unless yoa were a scholar, sir. 

Gre, O this leamingl what a thing it is! 

Gru. this woodcock! what an ass it is! 

Pet. Peace, sirrah! 

JETor. Gromio, mmnl — [Coming foneard\ God savo yoa, 
Signior Gremio! 

Gre. And yoa're well met, Signior Hortensio. 
Trow yoa whitiier I'm going? — To Baptista Minola. 
I promis'd to inquire carefolly 
About a schoolmaster for fair Biancae 
And, by good fortune, I have lighted well 
On tJiiB young man; for learning and behaTiour 
Fit for her turn; well read in poetry, 
And other books , — good ones , I warrant ye. 

Hor. 'Tis well: and I haye met a gentleman 
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Hath promiB'd me to help me to another, 
A fine musician to instruct our mistrefls; 
So shall I no whit be behind in duly 
To fair Bianca, so beloT'd of me. 

Gre, BeloT*d of me^ — and that my deeds shall proye. 

Gru. [ande] And that his bags shall profe. 

Hor, Gremio, 'tis now no time to vent our love: 
•Listen to me ; and if 70a speak me fair , 
111 tell 70U news indblerent good for either. 
Here is a gentleman, whom by chance I met, 
Upon agreement from us to his liking, 
Will undertake to woo curst Katharine, 
Yea, and to marry her, if her dowry please. 

Gre, So said, so done , is well: — 
Hortemdo, have you told him all her faults? 

Pet. I know she is an irksome brawling scold: 
If that be all, masters , I hear no harm. 

Gre. No, sayest me so, friend? What countryman? 

Pet. Bom in Yerona, old Antonio's son: 
My father dead, my fortune lives for me; 
And I do hope good days and long to see. 

Gre. 0, sir, such a life, with such a wife, were strange! 
But if you have a stomach, to 't 0' God's name: 
You shall have me assisting you in all. 
But will you woo this wild-cat? 

Pet. WiUIUve? 

Gru. [aside] Will he woo her? ay, or I'll hang her. 

Pet. Why came I hither but to that'intent? 
Think you a little din can daunt mine ears? 
Have I not in my time heard lions roar? 
Have I not heard the sea, puff'd up with winds, 
Rage like an angry boar chafM with sweat? 
Have I not heard great ordnance in the field, 
And heaven's artillery thunder in the skies? 
Have I not in a pitched battle heard 
Loud 'larums, neighing steeds, and trumpets' clang? 
And do you tell me of a woman's tongue; 



t 
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That gives not half so great a blow to th' ear 
As will a chestnut in a fanner's fire? 
Tush, tush! fear boys with bugs. 

Gru. [aside] For he fears none. 

Gre, Hortensio, hark: 
This gentleman is happily arrived, 
My mind presumes , for his own goqd and ours. 

Hor, I promis'd we would be contributors , 
And bear his charge of wooing, whatsoe'er. 

Gre. And so we wiQ, — provided that he win her. 

Gru, [aside] I would I were as sure of a good dinner. 

Enter Traxuo bravely apparelled y an(2 Biondello. 

Tra. Gentlemen, God save you! If I may be bold , 
Tell me , I beseech you, which is the readiest way 
To the house of Signior Baptista Minola? 

Gre. He that has the two fair daughters, — is't he you 
mean? 

Tra. Even he. — Biondello , — 

Gre. Hark you, sir; you mean not her to — 

Tra. Perhaps, him and her, sir: what have you to do? 

Pet. Not her that chides, sir, at any hand, I pray. 

Tra. I love no chiders , sir. — Biondello , let's away. 

Luc. [aside] Well begun, Tranio. 

Hor. Sir, a word ere you go ; — 
Are you a suitor to the maid you talk of, yea or no? 

Tra. An if I be, sir, is it any offence? 

Gre. No ; if without more words you wHl get you hence. 

Tra. Why, sir, I pray, are not the streets as free 
For me as for you? 

Gre. But so is not she. 

Tra, For what reason, I beseech you? 

Gre. For this reason, if you'll know, — 
That she's the choice love of Signior Gremio. 

J/or. That she's the chosen of Signior Hortensio. 

Tra. Softly, my masters! if you be gentlemen. 
Do me this right,. — hear me with patience. 
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Baptista is a noble gentleman , 
To whom mj father is not all unknown; 
And , were his daughter fairer than she is , 
She maj more suitors have, and me for one. 
Fair Leda's daughter had a thousand wooers; 
Then well one more may fair Bianca have: 
And so she shall; Lucentio shall make one, 
Though Paris came in hope to speed alone. 

Ch-e. What, what, this gentleman will out-talk us all! 

Luc, Sir, give him head: I know he'll prove a jade. 

Pet. Hortensio, to what end are all these words? 

Hor, Sir, let me be so bold as ask you this. 
Did you yet ever see Baptista's daughter? 

Tra, No, sir; but hear I do that he hath two; 
The one as famous for a scolding tongue , 
As is the other for beauteous modesty. 

Pet, Sir, sir, the first's for me; let her go by. 

Gre, Yea, leave that labour to great Hercules; 
And let it be more than Alcides' twelve. 

Pet. Sir , understand you this of me , in sooth: 
The youngest daughter, whom yt)u hearken for, 
Her father keeps from all access of suitors; 
And will not promise her to any man 
Until the elder sister first be wed: 
The younger then is free, and not before. 

IVa, If it be BO , sir, that you are the man 
Must stead us all, and me amongst the rest; 
And if you break the ice , and do this feat, 
Achieve the elder, set the younger free 
For our access, — whose hap shall be to hAve her 
Will not so graceless be to be ingrate. 

Hor, Sir, you say well, and well you do ocmceiTe; 
And since you do profess to be a suitor. 
You must, as we do, gratify iMs geatlemMi, 
To whom we all rest genenJly beholding. 

Tra, Sir, iBhallnotbeslaek: insignwiiereof, 
Please ye we may contrive this afternoon , 
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And quaff caioii868 to oar mistress' heahh; 

And do as advenaries do in law, — 

Strive mightOj, but eat and drink as friends. 

Gr%L^ Bum. excellent motkm! Fdlows, let*s be gone. 

Uar. The nH)tion'8 good indeed, and be H so: — 
Petnichio, I shall be your hen venuio, [fiMimt 

ACT II. . 
ScBBB L i^uliia. A room m Battuta's ibuM, 

Enter Kathaxixa, cmd Biakca wUh her hande Innmd, 

Bian. (rood sister, wrong me not, nor wioog jouiself , 
To make a bondmaid and a sLave of me) 
That I disdain: but for these other gauds. 
Unbind mj hands, 1*11 pull them offmjselfi 
Yea, all mj raiment, to mj petticoat; 
Or, what you will command me , will I do, 
ib wdl I know my duly to my elders. 

Kaih. Of all thy suitors, here I charge thee, teU 
Whom thou lov'st best: see thou dissemble not 

Bian. Believe me , sister , of all men alive , 
I never yet beheld that special face 
Which I could fancy more than any other. 

KaOu Minion, thou liest: is^t not Hortensio? 

Bian, If you affect him, sister, here I swear 
111 plead for you myself, but you shall have him. 

Kath, 0, then, belike you fancy riches more: 
You will have Gremio to keep you fair. 

Bian, Is it for him you do envy me so? 
Nay, then, you jest; and now I well perceive 
You have but jested with me all this while: 
I prithee, sister Kate, untie my hands. 

KaOu If that be jest, then aU the rest was so [Strikes her. 

Enter BArnsTA. 
Bqp. Why, how now, dame! whence grows this inso- 
lence? — 
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Bianca, stand aside: — poor girl I she weeps: -^ 
Go ply thy needle; meddle not with her. — 
For shame, thou hilding of a devilish spirit, 
Why dost thou wrong her that did ne'er wrong thee? 
When did she cross thee with a hitter word? 

Kaih. Her silence flouts me, and I'll be reyeng'd. 

[Flies after BianccL 

Bap, [holding her back] What, in my sight? — Bianca, 
get thee in. [Exit Bianca. 

Kaih, Will you not suffer me? Nay, now I see 
She is your treasure, she must have a husband; 
I must dance barefoot on her wedding-day, 
And, for your love to her, lead apes in hell. 
Talk not to me : I will go sit and weep , 
Till I can find occasion of revenge. [ExiU 

Bap, Was ever gentleman l^us griev'd as I? 
But who comes here? 

Enter Gbbuio, foith Lucehtio, in the htilnt of a mean man; 
PsTRUcmo, with Hobtbnsio as a musician; and Tranio, 
wiih BioMOELLO hearing a lute and hooks, 

Chre, Good morrow, neighbour Baptista. 

Bap, Good morrow, neighbour Gremio. — God save you, 
gentlemen I 

Pet, And you, good sir! Pray, have you not a daughter 
Call*d ELatharina, fair and virtuous? 

Bap, I have a daughter, sir, call'd Katharina. 

Gre. You are too blunt: go to it orderly. 

Pet, You wrong me, Signior Gremio: give me leave. — 
I am a gentleman of Verona, sir. 
That, — hearing of her beauty and her wit, 
Her affability and bashful modesty, 
Her wondrous qualities and mild behaviour, — 
Am bold to show myself a forward guest 
Within your house, to make mine eye the witness 
Of that report which I so oft have heard. 
And, for an entrance to my entertainment, 
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I do present 70a with a man of mine , [Presenting Horiensio. 

Cunning in music and the mathematics, 

T' instruct her fully in those sciences, 

Whereof I know she is not ignorant: 

Accept of him, or else you do me wrong: 

His name is Licio, bom in Mantua. 

Bap, You*re welcome, sir; and he, for your good sake. 
But for my daughter Katharine , — this I know, 
She is not for your turn, the more my grief. 

Pet I see you do not mean to part with her; 
Or else you like not of my company. 

Bap, Mistake me not; I speak but as I find. 
Whence are you, sir? what may I call your name? 

Pet, Petruchio is my name; Antonio's son, 
,A man well known throughou1^%ll Italy. 

Bap, I knew him well: you're welcome for his sake. 

Gre, Saving your tale , Petruchio , I pray. 
Let us, that are poor petitioners, speak too: 
Baccare! you are marvellous forward. 

Pet, 0, pardon me, Signior Gremio; I would fain be 
doing. 

Gre. I doubt it not, sir; but you will curse your wooing. 
— Neighbour, this is a gift very grateful, I am sure of it. To 
express the like kindness myself, that have been more kindly 
beholding to you than any, 1 freely give unto you this young 
scholar {presenting Lucentio] , that hath been long studying at 
Bheims; as cunning in Greek, Latin, and other languages, 
as the other in music and mathematics: his name is Cambio; 
pray, accept his service. 

Bap, A thousand thanks, Signior Gremio. — Welcome, 
good Cambio. — But, gentle sir [to Tranio], methinks you 
walk like a stranger: may I be so bold to know the cause of 
your coming? 

Tra, Pardon me, sir, the boldness is mine own; 
That, being a stranger in this city here , 
Do make myself a suitor to your daughter , 
Unto Bianca, fair and virtuous. 
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Nor is jour firm resolTe unknown to me , 

In the preferment of the eldest sister. 

This liberty is all that I request, — 

That, upon knowledge of my parentage, 

I may have welcome *mongst tiie rest that woo, 

And free access and favour as the rest: 

And, toward the education of your daughters, 

I here bestow a simple instrument, 

And this small packet of Greek and Latin books: 

If you accept them, then their worth is great. 

Bap. Lucentio is your name — of whence, I pray? 

Tra, Of Pisa, sir; son to Yincentio. 

Bap, A mighty man of Pisa; by report 
I know him well: you're very welcome, sir. — 
Take you \to Hor,\ the lute, and you [to Jmc] the set of books; 
You shall go see your pupils presently. — 
Holla, within! 

Enter a Servant. 
Sirrah , lead these gentlemen 
To my two daughters; and tell them both. 
These are their tutors: bid them use them well. 

[Exit Servant y with Hortensio, Lucentio^ and Bumdello, 
We will go walk a little in the orchard. 
And then to dinner. You are passing welcome. 
And so I pray you all to think yourselves. 

Pet Siguier Baptista, my business asketh haste. 
And every day I cannot come to woo. 
You knew my father well; and in him , me , 
Left solely heir to all his lands and goods. 
Which I have better'd rather than decreas'd: 
Then tell me, — if I get your daughter's love. 
What dowry shall I have with her to wife? 

Bap. After my death, the one half of my lands; 
And, in possession, twenty thousand crowns. 

pBt. And, for that dowry, I'll assure her of 
Her widowhood, — be it that she survive me, — 
In all my lands and leases whatsoever s 
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. Let specialties be therefore drawn between ns, 
' That covenants may be kept on either hand. 

Bap. Ay J when the special thing is well obtained, 
That IB , her love ; for that is all in all. 

Pet. Whj) that is nothing; for I tell 70a , father , 
I am as peremptory as she proud-minded ; 
And where two raging fires meet together, 
They do consume the thing that feeds their fury: 
Though little fire grows great with little wind, 
Yet extreme gusts will blow out fire and all: 
So I to her, and so she yields to me; 
For I am rough , and woo not like a babe. 

Bap. WeU mayst thou woo , and happy be thy > speed I 
But be thou arm'd for some unhappy words. 

Pet. Ajf to the proof; as mountains are for winds, 
That shake not, though they blow perpetually. 

Re-enter Hobtbnsio , totth hzs head broken. 

Bap. How now, my friend! why dost thou look so pale? 

Hor. For fear, I promise you, if I look pale. 

Bap. What, will my daughter prove a good musician? 

Hor. I think she'll sooner prove a soldier: 
Iron may hold with her, but never lutes. 

Bap. Why, then thou canst not break her to the lute? 

Hor. Why, no; for she hath broke the lute to me. 
I did but teU her she mistook her frets. 
And bow*d her hand to teach her fingering; 
When, with a most impatient devilish spirit, 
"Frets call you these?" quoth she; "Til fume with them:" 
And, with lliat word, she struck me on the head, 
A^d through the instrument my pate made way; 
And there I stood amazed for a while. 
As on a pillory, looking through the lute; 
While she did call me rascal fiddler 
And twangling Jack, with twenty such vile terms, 
As she had studied to misuse me so. 

Pei. Now, by the world , it is a lusty wench; 
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I lore ber ten times more than e'er I did: 
0, how I long to have some chat with her! 

Bap, Well, go with me, and be not so discomfited: 
Proceed in practice with my younger daughter; 
She's apt to learn ^ and thankful for good turns. — 
Signior Petnichio , will you go with us , - 
Or shall I send my daughter Kate to you? 

Pet, I pray you do; I will attend her here, — 

[Exeunt Baptisia, Gremio, Tranio, and Hortensio. 
-And woo her with some spirit when she comes. 
Say that she rail; why, then, 111 tell her plain. 
She sings as sweetly as a nightingale: 
Say that she frown; I'll say, she looks as clear 
As morning roses newly wash'd with dew: 
Say she be mute and will not speak a word; 
Then I'll commend her volubility, 
And say she uttereth piercing eloquence: 
If she do bid me pack , I'll give her thanks , 
As though she bid me stay by her a week: 
If she deny to wed , I'll crave the day 
When I shall ask the banns, and when be married. — 
But here she comes; and now, Petruchio, speak. 

Enter ELathabxma. 

Good morrow, Kate; for that's your name . I hear. 

Kaih, Well have you heard, but something hard of hearings 
They call me Katharine that do talk of me. 

Pet, You lie, in faith; for you are call'd plain Kate, 
And bonny Kate, and sometimes Kate the curst; 
But, Kate, the prettiest Kate in Christendom, 
Kate of Kate-Hall, my super-dainty Kate, 
For dainties are all cates , — and therefore , Kate, 
Take this of me, Kate of my consolation; — 
Hearing thy mildness prais'd in every town , 
Thy virtues spoke of, and thy beauty sounded, 
Yet not so deeply as to thee belongs, — 
Myself am mov*d to woo thee for my wife. 
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•' Kath, lifov'd! in good time: let him that moy*d yon hither 
Remove 70a hence: I knew you at the fbrst, 
You were a moveable. 

Pet. Why, what's a moveable? 

JSath. A joint-stool. 

Pet, Thou haliBt hit it: come, sit on me. 

Kaih. Asses are made to bear, and so are you. 

Pet. Women are made to bear, and so are you. 

Kath. No such jade as bear you, if me you mean. 

Pet. Alas, good Kate, I will not burden thee! 
For, knowing thee to be but young and light — 

Kath. Too light for such a sw^n as you to catch; 
And yet as heavy as my weight should be. 

Pet. Should be! should buzz. 

Kath. Well ta'en , and like a buzzard. 

Pet. slow-wing'd turtle! shall a buzzard take thee ? 

Kath. Ay, for a turtle^, — as he takes a buzzard. 

Pet. Come , come , you wasp 5 i* faith , you are too angry. 

Kath. If I.be waspish , best beware my sting. 

Pet. My remedy is then, to pluck it out. 

Kath. Ay, if the fool could find out where it lies. 

Pet. Who knows not where a wasp does wear his sting? 
In his tail. 

Kath. In his tongue. 

Pet. Whose tongue? 

Kath. Yours , if you talk of tails : and so farewell. 

Pet. What, with my tongue in your tail? nay, come again, 

Good Kate; I am a gentleman. [Detaining her. 

. Kath. That I'll try. [Striking him. 

Pet. I swear I'll cuff you, if you strike again. 

KatK So may you lose your arms : 
If you strike me, you are no gentleman; 
And if no gentleman, why, then no arms. 

Pet, A herald, Kate? 0, put me in thy booksl 

Kath, What is your crest? a coxcomb? 

Pet. A combless cock, so Kate will be my hen. 

KatJt. No eoek of mine; you crow too like a craven. 



i 
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JRtf. Na]r, come, Kate , come; yoa must not look M lour. 

£ia(A. It is mj fashion when I see a crab. 

Pit. Whj, here's no crab; and therefore look not sour. 

Kaih. There is , there is. 

Pet, Then show it me. 

Kalh, Had I a glass, I would. 

Pet. What, jou mean my face? 

Kaih, Well aim'd of such a young one. 

Pet NoW| by Saint George,' I am too young for you. 

Kaih. Yet you are wither'd. 

Pet. 'Tis with eares. 

Kath. I care not. 

Pet, Nay, hear you , Kate i in sooth , you scape not s<^ 

Kath, I chafe you , if I tarry : let me go. 

Pet, No 9 not a whit: I find you passing gentle. 
'T^as told me you were rough, and coy, and sullen, 
And now I find report a rery liar; 
For thou art pleasant, gamesome, passing courteous; 
But slow in speech, yet sweet as spring-time flowers: 
Thou canst not frown , thou canst not lo<^ askance , 
Nor bite the lip, as angry wenches will; 
Nor hast thou pleasure to be cross in talk; 
But thou with mildness entertain'st thy wooers. 
With gentle conference , soffc and afiable. 
Why does the world report that Kate doth limp? 
slanderous world! Kate, like the hazel-twig, 
Is straight and slender; and as brown in hue 
As hazel-nuts, and sweeter than the kernels* 
0, let me see thee walk: thou dost not halt. 

Kath, Go, fool, and whom thou keep'st command. 

Pet, Did ever Dian so become a grove , 
As Kate this chamber with her princely gait? 
0, be thou Dian, and let her be Kate; 
And then let Kate be chaste, and Dian aportfiill 

KatL Where did you study all this goodly speech? 

Pet, It is extempore, from my mother-wit. 

Kalk A witty mother! witless else her 8004 
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[ Pet Am I not wise? 

\ Kath. YeS) keep you w&rm. 

' Pel. MsTTY^sQ Lm^eosy swdet Rathttriifte, in thj bed: 

4ndttLerefDt0^ettin^ 

Thus in plain terms: -^ your father hath consented 

That you shall be my wife; your dowry greed on; 

And, will you, nill you, 1 W^l marry you. 

Now, Kate, I am a husbaiSd ht yott ttnm; 

For, by this light, whereby I see thy beatlty^ ^— 

Thy beauty, that doth make me like thee well^ -^ 

Thou must be married to no man Hut me; 

For I am he am bom to tatne ybu ^ Kate , 

And bring you from a wild Kate to A Kfrte 

Conformable, as other household Kates. 

Here comes your father: never mak« denial; 

I must and will have Elatharine to my Wife. 

Re-enter BaptiSta, Gbbmio, and Tbahio. 

Bap, Now, Signior Petruohio , hoir ftpeed you with 
My daughter? 

Pet, How but well , iir ? how but well? 

It were impossible I should speed aiUiss. 

Bap. Why, how tto#, daughter Katlialine ! in yoUr dumps ? 

Kath, CaU you me daughter? notr,- 1 promise you, 
TouVe show*d a tender fatherly regard. 
To wish me wed to <me half kintttic;' 
A mad-cap ruffian and a sweai^ing Jack , 
That thinks with oaths to fftde the ffiatter out. 

Pet. Father, 'tis thus: — yourself and all the world , 
That talk'd of her, hare talk*d ^uHieis of her: 
K she be ctirst, it is fot |>6licy. 
For she's not froward, but modeM M the ddve; 
She IB not hot, bul teiAperate as the mom; 
For patience she will prehre a iicieond Grissel, 
And Beman SittGac6O0 fyt hup'iKliAAtlfey f ' 
And to conclude, — we've greed so well together , 
That upon Sunday is the wedding-day. 

Skdkitpean, U, o 
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Kaik, ril see tbee hang'd on Sunday first. 

Gre, Hark, Petrachio; she sajs, she*il see thee hang'd first 

Tra, Is this your speeding? nay, then, good night our pact! 

I^et. Be patient, gentlemen; I choose her for myself: 
If she and I be pleas'd, what's that to you? 
*Tis bargained 'twist us twain, being alone, 
That she shall still be curst in company. 
I tell you, *tis incredible to believe 
How much she loves me: 0, the kindest Kate! -— 
She hung about my neck; and kiss on kiss 
She vied so fast, protesting^ath on oath, 
That in a twink she won me to her love. 
O, you are novices! 'tis a world to see. 
How tame, when men and women are alone, 
A meacock wretch can make the curstest shrew, — 
Give mo thy hand, Elate: I will unto Venice, 
To buy apparel 'gainst the wedding-day. — 

Provide the feast, father, and bid the guests; ^ I 

I will be sure my Katharine shall be fine. 

Dap, I know not what to say: but give me your hands; 
God send you joy, Petruchio ! 'tis a match. 

Gre. Tra. Amen , say we: we will be witnesses. 

Pet, Father, and wife, and gentlemen, adieu; 
I will to Venice ; Sunday comes apace : — 
We will have rings, and things, and fine array; / 
And kiss me , Kate ; we will be married o' Sunday. 

[Exeunt Petruchio and Katharina severally, 

Gre, Was ever match clapp'd up so suddenly? 

Bap, Faith, gentlemen, now I play a merchant's part. 
And venture madly on a desperate mart. 

Tra, *Twas a commodity lay fretting by you; I 

'Twill bring you gain, or perish on the seas. C 

Bap, The gain I seek is, quiet in the match. 

Gre, No doubt but he hath got a quiet catch. 
But now, Baptista, to your younger daughter: 
Now is the day we long have looked for: 
I am your neighbour , and was suitor first 
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Tra, And I am one that love Bianca more 
Than words can witness, or your thoughts can guess. 
Gre, Youngling, thou canst not love so dear as I; 
Tra. Greybeard, thy love doth freeze. 

Chre. -— But thine doth fry. 

Skipper, stand back: 'tis age that nourish eth. 

Tra. But youth in ladies' eyes that flourisheth. 

Bap, Content you, gentlemen: I'll compound this strife: 
*Ti8 deeds must win the prize; and he, of both, 
That can assure my daughter greatest dower 
Shall have Bianca's love. — 
Say, Signior Gremio, what can you assure her? 

Gre, First, as you know, my house within the city 
Is richly furnished with plate and gold ; 
Basins and ewers, to lave her dainty hands; 
My hangings all of Tyrian tapestry; 
In ivory cotfera 1 have 8tuli''d my crowns; 
In cypress chests my arras-counterpoints, 
Costly apparel, tents, and canopies. 
Fine linen, Turkey cushions boss'd with pearl, 
Valance of Venice gold in needlework; 
Pewter and brass , and all things that belong 
To house or housekeeping : then , at my farm 
I have a hundred milch-kiue to the pail, 
Sixscore fat oxen standing in my stalls; 
And all things answerable to this portion. 
Myself am struck in years, I must confess; 
And if I die to-morrow, this is hers, 
'If whilst 1 live she will be only mine. 

Tra, That "only" came well in. — Sir, list to me; 
I am my father's heir and only son : 
If I may have your daughter to my wife , 
111 leave her houses three or four as good, 
Within rich Pisa walls, as any one 
Old Signior Gremio has in Padua; 
Besides two thousand ducats by the year 

8* 
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Of froitfal land , all whiek sliall be lier jointure. -^ 
What, have I pinch'd 70U, Signior Granio? 

Ore. Two thoosand ducats by the year of land I 
My land amounts but to so much in all: 
That she shall have; besides an argosy 
That now is lying in Marseilles' road. — 
What, have I chok'd you with an argosy? 

Tra. Oremio, 'tis known my father hath no less 
Than three great argosies; besides two gaUiasses, 
And twelve tight galleys: these I will assure her, 
And twice as much, whate'er thou offer'st next. 

Ore, Nay, I have offer'd all, — I have no more; 
And she can have no more than all I have: -^ 
If you like me, she shall have me and mine. 

Tra, Why, then , the maid is mine from all the world , 
By your firm promise: Gremio is out- vied. 

Bap, I must confess your offer is the best; 
And, let your father make her the assurance, 
She is your own; else, you must pardon me: 
If you should die before him, where's her dower? * 

Tra. That's bnt a cavil: he is old, I young. 

Gre, And may not young men die, as well as old? 

Bap. Well, gentlemen, 
I'm thus resolv'd: — on Sunday next you know 
My daughter Katharine is to be married: 
Now, on the Sunday following, shall Bianca 
Be bride to you, if you make this assurance; 
If not, to Signior Gremio : 
And so, I take my leave, and thank you bolh* 

Gre, Adieu, good neighbour. [Exit Bapiisia* 

Now I fear thee not: 
Sirrah young gamester, your father were a fool 
To give thee all, and in his waning age 
Set foot under thy table: tut, a toy! 
An old Italian fox is not so kind , my boy. [Exk, 

Tra, A vengeance on your crafty wither'd hide! 
Yet I have fac'd it with a card of ten* 
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'Tis in my bead to do my master good: 

I see no reason but sappos*d Lucentio 

Must get a fatber, called — suppos'd VineentiQ; 

Ai^ that's a wonder: fatbers conunonly 

Do get tbebr cbildren; but in tbis case of vptoing, 

A cbild sball get a sire, if I fail not of my cu^nnpig. [ExU. 

ACT III. 
ScBNB I. Padua, A room in Baptista's hou$e. 

Enter Lucentio, Hobtensio, and Bianca* 

Luc, Fiddler, forbear; you grow too forward, w; 
Have you so soon forgot tbe entertainment 
Her sister Eatbarine welcomed you witbal? 

Hor. But, wrangling pedai^t, tbis is 
Tbe patroness of beavenly barmony : 
Tben give me leave to bave prerogative; 
And wben in music we bave spent an bour, 
Your lecture sball bave leisure for as mucb. 

Luc. Preposterous ass, tbat never read so ffir 
To know tbe cause wby music was ordain'dl 
Was it not to refresb tbe mind of man 
After bis studies or bis usual pain? 
Tben give me leave to read pbilosopby, 
And wbile I pause , serve in your barmony. 

Hor, Sirrab , I wiU not bear tbese braves of tbine. 

Bian. Why, gentlemen, you do me double wrong, 
To strive for that which resteth in my cbolK^e : 
I am no breeching scholar in the schools; 
ill not be tied to hours nor 'pointed times, 
But learn my lessons as I please myself. 
And, to cut off all strife, here sit we down: — 
Take you your instrument, play you tbe whiles; 
His lecture will be done ere you have tun'd. 

Hor, You'll leave bis lecture wben I am in tune? 

[To Bianca, Hortensio retires* 

Luc, Tbat will be never: — tune your instrument. 
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Bian. Where left we last? 

Imc. Here, madam: — [Readi. 

Hoe ibat Simois; hie est Sigeia tellus; 

Hie steterat Priami regia celsa senis. * 

Bian, Constrae them. 

Luc. Hoe ibcU, as I told yon before , — Simoia^ I am Lu- 
centio, — Mc est^ son unto Yincentio of Pisa, — Sigeia idlus^ 
disguised thus to get your love ; — Hie steierat , and that Lu- 
centio that comes a- wooing , — Priami^ is my man Tranio, -^ 
regia y bearing my port, — ceUa senis, that we might beguile 
the old pantaloon. 

Hair, [coming forward] Madam, my instrument's in tune. 

Bian, Let^s hear. [Hortensio plays, 

, fie ! the treble jars. 

Luc. Spit in the hole , man , 

And tune again. 

Bian. Now let me see if I can construe it: — 
Hae ibat Sinioisy I know you not, — hie est Sigeia tellus, I trust 
you not; — Hie steterat Priami y take heed he hear us not, — 
regiOy presume not, — eelsa senis, despair not. 

Hor. Madam, 'tis now in tune. 

Luc, All but the base. 

Hor. The base is right; 'tis the base knave that jars. — 
[Aside] How fiery and forward is our pedant! 
Now, for my Ufe, the knave doth court my love: 
PedasculCy I'll watch you better yet. 

Bian. In time I may believe , yet I mistrust. 

Luc. Mistrust it not; for, sure , iEacides 
WasAjaz, — call'd so from his grandfather. 

Bian. I must believe my master; else, I promise you, 
I should be arguing still upon that doubt: 
But let it rest. — Now, Licio, to you: — 
Good masters, take it not imkindly, pray, 
That I have been thus pleasant with you both. 

Hor, [to Lucentio] You may go walk, and give me leave 
awhile : 
My lessons make no music in three parts. 
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Luc, [omde] Are jou bo formal, sir? well, I must wait. 
And watch withal; for, but I be deceiv'd, 
Our £ne musician groweth amorous. 

Hor. Madam, before you touch the instrument y 
To learn the order of my fingering, 
I must begin with rudiments of art; 
To teach jou gamut in a briefer sort, 
More pleasant, pithy, and effectual, 
Than hath been taught by any of my trade: 
And there it is in writing, fairly drawn. 

Bian» Why, I am past my gamut long ago. 
Hor, Yet read the gamut of Hortensio. 
Bian, [reads] 

'^ Cramut I am, the ground of aU accord, 
^ re, to plead Hortensio's passion; 
B mtj Bianoa, take him for thy lord, 

C fa utj that loves with all affection: 
D sol re J one cliff, two notes have I: 
E la mi, show pity, or I die." 
Call you this gamut? tut, I like it not: 
Old fashions please me best; I'm not so nice, 
To change true rules for odd inventions. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Mistress, your father prays you leave your books, 
And help to dress your sister's chamber up : 
You know to-morrow is the wedding-day. 

Bian, Farewell, sweet masters, both; I must be gone. 

[Exeunt Bianca and Servant* 

Luc, Faith, mistress, then I have no cause to stay. [Exit, 

Hor, But I have cause to pry int*this pedant: 
Methinks he looks as though he were in love: — 
Yet if thy thoughts, Bianca, be so humble, 
To cast tiiy wandering eyes on every stale , 
Seize thee that list: if once I find thee ranging, 
Hortensio will be quit with thee by changing. [Exit, 
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ScKKK II. The same. Before Bapti8ta*6 kcfMse, 

Enter Baptuta, Tbakio, Katharina, Biamca, Lucbntio, and 

others J with Attendants. 

Bap, [to TVontb] Signior Lucentio, this is the 'ppinted day 
,' That Katharine and Petruchio c^ould be married , 
/ And yet we hear not of our son-in-law. 
I What will be said? what mockery will it be , 
! To want the bridegroom when the priest attends 
\ To speak the ceremonial rites of marriage I 

V _ What says Lucentio to this shame of oimi ■ 

Kaih, No shame but mine: I must, forsooth , be foro'd 

To give my hand, oppos'd against my heart, * 

Unto a mad-brain*d rudesby, full of spleen; 

Who woo*d in haste, and means to wed at leisure. 

I told you, I, he was a frantic fool, 

Hiding his bitter jests in blunt behaviour: 

And, to be noted for a merry man, 

He'll woo a thousand, 'point the day of marriage, 

Make feasts, invite friends, and proclaim the bani^s; 

Yet never means to wed where he hath woo*d. 

Now must the world point at poor Katharine , 

And say, "Lo, there is mad Petruchio's wife, 

If itjrould please him come and marry her ! " _^ 

/""tVo. Patience , good Katharine , and Baptista too. ~^ . 

lUpon my life, Petruchio means but well. 

Whatever fortune stays him from his word : 

^hough he be blunt, I know him passing wise; 

vThough he be merry, yet withal he*s hone«t. 

^"Aa^A. Would KEitharine had never seen him thpugh! 

[Exit weeping^ followed by Btanca ana outers. 
Bap. Go , girl ; I fitnnot blame thee now to weep ; 

For such an injury would vex a saint. 

Much more a shrew of thy impatient humour. 

Efkier BfONDULLo. 

Bion, Master, master! news, f^nd sui^h qld 9ew« as you 
never heard of I 
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Bap, Is it new and old tOA? how may that be? 

Bum, Why, is it not news, to hear of Petrachio's ooming? 

Bap, Is he come? 

Bieu. Why, no, sir. 

Bap, What then? 

Bion, He is coming. 

Bap, When will he bo here? 

Bion, When he stands where I am, and sees you there. 

Tra, But, say, what to thine old news? 

Bion, Why, PetruchiQ is ooming, in a new hat and an old 
jerkin; a pair of old breeches thrice turned; a pair of boots 
that have been candle-cases, one buckled, another laced; an 
old rusty sword ta*en out of the town-armouiy, with a broken 
hilt, and chapeless; with two broken points: ^10 horse hipped 
with an old mothy saddle, and stifrups of «o kindred; be- 
sides, possessed with the glanders, and like to mose in the 
chine; troubled with the lampasa, infected with the fashions, 
full of windgalb, sped with spavins, rayed with the yellows, 
past cure of the fives, stark spoiled with the staggers, be* 
gnawn with the bots; swayed in the back, and shoulder- 
shotten; ne*er-legged before, and with a half-eheeked bit, 
and a headstall of sheep's leather, which, being festrained to 
keep him from stumbling, hath been often burst, and new- 
repaired with knots; one girth six times pieced, and a woman*8 
crupper of velure, which hath two letters for her name fairly 
set down in studs, and here and there pieced with packthread. 

Bap, Who Qomes with him? 

Bion, 0, sir, his laekey, for all the world caparisoned like 
the horse; with a linen atock on one leg, and a kersey boot- 
hose on the other, gartered with a red and blue list; an old 
hat, and The Humour ofFortf^ FandeB pricked in't for a fea- 
ther: a monster, a very inonster in apparel; and not like a 
Christian footboy or a gentLeman's lackey. 

Tra, 'Tis some odd kvniQur pricks him to this fashion; 
Yet oftentimes he goes but meantap^arell'd. 

Bap, I am glad he's come, hofvioe'er he eomes. 

Bion, Why, sir, he comee net 
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Bap. Didst thou not say he comes? 

Bum, Who? that Petnichio came? 

Bap, A7, that Petnichio came. 

Bion, No, sir; I say his horse comes, with him on his back. 

Bap. Why, that's all one. 

Bion, Nay, by Saint Jamy, 

I hold you a penny, 
A horse and a man 
Is more than one, 

And yet not many* 

Enter Petsuchio and Gbuhio, both of them meanly and fantas* 

tically dressed. 

Pet. Come, where be these gallants? who*s at home? 

Bap. You*re welcome , sir. 

Pet. And yet I come not well. 

Bap. And yet you halt not. -^ 

Tra. Not so well apparell'd, 

I wish vou were. . ..»~^* 

fe<." Were it better, I should rush in thus. 
But where is Kate? where is my lovely bride? — 
How does my father? — Gentles, methinks you frown: 
And wherefore gaze this goodly company, 
As if they saw some wondrous monument. 
Some comet or imusual prodigy? 

Bap. Why, sir, you know this is your wedding-day ; 
First were we sad, fearing you would not come; 
Now sadder, that you come so unprovided. 
Fie, doff this habit, shame to your estate, 
An eye-sore to our solemn festival! 
., Tra. And tell us, what occasion of import 
/ Hath all so long detained you from your wife , 
1 And sent you hither so unlike yourself? 
\ Pet. Tedious it were to teU, and harsh to hear: 
• Sufficeth, I am come to keep my word, 
, Though in some part enforced to digress; 
I Whi(£, at more leisure, I will so excuse 
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Bal where is Kate? I stay too long from her: 
The morning wears, 'tis time we were at church. 
fi •^ 9frc: See not your bride in these unreverent robes : 
Go to my chamber; put on clothes of mine. 

PeU Not I , believe me : thus I'll visit her. 

Bap, But thus, I trust , you will not marry her. 

Pet, Good sooth, even thus ; therefore ha' done with words : 
To me she's married, not unto my clothes: 
Could I repair what she will wear in me, 
As I can chcmge these poor accoutrements, 
'Twere well for Kate, and better for myself. 
But what a fool am I to chat with you , 
When I should bid ]9^ood morrow to my bride, 
And seal the title with a lovely kissl 
^^^^^ ^ExfwnX Petruchio and Orumio. 

TVa. He hath some meaning in his mad attire: 
'We will persuade him, be it possible, 
To put on better ere he go to church. 

Bap, I'll after him, and see th' event of this. 



Tra, But to her love concemeth us to add 
Her father's liking: which to bring to pass , 
As I before imparted to your worship , 
I am to get a man , — whate'er he be , 
It skills not much, we'll fit him to our turn, — 
And he shall be Yincentio of Pisa; 
And make assurance, here in Padua, 
Of greater sums than I have promis^. 
So shall you quietly eiyoy your hope. 
And many sweet Bianca with consent. 

Ztic. Were it not that my fellow-schoolmaster 
Doth watch Bianoa's steps so narrowly, 
^'Twere good, methinks, to steal our marriage; 

dch once perform'd, let all the world say no, 
^'11 keep mine own, despite of all the world. 

Tra, That by degrees we mean to look intOf 
\ 

\ 
\ 
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And watch our vantage in thiB business: 
We'll over-reach the greybeard, Gremio, 
The narrow-prying faiher, Minola, 
The quaint musician, amorous Lido; 
All for my master's sake, Lucentio. 

^" Enter GrmsMio. 

Siguier Gremio, — came you from the ohnreh? 

Gre, As willingly as e'er I came &om aehool. 

Trcu And is the bride and bridegroom eoming home? 

Gre, A bridegroom say you? 'tis a groom indeed, 
A grumbling groom, and that the girl shall find. 

Tra, Curster than she? why, 'tis impossible. 

Gre, Why, he's a devil , a devil, a very fiend. 

Tra, Why, she's a devil, a devil, ther devil's dam. 

Gre, Tut, she's a lamb, a dove, a fool to him. 
I'll tell you, Sir Lucentio: when the priest 
Should askj if Katharine should be his wife, 
<^Ay, by gogs-wouns," quoth he; and swore so loud, 
That, all amaz'd, the priest let fall the book; 
And, as he stoop'd again to take it up, 
The mad-brain'd bridegroom took him such a cuff, 
That down fell priest and book, and book and priest: 
"Now take them up ," quoth he, "if any list," 

Tra, What said the wench when he arose again? 

Gre. Trembled and shook ; for why he ^tamp'd and swore, 
As if the vicar meant to cozen him. 
But after many ceremonies done , 
He calls for wine: "A health!" quoth he; a^ if 
He had been aboard , carousing to his mat<^ 
After a storm; quaff 'd off the muscadel, 
And threw the sops all in the se^on's face; 
Having no other reason 
But that his beard grew thin and hungerly. 
And seem'd to ask him sops as he was drinking. 
This done, he took the bride about the neck. 
And kiss'd her lips with such a clamorous smack | 
That, at the parting, all the church did echo: 
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And I, seeing this, came thence for very shame; 

And after me, I know, the rout is coming. 

Such a mad marriage never was before: — 

Hark, hark! I hear tite minstrels play. [Musie. 

Re-enter Pkxbxjcbio^ Eathabina, Bianca. Baftista, Gbdhio; 

with HoRTENSio and 2Vam. 

Pet, Gentlemen and Mends , I thank you for your pains: 
I know you think to dine with me to-day, 
And have prepar'd great store of weddhig cheer; 
But so it is, my haste doth call me hence. 
And therefore here I mean to take my leave. 

Bap* Is*t possible you will away to-night? 

Pet, I must away to-day, before night come: 
Make it no wonder; if you knew my business. 
You would entreat me rather go than stay. 
And, honest company, I thank you all. 
That have beheld me give away myself 
To this most patient, sweet, and virtuous wife: 
Dine with my father, drink a health to me; 
For I must hence; and farewell to you alL 

Tra. t re t us e irtreai you stay-t^Q after dinner. ' 

Pet, It may not be. 

Ore, Let me entreat you. 

Pet* It cannot be. 

Kath, Let me entreat you. 

Pet, 1 am content. 

Kath. Are you content to stay? 

Pet, I am content you shtdl entreat me stay; 
But yet not stay, entreat me how you can. 

Kath, Now , if you love me , stay. 

Pet, Grumio, my horse*. 

Qm. Ay, shr, they be ready: the oats have eaten the 
horses. 

Kath. Nay, then. 
Do what thou canst, I will not go to-day; 
No, nor to-morrpw, nor till please myself. 
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The door is open, sir; there lies your way; 
You may be jogging whiles your boots are green; 
For me, 1*11 not be gone till please myself: 
'Tis like you'll prove a jolly surly groom, 
That take it on you at ^e first so roundly. 

PbL 0, Kate , content thee ; prithee , be not angry. 

Kaih» I will be angry: what hast thou to do? — 
leather, be quiet: he shall stay my leisure. 

Gre. Ay, marry, sir, now it begins to work. 

Kaih, Gentlemen , forward to the bridal dinner: 
I see a woman may be made a fool, 
If she had not a spirit to resist. 

Pet They shall go forward, Kate, at thy command. — 
Obey the bride, you that attend on her; 
Go to the feast, revel and domineer, 
Carouse full measure to her maidenhead , 
Be mad and merry, — or go hang yourselves: 
But for my bonny Kate , she must with me. 
Nay, look not big, nor stamp, nor stare, nor fret; 
I wiil be master of what is mine own: 
She is my goods, my chattels; she's my house. 
My household-stuff, my field, my bam. 
My horse, my ox, my ass, my anything; 
And here she stands, touch her whoever dare; 
I'll bring mine action on the proudest he 
That stops my way in Padua. — Grumio, 
Draw forth thy weapon, we're beset with thieves; 
Bescue thy mistress, if thou be a man. — 
Fear not, sweet wench, they shall not touch thee, Kate: 
111 buckler thee against a million. 

— [Exeunt Petruckioy Kaiharina^ and Grumio, 

' Bap, l^ay, let them go, a couple of quiet ones. 

Or^, Went they not quickly, I should die with laughing. 

Tra, Of all mad matches never was the like. 

Luc, Mistress, what's your opinion of your sister? 

Bian. That, being mad herself, she's madly mated. 

Gre, I warrant him, Petruchio is Kated. 
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Bap, Neighbours ^d friends , though brideT and bride- 
groom want 
^or to supply the places at the table, 
Vou know there want no junkets at the feast, — 
liucentio, you shall supply the bridegroom's place; 
/And let Bianca take her sister's room. 
i' Tra, Shall sweet Bianca practise how to bride it? 
\ Bap, She shall, Lucentio. — Come, gentlemen, let's go. 
\. [ExeunU 

ACT IV. 
Scene I. A hall in Petruchio's country house. 

Enter Gbumio. 

Gi-u. Fie, fie on all tired jades, on all mad masters, and 
all foul ways! Was ever man so beaten? was ever man so 
rayed? was ever man so weary? I am sent before to make 
a fire, and they are coming after to warm them. Now, were 
not I a little pot, and soon hot, my very lips might freeze to 
my teeth, my tongue to the roof of my mouth, my heart in 
jny belly, ere I should come by a fire to thaw me : — but I, 
with blowing the fire, shall warm myself; for, considering 
the weather, a taller man than I will take cold. — Holla, hoi 
Curtis! 

Enter Curtis. 

Curt, Who is that calls so coldly? 

Gru. A piece of ice: if thou doubt it, thou mayst slide 
from my shoulder to my heel with no greater a run but my 
head and my neck. A fire, good Curtis. 

Cart. Is my master and his wife coming, Grumio? 

Gru. 0, ay, Curtis, ay: and therefore fire, fire; cast on 
no water. 

Curt, Is she so hot a shrew as she's reported? 

Gru. She was, good Curtis, before this frost: but, thou 
knowest, winter tames man, woman, and beast; for it hath 
famed my old master, and my new mistress, and myself^ 
fellow Curtis. 
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dirf. Away, jOtt ibree-inch fool! I am no beast. 

Oru, Am I but three inches? whjr, thy horn is a foot; 
and so long am I at the leasl). But wilt thou make a fire , or 
shall I complain on thee to ottr mistresft^ whose hand -^ she 
being now at hand — thou shftlt soon feel, to thy cold com- 
fort, for being slow in thy hot oflce? 

Curt. I prithee, good Grarnkf^ ttett mo, how goed the 
world? 

Gru. A cold world, Curtis, in every office but thine ; and 
therefore fire: do thy duty, and have thy duty; for my master 
and mistress are almost frozen to death. 

Curt, There's fire ready; and therefore, good Grumio, 
the news? 

Gru. Why, "Jack, boy I ho, boyl" and as much news 
as thou wilt 

Curt, Come, you are so full of cony-catching I — 

Oru. Why, therefore fire; for I have caught extreme cold. 
Where's the cook? is supper ready, the house trimmed, rushes 
strewed, cobwebs swept, the serving-men in their new fus- 
tian, their white stockings, and every officer his wedding- 
garment on? Be the jacks fair within, the jills fair without, 
tiie carpets laid, and every thing in order? 

Curt, All ready; and therefore, I pray thee, news? 

Gru, First, know, my horse is tired; my master and mis* 
tress fallen out. 

Curt, How? 

Gru. Out of their saddles into the dirt; and thereby 
hangs a tale. 

Curt. Let's ha*t, good Grumio. 

Gru. Lend thine ear. 

Curt. Here. 

Gru. There. [Striking him. 

Curt. This is to feel a tale, not to hear a tale. 

Gru. And therefore 'tis called a sensible tale: and this 
caff was but to knock at your ear, and beseech listening. Now 
I begin: Imprimis^ we came down a foul hill, my master riding 
behind my mistress: — 
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Curt Both of one horse? 

Gru, What's that to thee ? 

Curt, Why, a horse. 

Gru, Tell thou the tale: — bat hadst thou not crossed 
me, thou shooldst have heard how her horse fell, and she 
under her horse; thou shouldst have heard, in how miry a 
place; how she was bemoiled; how he left her with the horse 
upon her; how he beat me because hei* horse stumbled; how 
she waded through the dirt to pluck him t)ff me ; how he swore ; 
how she prayed — that never prayed before; howl cried; how 
the horses ran away; how her bridle was burst; how I lost 
my crupper; — with many things of worthy memory, which 
now sludl die m oblivion, and 1^<m return uneicperieneed to 
thy grave. 

Curt, By this reckoning , he is more shrew than she. 

Gru, Ay; and that thou and the pnondert of you all shall 
find when he comes hmne. But what talk I of tiiis? — Call 
forth Nathaniel, Joseph, Nicholas, Philip^ Walter, Sugarsop, 
and the rest: let their heads be sleekly combed, their blue 
coats brushed, and their garters <^ an indifferent knit: let 
them curtsy with their left legs; and not presume to touch a 
hair of my master^s horse-tail till they kiss their hands. Are 
they aU ready? 

Curt, They are. 

Gru. Call them foHh. 

Curt, t>o you hear, ho? you m'osC meet tny master, to 
countenance my mistress! 

Gru, Why, she hath a ^«e df flier own. 

Curt, Who knows not tliat? 

Gru. Thou, it seems > diat callest to eompany to coun- 
tenance her. 

Curt, I call tiion forth to credit bet. 

Gru. Why^ aha oomes to b<»row nothisg of them. 

Ekiter Nathakibli Pmzjp, Joseph, Nicholas, a»i<j other Servants. 

Natk Wrieomd home, Gmmio! 
JPhU. How now, Grumio! 
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Jos, What, Grumio! 

Nich. Fellow Gromio! 

Nath. How now, old lad! 

Gru, Welcome, you! — how now, you! — what, you! — 
fellow, you I — and thus much for greetmg. Now, my spruce 
companions, is all ready, and all things neat? 

Naih, All things is ready. How near is our master? 

'Chru, E'en at hand, alighted hy this ; and therefore be not 
— Cock's passion, silence I — I hear my master. 

Enter Petbuckio and Ejlthabina. 

Pet, Where be these knaves? What, no man at the door 
To hold mj stirrup nor to take my horse ! 
Where is Nathaniel, Gregory, Philip? — 

AU Serv, Here , here , sir; here , sir. 

Pet. Here, sir! here, sir! here, sir! here, sir! — 
You logger-headed and unpolish'd grooms! 
What, no attendance? no regard? no duty? — 
Where is the foolish knave I sent before? 

Gru. Here, sir; as foolish as I was before. 

Pet. You peasant swain! you whoreson malt-horse drudge! 
Did I not bid thee meet me in the park, 
And bring along these rascal knaves with thee? 

Gru, Nathaniel's coat, sir, was not fully made. 
And Gabriel's pumps were all unpink'd i' th' heel; 
There was no link to colour Peter's bat, 
And Walter's dagger was not come from sheathing: 
There were none fine but Adam, Balph, and Gregory; 
The rest were ragged, old, and beggarly; 
Yet, as they are , here are they come to meet you. 

Pet, Gro , rascals , go , and fetch my supper in. — - 

[Exeunt tome of the Servants, Sings, 
Where is the life that late I led — 
Where are those — Sit down, Kate, and welcome. — 
Soud, soud, soud, soud! 
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Ee-enter Servants with supper. 

Why, when, I aay? — Nay, good sweet Elate, be merry. — 
Off with my boots , you rogues ! yon villains , when ? [Sings. 
It was the Mar of orders grey^ 
As he forth walked on his way : — 
Out, out, you rogue! you pluck my foot awiy: 
Take that, and mend the plucking off the oliier. — 

[Strikes him. 
Be merry, Kate. — Some water, here; what, hoi — 
Where's my spaniel Troilus? — Sirrah, get you hence, 
And bid my cousin Ferdinand come hither: — [Eadt Servant 
One, Kate, that you must kiss, and be acquainted with. — 
Where are my slippers? — Shall I have some water? 

Enter a Servant with a basin and ewer. 

Gome, Kate, and wash, and welcome heartily. — 

[Servant lets the ewer faU. 
You whoreson villain! will you let it fall? [Strikes htm. 

Kath, Patience, I pray you; 'twas a fault unwilling. 

Pet. A whoreson , beetle-headed , flap-ear'd knave I — 
Come, Kate, sit down; I know you have a stomach. 
Will you give thanks, sweet Kate; or else shall I? — 
What's this? mutton? 

First Serv. Ay. 

Pet. Who brought it? 

First Serv. L 

Pet. 'Tis burnt; and so is all the meat. 
What dogs are these! — Where is the rascal cook? 
How durst you, villains, bring it &om the dresser. 
And serve it thus to me that love it not? 
There, take it to you, trenchers, cups, and all: 

[Throws the meat^ j*c. at Hiem. 
You heedless joltheads and unmanner'd slaves! 
What, do you grumble? I'll be with you straight. 

[Exeunt Servants. 

KaCh. I pray you, husband, be not so disquiet: 
The meat was vreU, it you were so contented. 

4* 
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Pet I tell thee, Kate, 'twas burnt and dried awaj; 
And I expressly am forbid to touch it, 
For it engenders choler, planteth anger; 
And better 'twere that both of us did fast, -~ 
Since, of ourselves, ourselres are choleric, -^ 
Than feed it with such over-roasted flesh. 
Be patient; to-morrow 't shall be mended. 
And, for this night, we'll fast for company: — 
Come, I will bring thee to thj bridal chamber. [Exeunt 

ScBNE n. Another room in the sanie. 

Enter, severally , Nathaniel, Peteb, and Gnuiuo. 

Nath, Peter, didst ever see the like? 
Pet He kills her 

In her own humour. 

Enter Cdbtis. 

Gi-u. Where is he? 

Curt In her chamber. 

Making a sermon of .continency to her; 
And rails, and swears, and rates, that she, poor soul, 
Knows not which way to stand, to look, to speak. 
And sits as one new-risen from a dream. — 
Away, awayl for he is coming hither. [Exeunt 

Enter PBTRUcmo. 

Pet, Thus have I politicly begun my reign, 
And 'tis my hope to end successfully. 
My falcon now is sharp, and passing empty; 
And, till she stoop , she must not be fnll-gorg'd , 
For then she never looks upon her lure. 
Another way I have to man my haggard , 
To make her come, and know her keeper's call, 
That is, to watch her, as we watch these kites 
That bate , and beat, and will not be obedient 
She eat no m§at to-day, nor none shall eat; 
Last night she slept not, nor to-night she shall not; 
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As with the meat, some mideserved fault 

m find about the making of the bed; 

And here I'll fling the piUow, there the bolster, 

This way the coverlet, another way the sheets: — 

Ay, and amid this hurly, I intend 

That all is done in reverent care of her; 

And, in conclusion, she shall watch all night: 

And, if she chance to nod, TU rail and brawl, 

And with the clamour keep her still awake. 

This is a way to kill a wife with kindness ; 

And thus I'll curb her mad and headstrong humour. — 

He that knows better how to tame a shrow, 

Now let him speak: 'tis charity to show. [Exit. 

ScBHx III. Padua, Before Baftista's house. 

Enter Taasio and Hobtbvsio. 
7Va. Is't possible, friend Licio, that Mistress Bianca 
Doth fancy any other but Lucentio? 
I teU joa, »r, she bears me fyr in hand. 

Hor, Sir, to satisfy you in what I hare said , 
Stand by, and mark the manner of his teaching. 

[Tkey stand aside, 

Enter^uJSCA. and Lucentio. 

Luc. Now, mistress, profit you in what you read? 

Bian. What, master, read you? first resolve me that. 

Luc. 1 read that I profess , the Art to Love. 

Bian, And may you prove, sir, master of your art! 

Luc. While you, sweet dear, prove mistress of my heart! 

[TTiey retire. 

Hor. Quick proceeders , many \ Now , tell me , I pray. 
You that durst swear that your mistress Bianca 
Lov'd none in the world so well as Lucentio, — 

Tra, O despiteful love! unconstant womankind! — 
I teU thee, Licio, this is wonderful. 

Hor. Mistake no more : I am not Licio , 
Nor a musician, as I seem to be; 
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Bat one that scorn to live in this disguise , 
For Buch a one as leaves a gentleman, 
And makes a god of such a cullion: 
Enow, sir, that I am call'd Hortensio. * 

Tra, Siguier Hortensio, I have often heard 
Of your entire affection to Bianca; 
And since mine eyes are witness of her lightness , 
I will with you, — if you be so contented , — 
Forswear Bianca and her love for ever. 

Hor, See , how they kiss and court ! — Signior Lucentio , 
Here is my haiid, and here I firmly vow 
Never to woo her more; but do forswear her, 
As one unworthy all the former favours 
That I have fondly flatter'd her withal. 

Tra, And here I take the Hke unfeigned oath, 
Never to marry wi' her though she*d entreat: 
Fie on her I see, how beastly she doth court him! 

Hor, Would all the world but he had quite forBworn heri 
For me, that I may surely keep mine oath, 
I will be married to a wealthy widow, 
Ere three days pass, which hath as long lov'd me 
As I have lov*d this proud disdainful haggard. 
And so farewell, Signior Lucentio. — 
Kindness in women, not their beauteous looks. 
Shall win my love : — and so, I take my leave , 
In resolution as I swore before. 

{Exit Hortensio. Lucentio and Bianca advance, 

Tra. Mistress Bianca, bless you with such grace 
As 'longeth to a lover's blessM case ! 
Nay, I have ta'en you napping, gentle love; 
And have forsworn you, with Hortensio. 

Bian, Tranio, you jest: but have you both forsworn me? 

Tra, Mistress, we have. 

Xmc. Then we are rid of Licio. 

Tra. V faith, he'll have a lusty widow now. 
That shall be woo'd and wedded in a day. 

Bian. Grod give him joy! 
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Tra, Ay, and hell tame her. 

Bian, He sajs so, Tranio. 

7V*a. Faith, he is gone unto the taming-schooL 

Bian. The taming-schooll what, is there saeh a place? 

7V*a. Ay, mistress, and Petruchio is the master; 
That teacheth tricks eleven and twenty long, 
To tame a shrew, and charm her chattering tongue. 

Enter Biondell^. 

Bion. master, master, I have watch*d so long 
That I'm dog-weary I but at last I spied 
An ancient angel coming down the hill, 
Will serve the turn. 

Tra, What is he , Biondello ? 

Bion, Master, a mercatant^, or a pedant, 
I know not what; but formal in apparel. 
In gait and countenance surely like a father. 

Luc. And what of him , Tranio ? 

Tra. If he be credulous and trust my tale , 
I'll make him glad to seem Yincentio; 
And give assurance to Baptista Minola, 
As if he were the right Yincentio. 
Take in your love, and then let me alone. 

[Exeunt Lucentio and Bianco. 

Enter a Pedant. 

Ped. God save you , sir I 

Tra. And you, sir I you are welcome. 

Travel you far on, or are you at the fiirthest? 

Ped, Sir, at the furthest for a week or two : 
But then up further, and as far as Rome; 
And so to Tripoli, if Gk>d lend me life. 

Tra. What countryman, I pray? 

Ped. Of Mantua. 

Tra. Of Mantua, sir? — marry, God forbid I 
And come to Padua, careless of your life? 

Ped. My life, sir I how, I pray? for that goes hard. 

Tra, 'Tis death for any one in Mantiui 
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To come to Padua. Enow you not the cause? 
Your ships^are stay'd at Venice; and the duke — 
For private quarrel 'twixt your duke and him — 
Hath publiBh'd and proclaimed it openly: 
'Tis marvel , but that you*re but newly eova&j 
You might have heard! it else proclaimed about. 

Ped. Alas , sir , it is worse for tne than so I 
For I have bills for money by exchange 
From Florence, and must here deliver them. 

Tra, Well, sir, to do you courtesy, 
This will I do, and this I will advise you: — 
First, tell me , have you ever been at Pisa? 

Ped. Ay, sir, in Pisa have I often been; 
Pisa renownM for grave citizen^. 

Tra, Among them know you one Vincentio? 

Ped, I know him not, but I have heard of him; 
A merchant of incomparable wealth. 

Tra, He is my father, sir; and, sooth to say, 
In countenance somewhat doth resemble you. 

Bion, [aside] As much as an apple doth an oyster, and 
all one. 

Tra, To save your life in this extremity. 
This favour will I do you for his sake; 
And think it not the worst of all your fortunes 
That you are like to Sir Vincentio. 
His name and credit shall you undertake , 
And in my house you shall be friendly lodg'd : — 
Look that you take upon you as you should; 
You understand me, sir: — so shall you stay 
Till you have done your business ii% the eity: 
If this be courtesy, sir, accept of it 

Ped, , sir , 1 do ; and wiU repute you ever 
The patron of my life and liberty. 

Tra, Then go with me, to xnake the matter good. 
This , by the way, I let you understand ; -^ 
My father is here k>ok*d for every day. 
To pass assurance of a dower in marriage 
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'Twixt me and one BaptiBta't dangliter here: 

In all these curcumstancee Til instnict you: 

Gro with me» aif to clothe yoa aa becoaoea joo. [Exeunt 

ScBHX lY. A roam m Pbtrucbio'8 Aomt. 

Enter Kathabiha and Gamao. 

Gru. No, no I forsooth; I dare not, for mj Hfe. 

JSToA. The aaore my wrong, the more his spite appears : 
What, did he marry me to famish me? 
Beggars, that eome nnto my father's door. 
Upon entrealTf have a present ahns; 
If not, elsewhere they meet with eharify) 
Bat I, — who nerev knew how to entreat, 
Nor never needed that I should entreat, — 
Am starred for meat, giddy for lack of sleep; 
With oaths kept waking, and with brawlhig fed 2 
And that which spites me move than ali these w^nta, 
He does it under name of perfect love; 
As who should say, if I ahoukl sleep or eat, 
Twere deadly sickness er else present deatk -^ 
I prithee go, and get me some r^ast; 
I care not what, so it be wholesome food. 

Gru. What say yo« to a neat*a foot? 

Kaih. 'Tis passing good: I prithee let me ha^ie II 

Gnt, I fear it is too choleric a meat 
How say you to a fat tripe finely broil'd? 

Kath. IHkeit well: good GromiO, fotdiit me. 

Gru» I cannot tell; I fbar 'tis ohokniOk 
What say you to a pieoe of beef and mustavd? 

Kaih. A dish that 1 do love to feed upon. 

Gru. Ay, but the mustard is too hot a littls!. 

KcOh, Why, then the beel, and kt the muatacd rest 

ChrtL Nay, then I will net: yon shall have the mustard, 
Or else yon get no beef c^ Gvumio. 

Kaik Then both , 0]^ ob«>, or any thing thou wilt 

Gru, Why, then the mustard without t^e beef. 
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Katk. Go , get thee gone , thou false deluding slaye , 

[Beats him. 
That feed*Bt me with the reiy name of meat: 
Sorrow on thee, and all the pack of you. 
That trimnph thus upon my miseiyl 
Go y get thee gone , I saj. 

Enter Petbuchio with c^ dish ofmegi; and Hortensio. 

Pet, How fares my Kate? What, sweeting, all amort? 

Hor. Mistress , what cheer ? 

KoiOu Faith, as cold as can be. 

Pet. Pluck up thy spirits, look cheerfollj upon me. 
Here, love; thou see^st how diligent I am 
To dress thy meat myself, and bring it thee : 

[Sets the dish an a table. 
Tm sure, sweet Kate, this kindness merits thanks. 
What, not a word? Nay, then thou loy'st it not; 
And all my pains is sorted to no proof. — 
Here, take away this dish. 

KatTi, I pray you, let it stand. 

Pet, The poorest service is repaid with thanks; 
And so shall mine, before you touch the meat. 

Kath, I thank you , sir. 

Hor. Signior Petruchio, fie I you are to blame. — 
Come, Mistress Kate, I*U bear you company. 

Pet, [aside to Hor,] Eat it up all, Hortensio, if thou lov'st 
me.— 
[To KaiL] Much good do it unto thy gentle heart I 
Kate, eat apace: — and now, my honey love, 
Will we return unto thy father's house , 
And revel it as bravely as the best. 
With silken coats, and caps, and golden rings, 
With ru£b, and cuffs, and farthingales, and things; 
With scarfs, and fans, and double change of bravery, 
With amber bracelets, beads, and all this knavery. 
What, hast thou din'd? The tailor stays thy leisure, 
To deck thy body with his ruffling treasure. 
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Enter Tailor. 

Come, taflor, let us see these ornaments; 
Laj forth the gown. 

Enter Haberdasher. 

What news with 76a, sir? 

Hah. Here is the cap your worship did bespeak. 

Pet. Why, this was moulded on a porringer; 
A velvet dish: — fie, fie I 'tis lewd and filthy: 
Why, 'tis a cockle or a walnut-shell, 
A knack , a toy, a trick , a baby's cap : 
Away with it I come, let me have a bigger. 

KcUh, m have no bigger: this doti^ fit the time , 
And gentlewomen wear such caps as these. 

Pet. When you are gentle, you shall have one too, 
And not lill then. 

Hor. [aside] That will not be in haste. 

Kath. Why, sir, I trust I may have leave to speak; 
And speak I will; I am no child, no babe: 
Your betters have endur'd me say my mind; 
And if you cannot, best you stop your ears. 
My tongue wiU tell the anger of my heart; 
Or else my heart, concealing it, -wiil break: 
And rather than it shall, I wiH be free 
Even to the uttermost, as I please, in words. 

Pet. Why thou say'st true; it is a paltry cap, 
A custard-coffin, a bauble, a silken pie: 
I love thee well, in that thou lik'st it not. 

Kaih, Love me or love me not, I like the cap; 
And it I wiU have , or I will have none. 

Pet. Thy gown? why, ay: — come, tailor, Ibt us see't 
O, mercy, God! what masqulng stuff is here? 
What's this? a sleeve? 'tis like a demi-cannon: 
What, up and down, carv'd like an apple-tart? 
Here's snip, and nip, and cut, and slish, and slash, 
Like to a censer in a barber's shop: — 
Why, what, 0' devil's name , tailor, caU'st thou this? 
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Ear. [aside] I see slie*a like f have neither cap nor gown. 

TaL Ton bid me make it orderlj and well, 
According to the fashion and the time. 

Pet, Afarrj, and did; but if 70a be remembered, 
1 did not bid 70a mar it to the time. 
Gro , hop me otm &fwy kennel homa , 
For 70U Bliall hop without m7 cnitom ^ ear : 
m none of it: henee! make 7010 best of it. 

Kaih. I nerer saw a betteisfaahion'd gown ^ 
More quaint, more pleasing, nor more commendable: 
Belike 70U mean to make a puppet of me^ 

Pet. YHiy, true; he means to make a puppet of thee. 

Tau She 8a7s 7onr worship means, to make a pia{)pet of her. 

Pet. monstrous arrogance! Thou Hest^ thou tbjread, 
Thou thimUe, 

Thou 7ard, tluree-quarters, half-7ard, quarter, nail! 
Thou flea, thou nit, thou wiuter^crieket thou! -«^ 
Bray*d in mine own houaa witih a skein of thread? 
Awa7, thou rag, thou qnantlty, thoru remnant; 
Or I shall so be-mete> thee witii tfa7 7acd,. 
As thou shalt think on pirating whibt thou lir'st! 
I tell thee , I, that thoa hast niaiv*d her gown. 

Tai. Your worship ia deceiVd; the gown is made 
Just as m7 master had dLcection? 
Grumio gave order how it should be done. 

Gru. I gave him no order ; I ga^e Mm the stuff. 

T<xL But how did 70U; d«Bire it sliouM bo made? 

Gru, Many, sir, with needle and thread. 

TaL But did 700. not req^nest to hare it cut? 

Oru. Thou hast faeed many things; — • 

Tat: I have. 

Gru, Face not me: thou hast brayed many mm; brave 
not me: I will neither be &ced nor braved. I 8a7 ufxto thee, 
I bid th7 master out out tiie gown; but I did not bid him cut 
it to pieces: erg^^ thou liest 

Tai. Wh7, here ia the note of the fashion to testify. 

PeL Eeadit 
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Chru. Hie note lieB in *• tkroati if he say I «aid so. 

Tai, [reads] ^^Imprmi$t a looee-bodied gowai:" — 

Gru, Master, if ever I aaid loose-bodied gown, sew me in 
the skirts of it, and beat me to death wi<ih a bottom of brown 
thread: I said a gown. 

Pet. Proceed. 

Tai. [reads] *' With a small ooitfqpaMed oi^pe : " — 

Gru. I confess th6 tape. 

Tai. [reads] "With a tmakdeere:" — 

Gru. I confess two sleeves. 

Tai. [reads] "The sleeves cadoua^ cut'* 

Pet. Ay, there's the villany^ 

Gru. Error i' the biU, sir; error T the bill. — I commanded 
the sleeves should be cut out, and sewed up again; and that 
m prove upon thee, though ^ little finger be armed in a 
thimble. 

Tai. This is true that I say ; an I had thee in place where, 
thou shouldst know it. 

« 

Gru. I am fbr thee straight: take theu the bill, give me 
thy mete-yard, and spare not me^ 

Hor, GU>d-a-mer<^, Gmmio ! then he shall have no odds. 

Pet. Well, sir, in brief, the gown is not for me. 

Gru. You are i' the right, sir; 'tis for my mistress. 

Pet. Go take it up onto thy master's use. 

Gru. Villain, not for thy life ; take up my mistress' gown 
for thy master's use ! 

Pet. Why, sir, what's your c(mceit in that? 

GrU. , sir , the conceit is deeper than you think for: 
Take up my mistress' gown to his master's use! 
O, fie, fie, fie! 

Pet. [aside to Hor.] Hortensio, say thouUt see the tailor 
paid.-** 
[To 7yd.] Go take it hence; be gone, and say no more. 

Hor. TailoVi Til pay thee for thy gown to-morrow: 
Take no unkindness of his has^ words : 
Awayl laay; commend me to tl^ master. 

[Exeunt Tailor and ffaberdash^ 
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Pet, Well, come, my Kate; we will unto your father's , 
Eyen in these honest mean habiliments: 
Our purses shall be proud, our garments poor; 
For 'tis the mind that makes the body rich; 
And as the sun breaks through the darkest douds, 
So honour peereth in the meanest habit. 
What is the jay more precious than the lark, 
Because his feathers are more beautiful? 
Or is the adder better than the eel, 
Because his painted skin contents the eye? 
, no, good Kate; neither art thou the worse 
For this poor furniture and mean array. 
If thou account'st it shame , lay it on me ; 
And therefore frolic: we will hence forthwith, 
To feast and sport us at thy father's house. — 
Gro call my men, and let us straight to him; 
And bring our horses unto Long-lane end; 
There will we mount, and thither walk on foot. — 
Let's see; I think 'tis now some seyen o'clock. 
And well we may come there by dinner-time. 

Kath. I dare assure you, sir, 'tis almost two; 
And 'twill be supper-time ere you come there. 

Pet, It shaU be seven ere I go to horse : 
Look, what I speak, or do, or think to do, 
You are still crossing it. — Sirs, let 't alone: 
I will not go to-day; and ere I do , 
It shall be what o'clock I say it is. 

Hor, Why, so! this gallant ipll command the sun! 

[ExeunU 

ScBNii y, Padua, Before Baptista's house. 

Enter Tkanio, and the Pedant dressed like Yinceiitio. 

2Va. Sir, this is the house : please it you that I caU? 

Ped. Ay, ay, what else? and, but I be deceiv'd, 
Signior Baptista may remember me , 
Near twenty years ago, in Genoa, 
Where we were lodgers at the Pegasus. 
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Tra, Tlfl well; and hold your own , in any dase , 
With such austerity as 'longetii to a father. 

Ped. I warrant you. But, sir, here comes your boy; 
Twere good he were school'd. 

Enter Biohdxllo. 

TVa. Fear you not him. — Sirrah Biondello, 
Now do your duty throughly, I advise you: 
Imagine *twere the right Yincentio. 

Bion, Tut, fear not me. 

JVa. But hast thou done thy errand to Baptista? 

Bion, I told him that your father was at Venice; 
And that you look'd for him this day in Padua. 

TrcL Thou'rt a tall fellow: hold thee that to drink. 
Here comes Baptista: — set your countenance, sir. 

Enter Baptista and Lucxntio, 

Signlor Baptista, you are happily met — 

[To the Pedant] ^ , 

This is the gentleman I told you of: 

I pray you, stand good father to me now, 

Give me Bianca for my patrimony. 

Ped. Soft, son I -^ 
Sir, by your leave: having come to Padua 
To gather in some debts, my son Lucentio 
Made me acquainted with a weighty cause 
Of love between your daughter and himself: 
And, — for the good report I hear of you; 
And for the love he beareth to your daughter, 
And she to him , — to stay him not too long, 
I am content, in a good father's care , 
To have him match'd; and, — if you please, to like 
No worse than I, sir, — « upon some agreement. 
Me shall you find most ready and most willing 
With one consent to have her so bestow'd; 
For curious I cannot be with you, 
Signlor Baptista, of -^rhom I hear so welL 
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Bop. Sir, iMurdon me ift whai I have 16 mj\ 
Your plainness and your shortueiB please me ireH. 
Right trae it is, your son Lnceatio here 
Doth lore my daughter, and she lovelii him, 
Or both dissemble deeply their affections : 
And therefore, if you toy no more ihan this, 
That like a hXbet yon will deal with him , 
And pass my daughter a saffieient dower, 
The match is fcdly made , and all k done : 
Your son shall hare my daughter with consent. 

lya. I diank you, air. Where, then, do you hold bidet 
We be affied, kad taeh «»suratice ta*en 
As shall with eUik^ part's agreement stand? 

Bap, Not in day hfdUie , Lueentio ; for ^ you kiiow, 
Pitchers have ears, and I have many servants: 
Besides, old Ghremio is hearkening still; 
And happily we might be interrupted. 

TVa. Then at my lodging, an it like you, sir: 
There doth my father lie; and there, this night, 
We'll pass the business privately and well. 
Send for your daughter by your eervant here; 
My boy shall fetch the scrivener presently. 
The worst is this, — that, at so slender waning ^ 
You're like to have a thin and slender pittance. 

Bap, It likes me weiL — €aidi>io, hie you home^ 
And bid fiianca make her ready straight; 
And, if you will, teU what hatii happen^, — 
Lucentio's father is arriv'd ia Padoa, 
And how she's like to be LA&centio's wife* 

Luc, I pray the gods she may with all my heart! 

7Va. Dally not with the gods, but get thee gone. — 
Siguier Baptbta, BhaU I lead the way? [Luasniie retires 
Welcome! one men ib like to be your chew: 
Come, sir; we will better it in Pisa. 

Bap, I follow yoiL {EaoemU Tranio^ Pedant^ and Bapthla. 

Bion, Cambio, — 

Zuc, What sayeat thou, Biondello? 
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Bion, Ton saw my master innk and laugh upon you? 

Ztic Biondello, what of that? 

Bion. Faith, nothiiig; but luu left mo here behind , to 
expound the meamng or moral of his signs and tokens. 

Imc, I pray thee, moralize them. 

Bian, Then thus. Baptista is safe , talking with the de- 
ceiviog father of a decdtfiLL son. 

Luc. And what of him? 

Bum. His daughter is to be brought by you to the supper. 

Luc. And then? — 

Bion. The old priest at Saint Luke's ehureh is at your 
command at all hours. 

Luc, And what of all this? 

Bian, I cannot tell, except, while they are busied about a 
counterfeit assurance, take you assurance of her, cumprwi- 
legio ad imprimendum solum: to the church; — take the priest, 
clerk, and some sufficient-honest witnesses: 
If this be not that you look for, I haye no more to say. 
But bid Bianca farewell for eyer and a day. [Going. 

Imc. Hearest thou , Biondello ? 

Bion. I cannot tazxy: I knew a wench married in an 
afternoon as she went to the garden for parsley to stuff a 
rabbit; and so may you, sir: and so, adieu, sir. My master 
hath appointed me to go to Saint Luke's, to bid the priest be 
ready to come against you come with your appendix. [Exit. 

Luc. I may, and mil, if she be so contented : 
She wiU be pleas'd; then wherefore should I doubt? 
fiap what hap may, I'll roundly go about her: 
It shall go hard if Cambio go wiSiout her. [Exit 

ScERB YI. A public road. 

Enter PETBUcmo, Eathabxna, and Hobtbksio. 
Pet. Come on, o' God's name; once more toward our 
father's. 
Grood Lord, how bright and goodly shines the moon! 
Kaih. The moon! the sun : it is not moonlight now. 
Pet. I say it is the moon that shines so bright. 

ShaketpMre, U. ^ 
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Kotft. I know it is tiie son that shines 00 bright 

Pet, Now, by my mother's «oii , and that's myself, 
It shall be moon, or star, or Yrkat I list, 
Or e'er I journey to your father's house. — 
Gro one, and fetch our horses bade again. — 
Evermore cross'd and cross'd; nothing but cross'd! 

Hor, [aside to Kaih,\ Say as he says, or we shall neverygo^ 

Kaih. Forward, I pray, since we have eome so far. 
And be it moon, or sun, or what you please: 
An if you please to call it a rush-candle , 
'Henceforth I row it shall be so for me. 

Pet, I say it is the moon. 

Kaih, I know it is the moon. 

Pet^ Kay, then , you lie r it is the Messed son. 

Kaih, Then, Gk>d be bless'd, it is the blessed sun: — 
But son it is not , when you eay it is not; 
And the moon changes, eren as your mind. 
What you will have it nam'd, even that it is; 
'And so it shall be «till for ELatharine. 

Hor. [aside\ Petruchio, go thy wsys; the £dd is won. 

Pet, Well, forward, forward! thus the bowl should run , 
And not unluckily against the bias. *- 
But, soft I what company is ooming here? 

Mr^er Yikgbktxo. 

[To yincenliol (shwd morrow, gentle mistcess : wheiie away ? — 

Tell me, sweet Kate, and tell me truly too. 

Hast thou beheld a fresher. gentlewx)man? 

Such war of white -and red within her cheeks ! 

What stars do spangle heaven with such beauty. 

As those two eyes become tiiat heavenly face? — 

Fair lovely maid, once more good day to thee. — 

Sweet Kate, embrace her for her beauty's sake. 

Hor, [aside\ 'A will make the man mad, to make a woman 
of him. 

KaJik, Toung budding virgin , f<ur sod £;esh and «weet, 
Whither away; or where is thy abode? 
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Happy thd parents of so ffldr a ehild; 
Happier the man whom fiivowrable fltan 
A&ot thee for his lovely befdfellow! 

Pet. Why, how -bow, Kate ! I hope thou art not mad : 
ThiB 18 a man , old ^ wrinkled , ffided , wither'd ; 
And not a maiden, as then say'st he is. 

Kcah, Pardon , old father , my mistaking eyes , 
That haye been so bedazzled witii .the sun, 
That every thing I look on seemeth green: 
Now I perceive thou art a reverend father; 
Pardon, X pray thee , fer my mad mistaking. 

Pet Do , good M gnuidsire; and withal make known 
Which way ^ou trav^U'st: if ,4long with as, 
We shall be joyfol of thy coxapai^. 

Vm. Fair sir , and you my meny mistrefw , 
That with yoyr si^cange enconnter vmch. .^^naz^d ^ai^e , 
My name is calTd yiQ<^ntio; my dwelling Pis$^; 
And bonnd I am to Padna; tiiare to visit 
A son of mine , wlu<^ long I have opt deem. 

Pet, What is his name? 

Vm, Iiooemtio, gentle sir. 

Pet, Happily met ; the happier for thy son. 
And now by law, as well as zieverend age, 
I may entiti^ thee my loving fa&er; 
The sister to my wife , this ^nUe woman , 
Thy son by this hath .married. Wonder not , 
Kor be not griev'd : she is of good, esteem , 
Her dovny wealthy, and of worthy birth; 
Beside , so qualified aa may beseem 
The spouse of any noble gentleman. 
Let me embrace with old Yincentio : 
And wander we to see tiby honest son , 
Who will of thy arrival be fall joyous. 

Fm. But is this true? or is it else your pleiisnre, 
Like pleasant travellers , io break «p jest 
Upon 4he-0Mi^Mmy you overtake? 

JETor. I do assure thee, father, so it is. 

5» 
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Pet, Come, go along, and see the trath hereof; 
For onr first merriment hath made thee jealous. 

[Exeunt PetmcMo, Katharma^ and Vineeniio, 

Hot. Well, Petmchio, this has put me in heart 
Haye to my widow! and if she be froward, 
Then hast thou taught Hortensio to be untoward. [Exit, 

ACT V. 
ScBHs I. Padua, Before Lucsntio's Twuse, 

Enter on one side Biondbllo, Lucbmtio, and Biasoa; Gbemio 

walking on the other side. 

Bion. Softly and swiftly, sir; for the priest is ready. 

Luc, I fly, Biondello: but they may chance to need thee 
at home; therefore leave us. 

Bion, Nay, faith, 111 see the church o' your back; and 
then come back to my master as soon as I can. 

[Exeunt Lucentw, Biancay and Biondello, 

Gre. I marvel Cambio comes not all this while. 

Enter Pbtbuchio, Eathabiha, Yihcehtio, Gbuiqo, and 

Attendants. 

Pet, Sir, here's the door, this is Lucentio's house: 
My father's bears more toward the market-place; 
Thither must I; and here I leave you, sir. 

Vtn, You shall not choose but drink before you go: 
I think I shall command your welcome here. 
And, by aU likelihood, some. cheer is toward. [Ehocks, 

Gre. They're busy within; you were best knock louder. 

Enter Pedant above, at a toindow, 

Ped, What's he that knocks as he would beat down the 
gate? 

Vin, Is Signior Lucentio within, sir? 

Ped, He's within , sir, but not to be spoken withaL 

Vm, What if a man bring him a hundred pound or two, 
to make meny withal? 
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Ped, Keep your hundred pounds to yourself: he shall 
need none , so long as t live. 

Pet. Nay, I told you your son was well beloyed in Padua. 
— Do you hear, sir? — to leave Mvolous circumstances, — I 
pray you, tell Siguier Lucentio, that his father is come from 
Pisa, and is here at the door to speak with him. 

Ped, Thou liest: his father is come from Pisa, and is 
here looking out at the window. 

Ftn. Art thou his father? 

Ped, Ay, sir; so his mother says, if I may helieve her. 

Pet, [to Vmcentio] Why, how now, gentleman! why, this is 
flat knavery, to take upon you another man's name. 

Ped, Lay hands on the villain: I believe 'a means to co- 
zen somebody in this cily under my countenance. 

Re-enter Biohdello. 

Bion, I have seen them in the church together: God send 
'em good shipping! — But who is here? mine old master, 
Yincentio! now we are undone, and brought to nothing. 

Vin. Come hither, crack-hemp. [Seeing Bionddlo, 

Bion. I hope I may choose , sir. 

Vm, Come hither, you rogue. What, have you forgot me? 

Bion, Forgot you! no, sir: I could not forget you, for X 
never saw you before in all my life. 

Vin. What, you notorious villain, didst thou never see thy 
master's father, Yincentio? 

Bion. What, my worshipful old master? yes, marry, sir: 
see where he looks out of the window. 

Vin, * Is't so, indeed? [Beats Biondello. 

Bion, Help, help, help ! here's a madman will murder me. 

[Escit. 

Ped. Help, son! help, Siguier Baptista! 

[Exit from the umdoto. 

Pet. Prithee, Kate, let's stand aside, and see the end of 
this controversy. [They retire. 

Enter Pedant below; Baptista, Tbanio, and Servants. 
Tra, Sir, what are you that offer to beat my servant? 
Fm. What am I, sir! nay, what are you, sir? -^ im* 



70 THE TAHINa OP THE SHBBW. l^^ ▼• 

mO!rCAl godd! fine villain! A silken doublet! a yiBlvet hose! 
a scarlet cloak! and a copatain hat! — O, I am undone! I am 
undone! nrhile I pla^ the good husband at home, my son and 
my servant spend all at the uniyersity. 

Tra. How now! what's the matter? 

B<q>. What, is the man lunatic? 

Tra, Sir, you seem a sober ancient gentleman by your 
habit, but your words show you a madman. Why, sir, whait 
'cems it you if I wear pearl and gold? I thank my good 
father, I am aMe to maintain it* 

Vin, Thy father! villain! he is a sail-maker in Ber- 
gamo. 

Bap, You mistake, sir, you mistake, sir. Pray, what do 
you think is his name? 

Vin. His name ! as if I knew not his name : I have brought 
him up ever since he was three years old, and his name is 
Tranio. 

Ped, Away, away, mad ass! his name is Lucentio; and 
he is mine only son, and heir to the lands of me, Siguier 
Vincentio. 

Vin, Lucentio ! , he hath murdered his master ! — Lay 
hold on him, I charge you, in the duke's name. — 0, my son, 
my son ! — Tell me, thou villain, where is my son Lucentio? 

Tra, Call forth an o£&cer. 

Servant brings in an Officer. 

Carry this mad knave to the gaof. — Father Baptista, I charge 
you see that he be forthcoming. 

Vin, Cairy me to the gaol ! 

Ore, Stay, officer: he shall not go to prison. 

Bap, Talk not, Siguier Qremio: I say he shall go to 
prison. 

Gre. Take heed, Siguier Baptista, lest you be cony- 
eatched in this business: I dare swear this is the right Vin- 
centio, 

Ped4 Swear, if thou darest. 

Gre, Nay, I d^e not swear it. 
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Tta. TlentiiOB wert beet say, that I am not Luceotio. 
Cfte: Ye», I know thee to be Signior Lncentio. 
Bap^. Away wiik the dotard! to the gaol with him I 
Vin. Thus strangers may be hal^d and abns'd: — 

monstrous TUluiyl 

lU'enter Biohdxllo, wiffi Lttcbntio and Biavca. 

Bion, 0, we are spoiled! and yonder he is: deny himi 
forswear him, or else we are all undone. 

Luc, Pardon, sweet father. [Kneeling^ 

Vin, Lives my sweet son? 

[Biondello^ TVonto, and Pedant run out, 

Bian. Pardon, dear father. [FjieeUng* 

Bap, How hast thou offended? — 

Where is Lucentio? 

Luc. Here's Lucentio, 

Bight son unto the right Yincentio ; 
That hare by marriage made thy daughter mine , 
While counterfeit supposes blear'd thine ejne, 

Gre. Here's packing, with a witness, to deceive us alll 

Vin, Where is that damned yiOain IVanio , 
That fac'd and bray'd me in this matter so? 

Bap, Why, tell me, is not this my Cambio? 

Bian. Cambio is diang'd ijiio Lno^itio. 

Luc. Love wrought these mirades* Bianoa's kve 
Made me exchange my state with- Tranio, 
While he did bear my countenance in^e imm\ 
And happily I have aniv'd at last 
Unto the wished haven of my Wss. 
What Tranio did, myself eidforc'd him to; 
Then pardon him, sweet fatiieir, for my sake. 

Vin. rU sUt the vfflain's nose, tiiat would have sent me 
to the gaoL 

Bap. [te iMoenHo] But do you hear, rar? have you married 
my daughter without asking my good-witt? 

Vin. Fear not, Baptista; we will conteat you, go to: but 

1 will in, to be revenged for this viUany, [EadU 
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Bap, And I, to sound the depth of this knarery* [Exit, 
Luc. Look not pale , Bianca; thy father will not frown. 

[Exeunt Lucentio and Bianca, 
Gre, My cake is dough : but I'll in among the rest; 
Out of hope of all, but my share of the feast. [Exit. 

PsTBucHio and Kateabxsjl come forward. 
KcUh. Husband, let's follow, to see the end of this ado. 
Pet. First kiss me, Kate, and we will. 
Kcah. What, in the midst of the street? 
Pet. What , art thou ashamed of me ? 
Kath. No, sir, God forbid; but ashamed to kiss. 
Pet. Why, then, let's home again: come, sirrah, let's 

away. 
Kath. Nay, I will give thee a kiss [hisses Mm]: now, pray 

thee, love, stay. 
Pet. Is not this well? — Come , my sweet Elate : 
Better once than never, for never too late. [Exeunt. 

ScEiTB n. A room in Lucbntio's Jiouse. 

A banquet set out; en^^BAPxiSTA, Yiiccektio, GBEiao,t^Pedant, 
LucBKTio, Bianca, PflTBUcmo, Kathasina, Hobtsksio, and 
Widow; TsAino, Biondbllo, Gbumio, and others^ attending. 

Luc. At last, though long, our jarring notes agree : 
And time it is, when raging war is done. 
To smile at scapes and perHs overblown. — 
My fair Bianca, bid my father welcome, 
While I with sel&ame kindness welcome thine. — 
Brother Petruchio, — sister Katharina, — 
And thou, Hortensio, with thy loving widow, — 
Feast with the best, and welcome to my house: 
My banquet is to close our stomachs up , 
After our great good cheer. Pray you, sit down; 
For now we sit to chat, as well as eat. [Tliey sit at table. 

Pet. Nothing but sit and sit, and eat and eat! 

Bap, Padua affords this kindness , son Petruchio. 

Pet. Padua affords nothing but what is kind* 
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Hot. For both our sakes , I would that word were tme. 

Pet, Now, for mj life , Hortensio fears hit widow. 

Wid. Then nerer trust me , if I be afeard. 

Pet. You're sensible , and yet you miss my sense :. 
I mean, Hortensio is afeard of yon. 

Wid. He that is giddy thinks the world tnms round. 

Pet, Bonndly replied. 

Kath. Mistress, how mean you that? 

Wid, Thus I conceive by him. 

Pet, ConceiYes by me! — How likes Hortensio that? 

Hor, My widow says, thus she conceives her tale. 

Pet, Very well mended. — Kiss him for that, good widow. 

Kaih, He that is giddy thinks the world tarns round: — 
I pray you, teU me what you meant by that. 

Wid, Your husband, being troubled with a shrow, 
Measures my husband's sorrow by his woe: 
And now you know my meaning. 

Kath, A very mean meaning. 

Wid, Sight, 1 mean you. 

Kath, And I am mean, indeed, respecting you. 

Pet. To her, Kate! 

Hor, To her, widow! 

Pet, A hundred marks, my Elate does put her down. 

Hor, That's my office. 

Pet, Spoke like an officer: — ha' to thee, lad. 

[Drinks to Hortensio, 

Bap, How likes Ghremio these^uick-witted folks? 

Gre, Believe me, sir, they butt together well. 

Bian, Head and butt! an hasty-witted body 
Would say your head and butt were head and horn. 

Vin, Ay, mistress bride, hath that awaken'd you? 

Bian, Ay, but not frighted me; therefore 111 sleep again. 

Pet, Nay, that you shall not: since you have begun. 
Have at you for a bitter jest or two! 

Bian, Am I your bird? I mean to shift my bush; 
And then pursue me as you draw your bow. — 
You are welcome all. [Exeunt Bianca, Katharin<t^ and Widoufm 
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/^. She haih pore^etitedr met *^ H«ve y Signior Traoio , 
This bird j(m aim'd at, thoiigh y/ou Yak her not f 
Therefore a health ta aU that.shot and nuMld^ 

Tra.- O, sir, Lacentio slipped me like hi« grejihound, 
Which runs himself, and caAehes. for his. moater, 

Pst. A good snift simile, but somethuig CRuarish. 

Tra, 'Tis well, sir, that you huntdd for jovaate^: 
'Tis thought jour deer does hold you at a bay. 

Bap. , ho , Petruchio I Tranio hits you norW. 

Luis, X thaok thee for that gird, gfbod Tranioc 

Hor, Confess , con^Ms, hath he not hit you here ?. 

PbL 'A has a little giall\l me , I confess \ 
And, as. the jesl.^d gkuace a;ivay from me, 
'Tis ten to one it maim'd you.tsvo outright. 

Bapi, Now , in good sadness , son Petruehio, 
I think thou hast the yeriest shrew of alL 

Pet Well, I say no: and therefore, for assurance. 
Let's each one send unto his wife; 
And he whose wife is most obedient 
To come at first when he doth send for her, 
Shall win the wager which we will propose. 

Hor, Content. What is the wager? 

Luc, Twenty crowns. 

Pet. Twenty crowns! 
I*U yenture so much of my hawk or hound , 
But twenty times so much upon my wife. 

Luc. A hundred, then. 

Hor, Content. 

Pet. A match! ^tis done. 

Hor. Who shall begin? 

Luc, That will I — 
GU>, fiiondello, bid your mistress come to me. 

Bion. I go. [Exit. 

Bap. Son, I will' be your half, Bianca comes. 

Luc, Til haye no halyes; m bear it all myself. 

R&'tnter BioudbiiLO. 
fiow nowl what news? 
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Bian. Sir, my mistrew sends you word 

That she is busy, and she cannot come. 

Pet. Uowl she is busy, and she cannot come I 
Is that an answer? 

Gre, Ay, and a kind one too: 

Pray GU>d, sir, your wife send you not a worse. 

Pet. I hope , a better. 

Hot. Sirrah Biondello, go and entreat my wife 
To come to me forthwith. [ExU BiondeUo. 

Pet, 0, hoi entreat her I 

Nay, then she must needs come. 

Hor. I am afraid, sir, 

Do what yon can, yours will not be entreated. 

Re-enter Biohdsllo. 

Now, whereas my wife? 

Bion. She says you have some goodly jest in hand: 
She will not come; she bids you come to her. 

Pet, Worse and worse; she will not come! vile, 
Intolerablia , not to be endur'd! — 
Sirrah Grumio, go to your mistress; 
Say, I command her come to me. [£at Grumio. 

Hot, I know her answer. 

Pet, What? 

Hot, She will not. 

Pet. The fouler fortune mine, and there an end. 

Bap. Now, by my halidom, here comes Eatharina! 

Re-enter KATtLLauxA. 

KaOi. What is your will , sir , that you send for me ? 

Pet. Where is your sisti^, and Hortensio's wife? 

Kath. They sit conferring by the parlour fire* 

Pet. Go feich them hither: if they deny to come , 
Swinge me them soundly forth unto their husbands: 
Away, I say, and bring them hither straight. [Exit Kath, 

Luc. Here is a wonder , if you- talk of wonder. 

Hot. And so it is: I wonder what it bodes. 
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Pet, Many, peace it bodes , and love , and quiet life , 
And awfiil role, and right supremacy, 
And, to be short, what not that's sweet and happy? 

Bap, Now, fair befal thee, good Petruchio! 
The wager thou hast won; and I will add 
Unto their losses twenty thousand crowns; 
Another dowry to another daughter. 
For she is chang'd, as she had never been. 

Pet, Nay, 1 will win my wager better yet, 
And show more sign of her obedience. 
Her new-built virtue and obedience. 
See, where she comes, and brings your froward wives 
As prisoners to her womanly persuasion. 

Re-enter Kathabdia, toiih Biahca and Widow. 

Katharine, that cap of yours becomes you not: 
Off with that bauble , throw it under foot. 

[Katharina pulls off^Jier cap and throws it down, 

Wid, Lord, let me never have a cause to sigh , 
Till I be brought to such a silly pass! 

Bian. Fie , what a foolish duty call you this? 

Lw, I would your duty were as foolish too: 
The wisdom of your duty, fsur fiianca. 
Hath cost me a hundred crowns since supper-time. 

Bian, The more fool you, for laying on my duty. 

Pel, Katharine, I charge thee, tell these headstrong 
women 
What dufy they do owe their lords and husbands. 

Wid, Come, come, you*re mocking: we wiU have no 
telling. 

Pet, Come on, I say; and first begin with her. 

Wid. She shall not. 

Pet, I say she shall: — and first begin with her. 

Kaih, Fie , ^el unknit that threatening unkind brow; 
And dart not scornful glances firom those eyes. 
To wound thy lord, thy king, thy governor: 
It blots thy beauty, as fix)8t8 bite the meads; 
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ConfoTinds thj fame, as wliirlwinds shake fair buds; 

And ID no sense is meet or amiable. 

A woman mor'd is like a fountain troubled. 

Muddy, ill-seeming, thick, bereft of beaufj; 

And while it is so, none so dry or thirsty 

Will deign to sip , or touch one drop of it. 

Thy husband is thy lord, thy life, tiiy keeper. 

Thy head, thy sovereign; one that cares for thee 

And for thy maintenance; commits his body 

To painful labour both by sea and land. 

To watch the night in storms, the day in cold. 

Whilst thou liest warm at home, secure and safe; 

And craves no other tribute at thy hands 

But love, fair looks, and true obedience, — 

Too little payment for so great a debt. 

Such duty as the subject owes the pzince, 

Even such a woman oweth to her husband; 

And when she's froward, peevish, sullen, sour, 

And not obedient to his honest will, 

What IB she but a foul contending rebel. 

And graceless traitor to her loving lord? — 

I am asham'd that women are so simple 

To offer war, where they should kneel for peace; 

Or seek for role, supremacy, and sway, 

When they are bound to serve, love, and obey. 

Why are our bodies soft and weak and smooth. 

Unapt to toil and trouble in the world, 

But that our soft conditions and our hearts 

Should well agree with our external parts? 

Come, come, you j&oward and unable worms! 

My mind hatib been as big as one of yours. 

My heart as great; my reason, haply, more, 

To bandy word for word and frown for j&own: 

But now I see our lances are but straws;; 

Our strength as weak, our weakness past compare, — 

That seeming to be most, which we indeed least are. 

Then vail your stomachs, for it is no boot. 
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And place yonr hands below yotir husband's foot: 
In token of which duty, if he please , 
My hand is ready, may it do him ease. 

Pet, Why, there's a wench! — ^ Come on, and kiss me, 

Kate. 
Luc, Well, go thy ways , old lad ; for thou ehalt ha't. 
Vin, 'Tis a good hearing when children are tbward. 
Luc, But a harsh hearing when women are frewazd. 
Pet. (Dome , Kate , we'll to bed. -^ 
We three are married, but yon two are sped. 
'Twas I won the wager, though you* hit l£e -white; 

[To Lucentio. 
And, being a winner, Ood grre you good night! 

{Exeunt PetrucMo and Kt^ffhorma, 
Hor, Now , go thy ways ; thou ^hast tam'd a ciisst sheo w. 
Luc, *Tis a wonder, by your leave, abe will be tsun'd mo. 

[Exmrnt, 
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ACT L 

ScBUB I. RausUlon. A hall in the house of (he Countess. 

Bnc^BcKTBAMi ike Countess of BousiUon, Hblvna, ondXiUvu, 

all in. Hack, 

Count. In delivering roj son -froin me , X \soxj -a Becond 
husband. 

Ber, Andl, ingoing, madam, weep o'er uyfaAer'a death 
anew: b«t I awst attend his nugeety'soommand, to.whem I 
am now in waid , erenmere in. subjecticML 
' jU/*. YiOu shaU find XiiJAii^ }skk% a lma]HiB)i^ madam; — 
70a, air, .A £atber: be tbat. so jgeneraUy is at..iAJjma8igood, 
mtst i»i neeecMily ^stM. t Waowtoie to \ ye« ; w^se' iv«i9jrAlaaw 
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would stir it np where it wanted, rather than lack it where 
there is sach abundance. 

Count What hope is there of his migesty's amendment? 

Laf. He hath abandoned his physicians, madam; under 
whose practices he hath persecuted time with hope; and finds 
no other advantage in the process but only the losing of hope 
by time. 

Count This young gentlewoman had a father, — 0, that 
''had'M how sad a passage 'tis! — whose skill was almost as 
great as his honesty; had it stretched so for, 't would have 
made nature immortal, and death should have play for lack 
of work. Would, for the king's sake, he were living 1 I think 
it would be the death of the king's disease. 

Laf. How called you the man you speak of, madam? 

Count He was famous, sir, in his profession, and it was 
his great right to be so , — G-erard de Narbon. 

Laf. He was excellent indeed, madam: the king very 
lately spoke of him admiringly and moumingly: he was skil- 
ful enough to have lived still, if knowledge could be set up 
against mortality. 

Ber. What is it, my good lord , the king languishes of? 

Laf. A fistula, my lord. 

Ber. I heard not of it before. 

Laf. I would it were not notorious. — Was this gentie- 
woman the daughter of G-erard de Narbon? 

Count His sole child, my lord; and bequeathed to my 
overlooking. I have those hopes of her good that her edu- 
cation promises: her dispositions she inherits, which makes 
fiiir gi^ fairer; for where an unclean mind carries virtuous 
qualities, there commendations go with pity, — they are virtues 
and traitors too; in her they are the better for tiieir simple- 
ness; she derives her honesty, and achieves her goodness. 

Laf. Your commendations, madam, get from her tears. 

Count 'Tis the best brine a maiden can season her praise 
in. The remembrance of her father never approaches her 
heart bat the tyranny of her sorrowa takes all livelihood from 
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her cheek. — No more of this, Helena, —- go to, no more; lest 
it be rather thought you affect a sorrow than to hare it 

Hd. I do affect a sorrow, indeed ; bat I have it too. 

Laf, Moderate lamentation is the right of the dead; ex« 
cessive grief the enemy to the living. 

Hel. If the living be enemy to ti^e grief, the excess makes 
it soon mortal. 

Ber. Madam, I desire your holy wishes. 

Laf, How understand we that? 

Count, Be thou blest, Bertram! and succeed thy father 
In manners, as in shape ! thy blood and virtue 
Contend for empire in thee, and thy goodness 
Share with thy birthright! Love fdl, trust a few. 
Do wrong to none; be able for thine enemy 
Bather in power than use, and keep thy friend 
Under thy own life*s key; be cheok'd for silence. 
But never tax'd for speech. What heaven more will, 
That thee may furnish, and my prayers pluck down. 
Fall on thy head! — Farewell, my lord: *tis an 
Unseason'd courtier; good my lord, advise him. 

Laf, He cannot want the best that shall attend 
His love. 

Covni. Heaven bless him! — Farewell, Bertram. [Exit 

Ber. [to Helena] The best wishes that can be forged in 
your thoughts be servants to you! Be comfortable to my 
mother, your mistress, and make much of h^. 

Laf, Farewell, pretty lady: you must hold the credit of 
your father. [Eoceunt Bertram <md Lafea* 

Hel, 0, were that all! — I think not on my father; 
And these great teairB grace his remembrance more 
Than those I shed for Mm. What was he like? 
I have forgot him: my imagination 
Carries no favour in 't but Bertram's. 
I am undone: there is no living, none. 
If Bertlram be away* It were aJd one , 
That I should love a bright particular star, 
i^id think to wed it, he is so above me; 
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In his bright radiance and collateral light 

Must I be comforted, not in his sphere. 

Th' ambition in my Love thus plagues itself: 

The hind that would be mated by the lion 

Must die for love. 'Twas pretty, though a plaguy, ^ 

To see him every hour; to sit and draw 

His arched brows, his hawking eye, his curls, 

In our heart's table, — heart too capable 

Of every line and trick of his sweet favour: 

But now he's gone , and my idolatrous fancy 

Must sanctify his relics. — Who comes here? 

One that goes with him: I love him for his sake; 

And yet I know him a notorious liar. 

Think him a great way fool, solely a. coward; 

Yet these fix'd evils sit so £t in him, 

That they take place, when virtue's steely bones 

Look bl^ak i' the cold wind: withal, full oft we se^ 

Cold wisdom waiting on superfluous folly. 

Enter Parolles. 

Par. Save you, fair queen! 

Hel. And you, monarch 1 

Par. No. 

Hel. And no. 

Par. Are you meditating on virginity? 

Hel. Ay. You have some stain of soldier in you; let mQ 
iBLsk you a question. Man is lenemy to virgioity ; how may we 
barricado it against him? 

Par. Keep him out 

Hel. But he assails; and our virginity, though valiant in 
the defence, yet is weak: unfold to us some warlike resistance. 

Par. There is none: man, sitting down before you, will 
undermine you, and blow you up. 

Hel, Bless our poor virginity from underminers and blow* 
ers-up! — Is there no military policy, how Yirgin9 miglit blow 
up men? 

Par. Virginity being blown down, man will quicklier bQ 
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blown up: marry, in blowing him down again, with the breads 
yourselves made, you lose your city. It is not politic in thei 
commonwealth of nature to preserve virginity. Loss of vir-, 
ginity is rational increase; and there was never virgin got 
till virginity was first lost. That you were made of, is metal, 
to make virgins. Virginity, by being once lost, may be ten 
times found; by being ever kept, it is ever lost; 'tis too cold 
a companion; away with 't! 

Hel. I will stand for 't a little, though therefore I die a 
virgin. 

Par. There's little can be said in 't; 'tis against the rule 
of nature. To speak on the part of virginity, is to accuse 
your mothers; which is most in^Edlible disobedience. He that 
hangs himself is a virgin: virginity murders itself; and should 
be buried in highways, out of all sanctified limit, as a des- 
perate offendress against nature. Virginity breeds mites, 
much like a cheese; consumes itself to tibe very paring, and 
so dies with feeding his own stomach. Besides, virginity is 
peevish, proud, idle, made of self-love, which is the most in- 
hibited sin in the canon. Keep it not; you cannot choose but 
lose by 't: out with 't! within one year it will make itself two, 
which is a goodly increase; and the principal itself not much 
the worse: away with 'tl 

Ilel. How might one do, sir, to lose it to her own liking? 

Par. Let me see : marry, ill, to like him that ne'er it likes* 
'TIS a commodity will lose the gloss with lying; the longer 
kept, the less worth: off with 't while 'tis vendible; answer the 
time of request. Virginity, like an old courtier^ wears her cap 
out of fashion; richiy suited, but unsuitable: just like the 
brooch and the toothpick, which ^ear not now. Your date is 
better in your pie and your porridge than in your cheek; and 
your virginity, your old virginity, is like one of our French 
withered pears, — it looks ill, it eats dryly; marry^ 'tis a 
withered pear; it wUa formerly better; marry, yet, 'tis a 
withered pear: will you any thing with it? 

Hd. .Notmy virginity yet; 
There shall your master have n thousand loves, 

6» 
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A mother, and a mlstrets, and a fiiend, 

A phoBiiix, captain, and an enemj, 

A guide, a goddess, and a sorereign, 

A counsellor, a traitress , and a dear; 

His humble ambition, proud humility, 

His Jarring oonoord, and his discord dulcet, 

His faith, his sweet disaster; with a world 

Of pretty, f ond-adoptious Christendoms , 

That blinJdng Cupid gossips. Now shall he --> 

I know not what he shall: — Grod send him well! — 

The court's a learning-place ; — and he is one — - 

Par. What one, i* faith? 

Hd. That I wish well. -- 'Tis pity -- 

Pot. What's pity? 

Bd, That wishing well had not a body in 't , 
Which might be felt; that we , the poorer bom , 
WlK>se baser stars do shut us up in wishes , 
Itight with effects of them follow our friends, 
And show what we aloae must think; which nerer 
Botoms Uff thanks. 

EnUr a Page. 

Page, Monsieur ParoUes , my lord calls for you. \E3dL 

Par. Ldtde Helen, farewell: if I can remember thee, 1 
will think of thee at court. 

Hd, Monsieur ParoUes, you were bora under a ckaxitable 
star. 

Par. Under Mars, L 

Hd, I especially tibink , under Mars. 

Par. Why mtder Mars? 

Hd, The wars have so kept you under, tiiat you must 
needs be bom under Mars. 

Par. When he was predominant. 

Hd^ When he was retrograde, I think, rather. 

Par. Why think you so? 

Hd. You go so much backward when you fight 

Par, That Y for advantage. 
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Hd, So IB roiming away, when fear proposes the safety: 
but the composition, that your valour and fear make in yon 
is a Yirtae of a good wing, and I like the wear well. 

Par. I am so full of businesses, I cannot answer thee 
acutely. I will return perfect courtier; in the which, my in- 
Btmetion shall senre to naturalize thee, so thou wilt be capable 
of a courtier's counsel, and understand what advice shall thrust 
upon thee; else thou diest in thine unthankfalness, and thine 
ignorance makes thee away: farewell. When thou hast lei- 
sure, say thy prayers; when thou hast none, remember thy 
friends: get thee a good husband, and use him as he uses 
thee: so, farewell. [Exit 

HeL Our remedies oft in ourselves do lie, 
Which we ascribe to heaven: the fated sky 
Gives us free scope; only doth backward puU 
Our slow designs when we ourselves are dull. 
What power is it which mounts my love so high ; 
That makes me .see, and cannot feed mine eye? 
The mightiest space in fortune natnre brings 
To join like likes, and kiss like native things. 
Impossible be strange attempts to those 
That weigh their pains in sense; and do suppose 
What ha& not been can't be : who ever strove 
To show her merit, that did miss her love? 
The king's disease, — my project may deceive me , 
But my intents are fix'd , and' will not leave me. [Exit, 

Scni n. Paris, A room m ihe King's palace. 

Flaurisk of comets. Enter the King of France with letters ; 

Lords and others attending. 

Eing. The Florentines and Senoya are by th' ears; 
Have fought with equal fortune, and continue 
A braving war. 

Rrst Lord. So 'tis reported , sir. 

Emg. Nay, 'tis most credible; we here reenve it 
A certainty, vouch'd from our cousin Austria, 
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With cautioiif that the Florentine, will move ub 
For speedy aid; wherein our dearest friend 
Prejudicates the business, and would seem 
To have us make denial. 

First Lord, His love and wisdom. 

Approved so to your majesty, may plead 
For amplest credence. 

King, He hath arm'd our answer, 

And Florence is denied before he comes: 
Yet, for our gentlemen that mean to see 
The Tuscan service, freely have they leave 
To stand on either part. 

Sec, Lord. It well may serve 

A nursery to our gentry, who are sick 
For breathing and exploit. 

King, What's he comes here? 

Enter Bertrau, Lafeu, anil PAROLtES. 

First Lord, It is the Count Bousillon , my good lord , 
Young Bertram. 

King, Youth , thou bear'st thy father's face ; 

Frank nature, rather curious than in haste, 
Hath well composed thee. Thy father's moral parts 
Mayst thou inherit too 1 Welcome tp Paris. 

Ber. My thanks and duty are your majesty's. 

King. I would I had that corporal soundness now 
As when thy father and myself in friendship 
First tried our soldiership ! He did look far 
Into the service of the time,, and was 
Discipled of the bravest: he lasted long; 
But on us both did haggish age steal on, • 
And wore us out of act. It much repairs me 
To talk of your good father. In his youth 
He had the wit, which I can well observe 
To-day in our young lords; but they may jest, 
Till their own scorn return to them unnoted ,. 
Ere they can hide their levity in honour 
So Hke a courtier: contempt nor bitterness 
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Were in his pride or sharpness; if they were. 

His equal had awaked them; and his honour, 

Clock to itself, knew the tme minute when 

Exception bid him speak, and at this time 

His tongue obey'd his hand : who were below him 

He us'd as creatures of another place ; 

And bow*d his eminent top to their low ranks, 

Making them proud of his humility,. 

In their poor praise he humbled. Such a man 

Might be a copy to these yoimger times; 

Which, foUow'd well, would demonstrate thenk now 

But goers backward. 

Ber, His good remembrance, sir, 

Lies richer in your thoughts than on his tomb; 
So in approof lives not his epitaph 
As in your royal speech. 

King, Would I were with him ! He would always say, — 
Methinks I hear him now; his plausive words 
He scatter*d not in ears, but grafted them. 
To grow there, and to bear, — "Let me not live," — 
Thus his good melancholy oft began. 
On the catastrophe and heel of pastime , 
When it was out, — "Let me not live," quoth he, 
"After my flame lacks oil, to be the snuff 
Of younger spirits, whose apprehensive senses 
All but new things disdain; whose judgments are 
Mere fathers of their garments; whose constancies 
Expire before their fashions: " — this he wish'd: 
I, after him, do after him wish too, 
Since I nor wax nor honey can bring home, 
I quickly were dissolved from my hive , 
To give some labourer room. 

Sec, Lord* You're lov^d, sir; 

They that least lend it you shaU lack you first. 

King, I fill a place, I know 't. — How long is *t, count, 
Since tiie physician at your father's died? 
He was much famM. 
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Bfr» Some six months, since , mj lord. 

King, If he were living, I would try him yetj — 
Lend me an arm; — the rest have worn me out 
With several applications: — nature and sickness 
Debate it at their leisure. Welcome , count*, 
My son's no dearer. 

Ber, Thank your majesty. [Exeunt. FlQurish, 

SosNS in. RotuUlon. A room in the house of the CountesB, 

Enter Countess, Steward, and Clown. 

Count, I will now hear: what say you of this gentle* 
woman? 

Stew, lifadam , the care I have had to even your content, 
I wish might be found in the calendar of my past endeavours ; 
for then we wound our modesty, and make foid the deamossi 
of our deservings, when of ourselves we publish, them. 

Count What does this knave here? Get you gone, sirrah:' 
the complaints I have heard of ypu I do ^ot all beUev^: 'tis 
my slowness that I do not; for I know you lack not foUy to 
commit them, and have ability enp^gb to i^^e such knaveriep 
yours. 

Clo. 'Tis not unknown to yov|,, mada^i, t am a poor 
fellow. 

Count, Well, sir. 

Clo, No, madam, 'tis not so well that I am poor; though 
many of the rich are damned: ll^ut, if I may have your lady, 
ship's good- will to go to the world, Isbel your woman a^d X 
will do as we may. 

Count, Wilt thou needs be a beggar? 

Clo, I do beg your good-will in this case. 

Count, In what case? 

Clo, In Isbel's case and mine own. Service ifli no. herit- 
age: and I think I shall never have the blessing of God till I 
have issue o' my body; for they say bams are bless^igs. 

Count, TeU me. thy reason why thou wilt marry. 

Clo, My poor body, madam, requires U: I aogi djciven oast 
by the flesh; and he must needs go that the devil drives. 
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Count. 1% ibh all JO^r worship's reason? 

C/o. Faith) madam, I baye oA^r k^ly i^asons, such as 
they are. 

CawiL May the world }im^w ihem? 

C/o. I have b^en, ipadam) ai wipke4 w^akorf » as you and 
all flesh and bloo4 are; «ad, iiujl<^» I 4q maiaor that 1 may 
repent. 

CowiL Thy mandate, -^ soQuei; than Agr wickedness. 

Clo. I am out o' fineads, madam; ai^d ( Itope to hare 
friends for my wife*s sake* 

Count. Sneh friends am thine enemies, bo^ye. 

CZo. You're shallow, madam; e'en great friends; for the 
knayes eome to do thai fov me, ^hicb 1 am a-weaiy of. He 
that ears my hwd I9>a9ea my team, and gives me leave to inn 
the crop; if X be his enokold, he'i> my drndge: he that 
comforts my wife la the cherisher of my flesh and blood; he 
that eheris^a my fleA mi btood loves my flesl^ and blood; 
he that loves my flesh imd blood iff my friend: ^go^ he that 
kisses my wife is my friend. If men could be contented to 
be what they are, there were no feax in marriage; for young 
Chairbonne the puritan and old Poisson the papist, how* 
some'cr their hearts are severed ip religion, their heads are 
both one, -r^ tbigr may jole honw9 toi;eth^, like axi\y deer 1' 
the herd. 

CourUk Wilt thou ever be a foul-mouthed and calmnaious 
knave? 

Clo. A prophet I, madam; and 1 ^peak the tri^th the 
next wf^3 * 

For I ilie ballad will repeat^ 

Whidk futfn full tru0 shall fincl; 

Yfm marrif^ c^m^ h ds?'«^» 
Yaw ^mokoi^ mngs bj/ khd. 
Count, Gret JW gone, sir; I'U talk with yoiu more anon. 
iS/eto. May it ptease you, madam, that he bid Helen come 
to yott: of h«r X am to apeak* 

Count. Sirrah, tell my gentlewoman I would speak ^ith 
her; HekA I mean. ( 
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Clo, Was ihis fair face the cause ^ quoih $hef 
Whjf ihe Grecians sackkd Troyf 
Fond done J done fond, 

Was (Ms King PrianCsjoyf 
Wi(h (hat she sighkd as she etood^ 
With that she sigh^ as she etood^ 

And gave this sentence then; 
Among nine bad if one be good, * 
Among nine bad if one be good , 
There^s yet one good in ten. 
Count, What, one good in ten? 70a corrupt the song, 
tdrrah* 

Clo, One good woman in ten, madam; which is a purify-» 
ing 0* the song: would God would serve the world so all the 
year! we *d find no fault with the tithe-woman, if I were the 
parson: one in ten, quoth aM an we might have a good woman 
bom but for every blazing star, or at an earthquake, 'twould 
mend the lottery well: a man may draw his heart out, ere 'a 
pluck one. 

CouM, Youll be gone, sir knave, and do as I command 
you? , 

Clo. That man should be at woman^s command, and yet 
no hurt done I — Though honesty be no puritan, yet it will do 
no hurt; it will wear the surplice of humility over the black 
gown of a big heart. ^— I am going, forsooth: the business is 
for Helen to come hither. [Exit* 

Count WeD, now. 

Stew, I £now, madam, you love your gentlewoman en- 
tirely. 

Count. Faith, I do: her father bequeathed her to me; and 
she herself, without other advantage, may lawfully make title 
to as much love as she finds : there is more owing her than is 
paid; and more shall be paid her than shell demand. 

Stew. Madam, I was very late more near her than I think 
she wbhed me: alone she was, and did communicate to her- 
self her own words to her own ears; she thought, I dare vow 
for her, they touched not any stranger sense^ Her matter 
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was , she loved your son: Fortune , she said, was' no goddess, 
that had put such difference betwixt their two estates; Love 
no god, that would not extend his nught, only whercf quali- 
ties were level; Diana no queen of virgins, that would suffer 
her poor knight surprised, without rescue in the first as« 
sault, or ransom afterward. This she delivered in the most 
bitter touch of sorrow that e'er I heard virgin exclaim in: 
which I held my duly speedily to acquaint you withal; sith- 
ence, in the loss that may happen, it concerns you something 
to know it. 

Cotmt. You have discharged this honestly; keep it to 
yourself: many likelihoods informed me of this before, which 
hung so tottering in the balance , that I could neither believe 
nor misdoubt Pray you, leave me: stall this in your bosom ; 
and I thank you for your honest care: I will speak with you 
further anon. [Exit Steward, 

Even so it was with me when I was young: 

If we are nature's , these are ours; this thorn 
Doth to our rose of youth rightly belong; 

Our blood to us , this to our blood ia bom ; 
It is the show and seal of nature's truth , 
Where love's strong passion is impress'd in youth: 
By our remembrances of days foregone , 
Such were our faults, though then we thought them none. 

Enter Hblbma* 

Her eye is sick on't: I observe her now. 

HeL What is your pleasure , madam ? 

Count, You know, Helen, 

I am a mother to you. 

Hd. Mine honourable mistress. . 

Count. Nay, a motiier: 

Why not a mother? When I said a motlier, 
Methought you saw a sclent: what's in f* mother," 
That you start at it? 1 say, I am your mother; 
And put you in the catalogue of those 
That were enwomb^ mine : 'tis often seen 
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Adoption ftrlTes with naiare; and choice breedfl 
A native slip to us from forei^ seeds: 
Yon ne'er oppfess'd me with a mother's groan , 
Yet I express to jon a mother's eare: — « 
God's meroy, maiden I does it cord thy hlood, 
To saj, I am thy mo4het? What's the matter, 
That this distemper'd messenger of wet. 
The many*oolouF'd Iris, rounds thine eye? 
Why, <^ that yon are my daughter? 

Hel. That I am not. 

Comt I s|iy, I am your mother. 

Hel, Pardon, madam, 

The Count fionsillon cannot be my brother: 
I am ft*om hiimble, he from honour'd name; 
No note upon my parents, his aU noble: 
My master, my dear lord he is; and I 
His servant live , and ivill his vassal die: 
He must not be my brother. 

Count Nor X yKmt mother? 

Hel. You are my mother, madam; would you were — 
So that my lord your son were not my brother -^ 
Indeed my mother! — or were you both our mothers, 
I care no more for than I do for heaven , 
So I were not his sister. Can't no other, 
But I your daughter, he must be my brother? 

Count, Yes, Helen, you might be my danghter-in-law: 
God shield , you mean it not ! '< dai^hter " and " mother " 
So strive upon your pulse. What, pale again? 
My fear hath eatoh'd your fondness : now I see 
The mystery of your loneliness , and find 
Your salt tears' head : now to all sense tis gross 
You love my son; invention is asham'd, 
Against the proclamation of thy passion , 
To say thou dost not: thwefore teH me true; 
But tell me then^ 'tis so; -^ for, look, thy cheeks 
Confess it, th' one to th' other; and thine eyes 
See it so grossly shown in thy behaviours, 
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That in their kind they speak it: only oin 

And helllBh obstinacy tie thy tonguO) 

That truth should be suspected. Speak, is't so? 

If it be BO y youVe wound a goodly clew; 

If it be not, forswear *t: howe'er, I chaige thee^ 

As heaven shall work in me for tidne anul, 

To tell me truly. 

Hd. Gk)od madam, pardon me! 

Count, Do you love my son? 

Hd. Your pardon, noble mistress I 

Count, liOre you my son? 

Eel. Do nQtyoiik»irelinn« madam? 

Covnt. Qo not abo«t) niy lore bath in 't a bond, 
Whereof the world takes note : come, eome , disclose 
The state of your afFectioii; for your panioos 
Have to the full appeach'd. 

Eel. Then, I confess. 

Here on my knee , before high heaven and yon. 
That before you, and next unto high heaven, 
I love your son: — 

My friends were poor, but honest; so's my love: 
Be not offended; for it hurts not him , 
That he is loor^d of me: I follow him not 
By any token of presumptuous suit; 
Nor would I have him tiU I do deserve him; 
Yet never know how that desert shoald be. 
I know I love in vain, strive against hope; 
Yet in this captious and intenible sieve 
I still pour in the water* of my kyve^ 
And lack not to lose still: thus, Indian-like, 
Beligious in mine error, I adocci 
The sun , that looks upon his worshipper. 
But knowa of him no more. My dearest madam ^ 
Let not your hate eneoonter with my love, 
For loving where you do: but, if yonrself , 
Whose ag^d honour cites a virtuous youth, 
Pid ever , in 40 true a flame of liking, 
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Wish chastelj, and loVe dearlj, that your Diah - • ^ 

Was hoth herself and Love ; O , then , giro pity 

To her, whose state is such, that cannot choose 

But lend and give, where she is sure to lose; 

That seeks not to find that her search. implies, 

But, riddle-like, lives sweetly where she dies! 

Count Had you not lately an intent, — speak truly, - . , 
To go to Paris? 

Hel, Madam , I had. 

Count Wherefore? 

Tell true. 

Hel, I will tell truth; by grace itself, I swear. 
You know my father left me some prescriptiona 
Of rare and proy*d effects, such as his reading 
And manifold experience had collected 
For general sovereignty; and that he will*d me 
In heedfull*8t reservation to bestow them, 
As notes , whose faculties inclusive were , 
More than they were in note: amongst the rest. 
There is a remedy, approved, set down, 
To cure the desperate languishings whereof 
The king is render'd lost. 

Count This was your motive 

For Paris, was it? speak. 

HeL My lord your son made me to think of this; 
Else Paris, and the medicine, and the king, 
Had from the conversation of my thoughts 
Haply been absent then. 

Count But think you, Helen ^ 

If you should tender your supposed aid, 
He would receive it? he and his physicians 
Are of a mind; he, that they cannot help him; 
They, that they cannot help: how shall they credit 
A poor unleamM virgin, when the schools, 
Embowell'd of their doctrine , have left off 
The danger to itself? 

Hel, There*8 something hmtsi. . ^ I 
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More ihau my father's skiU , which was the greatest 

Of his profession, that his good receipt 

Siiail, for my legacy, be sanctified 

By the luckiest stars in heaven: and, would yom honour 

But give me leave to try success , Td venture 

This well-lost life of mine on*s grace's cure 

By such a day and hour. 

Count. Dost thoa believe 't ? 

Hel. Ay, madam, knowingly. 

Count. Why, Helen , thou shalt have my leave , and love , 
Means, and attendants, and my loving greetings 
To those of mine in court: 111 stay at home, 
And pray God's blessing into thy attempt: 
Be gone to-morrow; and be sure of liiis, 
What I can help thee to, thou shalt iiot miss, [Exeunt 

ACT II. 
ScBNB I. Paris, A room in ihe King's palace, 

Flourish. Enter King, teiih divers young Lords taking leave for 
the Florentine war; Bkbtmam, Pabollbs, and Attendants, 

King. Farewell, young lord; these warlike principles 
Do not throw from you: — and you, my lord, farewell: — 
Share the advice betwixt you; if both gain aU, 
Th0 gift doth stretch itself as 'tis receiv'd. 
And is enough for both. 

First Lord, It is our hope , sir, 

After well^-enter'd soldiers, to return 
And find your grace in health. 

King. No, no , it cannot be ; and yet my heart 
Will not confess he owes the malady 
That doth my life besiege. Farewell, young lords; 
Whether I live or die, be you the sons 
Of worthy Frenchmen: let higher Italy — 
. Those bated that Inherit but tiie fall . 
Of the last monarchy — see that you come 
Not to woo honour, but to wed it; when 
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The brayeat qiiestant ihrinks, find what you seek, 
That fame may ciy you lottdt I say, farewell. 

See. Lord. Health, at your bidding) serve your majesty! 

King. Those ^s of Italy^ take heed of them : 
They say, our Fyeneh lack language to deny, 
If they demand: beware of being captives. 
Before you serve. 

Both Lords* Our heaHs ifeeeive your warnings. 

King. Farewell. -— Coin« hithet to tne» 

[EttU, Ud aut by Attendants. 

First Lord. O my sweet loiyd , Hhkt y^ will stay behind us I 

Par. 'Tis not his flkUlt, th^ lipofk. 

Sec. Lord. O, 'tis brave wars I 

Ptir. Most admirable t 1 1MV6 iopen those wars. 

Ber. I am Gomm^^ed heife^ And kept a eoSl with, — 
"Too young," and "the next year," and "'tis too early." 

Par. An thy mind stand to't, boy, steal away bravely. 

Ber. I shall sti^ here the forehorse to a smock, 
Creaking my shoes on the plain masonry, 
l^n hohOQt hb bought Up , md no sWord trom 
But on^ to dance with I By heftv^u, 111 dteal away. 

Krst Lord. There's honour in tiM theft 

Pati Commit it, count 

Sec. Lord. I am your atoessaiy; and so, £ueweU. 

Ber. I grow to you, and our parting is a tortnned body. 

First Lord. Farewell, captain. 

Sec. Lord. Sweet Monsieur Parolles! 

Par. Noble heroes, my sword and yoUifs are kin« Good 
sparks and lustrous, a word, good metals i -^ you shldl find in 
the regiment of the Spuiii one Captain Spurio, idth his cica- 
trice, an emblem of war, here on his sinister <Aieek; it was 
this very sword entrenched its say to him, I live) and observe 
his reports for me. 

See. Lord. We shall, noble captain. 

Par, Mars dote on yoa liar his novices! [Eatetmi Xoris.] 
What will ye do? 

Ber. Stay; the king ! 
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Re-enter (he King , led hack to fuh cfM- by Atteiib&fs. 

Par.. Use a more spacious ceremony io the noUe ioj:tlk; 
you haye restrained yourself within the list of too cold an 
adieu: be mor.e expresaiye io them: fcfr thej wear th^xhselves 
in the cap of the time, there iio, muster frue galt^ ieat, spe^, 
and move imder the influence of the most receiVed star: and 
though the devil lead the measure, such are to be ftllowed: 
after them , and take a more dilated farewell. 

Ber. And I will do so. , • 

Par, Worthy fellows; arid lite to, provi^ iriost suifiwy 
sword-men. [JExeunt Bertram and Parolle's, 

Enter Lafeu. 

Laf, [tcneeUng] Pardon, my lord, for me and for my 
tidings. 

King. I'll fee ti^ee to stand up. 

Laf. [rismg] Then here's a man staiids that has bought 
his pardon. 
I would you had kneeFd, my lord, to &sk nie mercy: 
And that, at my bidding; you coiild so stand iip. 

King. I would I had ; so I had brok6 ^y pate , 
And ask'd thee mercy for'i 

Laf. Good faith, across: but, ihy |go6d lord^ 'tis thus; 
Will you be cur'd of your infirmiiy ? 

King. No. 

Laf. 0, will you eat no grapes j my royal fox? 
Yes , but you will my noble grapes , an if 
My royal fox could reach them: IVe seen a medicine 
That's able to breathe life into a stori6, 
Quicken a rock, and make you dance canaoy 
With sprightly fire and motion; whose 8im;(>le teiich 
Is powerful to araise King Pepin ^ nay, 
To give great Charlemain a pen inls hand, 
And write to her a love-line. 

King. What "her" is ifluA? 

Laf. Why, doctor she: my lord, there's on6 airiv'd 
If you will see her: — now, by my faith and lionouTy 

Shakt9ptar0. JL " 
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If seriously I may convey my thoughts 
Xn this my light deliverance, I have spoke 
With one that, in her sex, her years, profession, 
Wisdom, and constancy, hath amazed me more 
Than I dare blame my weakness: will you see her, — 
For that is her demand, — and know her business? 
That dQne, laugh well at me. 

King. Now, good Lafeu, 

Bring in the admiration; that we with thee 
May spend our wonder too, or take off thine 
By wondering how thou took'st it. 

Laf. Nay, I'll fit you, 

And not be all day neither. [Exit. 

Eing, Thus he his special nothing ever prologues. 

Re-enter Lafeu, mlh Helena. 

Laf, Nay, come your ways. 

King, This haste hath wings indeed. 

Laf, Nay, come your ways; 
This is his majesty, say your mind to him: 
A traitor you do look Hke; but such traitors 
His majesty seldom fears: Tm Cressid's uncle, 
That dare leave two together; fare you well. \ExiU 

King, Now, fair one, does your business follow us? 

Hel, Ay, my good lord. 
Gerard de Narbon was my father; one. 
In what he did profess, well found. 

King, 1 knew him. 

Hel, The rather will I spare my praises towards him; 
Knowing him is enough. On 's bed of death 
Many receipts he gave me; chiefly one , 
Which, as the dearest issue of his practice. 
And of his old experience th' only darling, 
He bade me store up, as a triple eye, 
Safer than mine own two, more dear: I have so: 
And, hearing your high majesty is touched 
With that malignant cause, wherein the honour 
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Of m7 dear other's gift stands chief m power, 
I come to tender it, and my appliance, 
With all bound humbleness. 

King. We thank you, maiden; 

But may not be so credulous of cure, 
When our most learned doctors leave us , and 
The congregated college have concluded 
That labouring art can never ransom nature 
From her inaidable state , — I say we must not 
So stain our judgment, or corrupt our hope , 
To prostitute our past-cure malady 
To Empirics; or to dissever so 
Our great self and our credit , to esteem 
A senseless help, when help. past sense we deem. 

IleL My duty, then, shall pay me for my pains: 
I will no more enforce mine office on you ; 
Humbly entreating from your royal thoughts 
A modest one , to bear me back again. 

Ktj^g, I cannot give thee less, to be call*d grateful: 
Thou thought*st to help me; and such thanks I give 
As one near death to those that wish him live : 
But, what at full I know, thou know'st no part; 
I knowing all my peril , thou no art. 

Hel. What I can do can do no hurt to try. 
Since you set up your rest 'gainst remedy. 
He that of greatest works is finisher , 
Oft does them by the weakest minister: 
So holy writ in babes hath judgment shown. 
When judges have been babes; great floods have flown 
From simple sources; and great seas have dried. 
When miracles have by the greatest been denied. 
Oft expectation fails, and most oft there 
Where most it promises; and oft it hits 
Where hope is coldest, and despair most fits. 

King, I must not hear thee; fare thee well, kind maid; 
Thy pains , not us*d , must by thyself be paid : 
Proffers not took reap thanks for their reward. 
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Hel, Inspired merit so \}j breaih is bkrr'd : 
It is not so with Him that all things knows, 
As 'tis with us that square our ^ess hy shows; 
But most it is presumption |n us w^en . ,.^ , 
The help of heayen we count tiije act of men. 
Dear sir, to my endeay9urs give consent; 
Of heaven, not me, mak^ an experiment. 
I am not an impostor , that proclaim 
Myself against the level of mine aiifi; 
But know I think , and think I Know moist sure , 
My art is not past power, nor you past cur^. . . 

King, Art thou so confident? within what s{)ace 
Hop'st thou my cure? 

Hel, Th^ greafst grace lending grace , 

Ere twice the horses of the sun shall bring 
Their fiery torcher his diurnal ring; 
Ere twice in murk and occidental damp 
Moist Hesperus hath quencV4,^^s sleepy lamp; 
Or four and twenty timj^sthe pilot's glass 
Hath told the thievisti minutes how they pai^s ; 
What is infirm from your soun^ parts shall fly, 
Health shall live free, and sickness freely die. 

King, Upon tl\y <^ertainty and confidence 
What dar'st thou venture? 

Hel, Tax of impudence , — 

A strumpet's boldness, a divulgM shame, — 
Traduc'd by odious bollads ; my maid's name 
Sear'd otherwise; the worst of worst extended, — 
With vilest torture let my life be ended. 

King, Methinks in thee some blessed spirit doth speak , 
His powerful sound within an organ weak : 
And what impossibility would slay 
In conunon sense, sense saves another way. 
Thy life is dear; for all, that life can rate 
Worth name of life., in thee hath estimate , — 
Youth, beauty, wisdom, courage, virtue, all 
That happiness and prime can happy caU: 
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Tbou this to hazard, needs must intimate 
Skill infinite or monstrous desperate. 
Sweet practber, thy physic I will try, 
That ministers thine own death, if I die. 

Sfel, If 1 break time , or flinch in property 
Of what I spoke, nnpitied let me die; 
And well deserY*d: not helping, death's my fee; 
But , if I help , what do you promise me ? 

King, Make thy demand. 

Hel. But will you make it eren? 

King, Ay, by my sceptre and my hopes of heaven. 

iffel. Then shalt thou giye me with^thy kingly band 
What liusband in thy power I will command: 
Exempted be from me the arrogance 
To choose from forth the royal blood of France, 
My low and humble name to propagate 
With inj branch or image of thy state; 
Biit such a one, thy vassal, whom I know 
Is friee for me to ask, thee to bestow. 

Km^. Here is m^ hand; the premises obserr'd, 
Thy will by'iny ]perrorihance shall be serv'd: 
So make thie 63boice of thy 6wii time; for I, 
Thy r^soly'd patient, on thee still rely. 
More should I question thee, and more I must, — 
Though more to know could not be more to trust, — 
tVom whence thou cam'st, how tended on: but rest 
Unquestion'd welcome, and undoubted blest. — 
Give me some help here, ho! — If thou proceed 
As high as word, my deed shall matcli ^y decid. 

[Flourish, Exeunt, 

ScMxm n« S/cnuiUon, A room m ike house ofihe C!oun|;ess. 

Enter Countess and Clown. 

Count. Come on, sir; I sludl now put yon to the height 
of your breeding. 

Cto, I will show myself lughly fed and lowly taught: I 
know my 'business is btiVto 'the court. '" • ~ • ' • ^ 
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Count, To the court! why, what place make you special, 
when you put off that with such contempt? But to the court! 

Clo. Truly, madam, if Qod have lent a man any manners, 
he may easily put it off at court: he that cannot make a leg, 
put off*s cap, kiss his hand, and say nothing, has neither leg, 
hands, lip, nor cap; and, indeed, such a fellow, to say pre- 
cisely, were not for the court: hut, for me, I have an answer 
will serve all men. 

Count. Many, that's a bountiful answer that fits all ques- 
tions. 

Clfi, It is like a barber's chair, that fits all buttocks, — 
the pin-buttock, the quatch-buttock, the brawn-buttock, or 
any buttock. 

Count, Will your answer serve fit to all questions? 

Clo, As fit as ten groats is for the hand of an attorney, 
as your French crown for your taffeta punk, as Tib's rush for 
Tom's forefinger, as a pancake for Shrove-Tuesday, a morris 
for May-day, as the nail to his hole , the cuckold to his horn, 
as a scolding quean to a wrangling knave, as the nun's lip to 
the friar's mouth, nay, as the pudding to his skin. 

Count Have you, 1 say, an answer of such fitness for all 
questions? 

Clo, From below your duke to beneath your constable, it 
will fit any question. 

Count, It must be an answer of most monstrous size tiiat 
must fit all demands. 

Clo, But a trifle neither, in good faith, if the learned 
should speak truth of it: here it is, and all that belongs to 't. 
Ask me if I am a courtier : it sl^ do you no harm to learn. 

Count, To be young again, if we could: — 1 will be a fool 
in question, hoping to be the wiser by your answer. I pray 
you, sir, are you a courtier? 

Clo, "0 Lord, sir!" — there's a simple putting off. — 
More, more, a himdred of them. 

Count. Sir, I am a poor firiend of yours that loves you. 

do. '^0 Lord, sir! !' — Thick, thick, spare not me. 

Count. I think, sir, you can eat none of this homely meal 
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Clo, " Lord, sir!" — Nay, put me fo 't, I warrant you. 

CounL You were lately whipped, sir, as I think. 

Clo, ** Lord, airl " — Spare not me. 

Count, Do you cry, "0 Lord, sir I" at your whipping, 
and "Spare not me"? Indeed, your "0 Lord, sirl" is very 
sequent to your whipping: you would answer very wfeU to a 
whipping, if you were but bound to 't. 

Clo. I ne*er had worse luck in my life in my "O Lord, 
sir!** I see things may serve long, but not serve ever. 

CovnU I play the noble housewife with the time, 
To entertain 't so merrily with a fool. 

Clo, *' Lord, sir!" — why, there *t serves well again. 

Count. An end, sir: to your business. Give Helen this, 
And urge her to a present answer back: 
Commend me to my kinsmen and my son: 
This is not much. 

Clo, Not much commendation to them. 

Count, Not much employment for you: you understand 
me? 

Clo, Most fruitfully : I am there before my legs. 

Count, Haste you again. [Exeunt severally, 

SoBNi HI. Paris, A room in the King's palace. 

Enter Lafeu and Parollbs. 

Tjaf. They say miracles are past; and we have our philo- 
sophical persons, to make modem and familiar, things super- 
natural and causeless. Hence is it that we make trifles of 
terrors; ensconcing ourselves into seeming knowledge, when 
we should submit ourselves to an unknown fear. Why, 'tis 
the rarest argument of wonder that hath shot out in our latter 
times. 

Par, And so 'tis. 

Laf, To be relinquished of the artists , — 

Par. So I say. 

Laf, Both of Galen and Paracelsus, of ail the learned 
and authentic fellows. — 
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Far. Bight; so I u;. 

Laf, Ti*t gave him out incurable , — 

Par. Why, there 'tie ; '^'o say I too. 

Laf. Wot to be helped, — ' 

Ppr. ffightias 'twere,amaifM8uredof ft — 

Lqf. UnqertAiii life, and (ijure death. 

Par. Just, yon say well; b^ ttouIiI I have said. 

Zo/". I may truly a - - > ' ■ to the world. 

Par. It i;a, indeed e it in showing, yon 

shall read it in \fh^t d 

Laf. A showing of t in an earthly actor. 

Par. That 'a it 1 1* tie vary same. 

Laf. Wtiy, yourdi ^': 'foieuie, I^esk 

in respect — 

Par. Nay, 'tis str^iige, 'tis reij sjt^aiige, that is Hie brief 
and the tedious of it ; and he's of a most facmorbiu spirit tliat 
will not acknowledge h to he tlie — 

Laf. Very hand of teayen '-^ 

Par. Ay, so I say. 

Laf. In a most weak and ^^bile miniater great power, 
great tcanacenilence: which sliotddl indf eil|^vo ns a farther 
nse to be made than alone the recorery of Uie king. 

Par. As to he — 

Laf. OenenOly thankfiil, 

Par. I woold have said it; yon say well. — Here c<Hnea 
the king. 

Enter King, Hslssa, and Attendants. 

Xo/I Lnsdc, as the Dutclmian aaya: I'll like a maid the 
better, wlulst I have a tooth in my h^ad: w^y, he's able to 
lead her a coranto. 

Par. Mart da xmaigre! ia not t^ ??^|1? 

Laf. Tore Qod, I think BO. 

JOn^. Qo, call before me all the lords In cojd;^. — 

[J^ q^ Aaendant. 
8it, my preserver, by thy patient's aide; 
Aq4 ^t^ this healthful hand, whose banish'd sense 
Thou hast repeal'd, a second time receive 
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The confirmation of my promu'd gift, 
Which but attends thy naming. 

Enter seoeral Lorda and Berthax. 
Fair maid, send forth thine eye: this youthM parcel 
Of noble bachelors stand at my bestowing, 
O'er whom both sovereign power and father's yoice 
I have to use: thy frank election make; 
Thou'st power tp choose, and they none to forsake. 

Hd. To eadi of you one fair and virtuous mistress 
Fall, when Love please I — many, to each, but one! 

Laf. I'd give bay curtal and his furniture, 
My mouth no more were broken than these bpys'. 
And writ as little beard. 

King. Peruse them we)l: 

Not one of those but had a nobl^ &t^er. 

UeL Gentlemen, 
Heaven hath, through me , restor'd the king to health. 

AU, We underst^d it, and t)^ank heaven for you. 

Hel, I am a simple maid; and therein wealthiest. 
That I protest I simply ^xx^ a ifiaid. — 
Please it your majesty, I've done already: 
The blushes in my qhee^ thus whispef me, 
« We blush that thou sbouldst chops^; bi;itt ])e r^^'4» 
Let the white death sit on thy ohee^ for ev^r; 

We'll ne'er pome the^ again." 

King. ]^|[ake c}ioice; and, see. 

Who shuns thy love shuns all his love '^ m^- 

Hel. Now, Dian, from thy altar do I fiv; 
And to imperial Love, that_god most high, 
Do my sighs stream. — {To lirai X/irdl\ Sir, will you hear 
my suit? 

Ftr$t Lord. And grant it. 

Hel. Thanks, sir; all the rest is mute. 

iMf. I had rather be in this choice than throw ames-ace 
for my life. 

Hel. [to Sec. Zord\ fhe honour, sir, that flaipes in your 
fair eyes, 
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Before I apeak , too threateninglj replies : 
Love make your fortanes twenty times above 
Her that so wishes and her humble lover! 

Sec. Lord, No better J if you please. 

Hel. My wish receive, 

Which great Love grant! and so, I take my leave. 

Laf, Do all they deny herV An they were sons of mine, 
I*d have them whipped ; or I would send them to the Turk, to 
make eunuchs of. 

HeL [to lliird Lord] Be not afraid that I your hand should 
take; 
111 never do you wrong for your own sake: 
Blessing upon your vows! and in your bed 
Find fairer fortune , if you ever wed! 

Laf. These boys are boys of ice, theyll none of her: 
sure, they are bastards to the English; the French ne'er 
got *em. 

HeL [to Fourth Lord] You are too young, too happy, and 
too good, 
To make yourself a son out of my blood. 

Fourth Lord. Fair one , I think not so. 

Xa/l There's one grape yet, — I am sure thy father drunk 
wine: — but if thou be'^st not an ass, I am a youth of fourteen; 
I have known thee already. 

HeL [to Bertram] I dare not say I take you; but I give 
Me and my service, ever whilst I live, 
Into your guiding power. — This is the man. 

King, Why, fien, young Bertram, take her; she's thy wife. 

Ber. My wife, my liege! I shall beseech your highness, 
In such a business give me leave to use 
The help of mine own eyes. 

King, Eoiow'st thou not, Bertram, 

What she has done for me? 

Ber, Yes, my good lord; 

But never hope to know why I should marry her. 

King, Thou know'st she has rais'd me from my 6ickly bed. 

Ber. But follows it, my lord, to bring me down 
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Must answer for jour raising ? I know lier well : 
She had her breeding at mj father's charge. 
A poor physician's daughter my wife! — Disdain 
Bather corrupt me ever I 

King, 'Tis onlj title thou disdain'st in her, the which 
I can build up. Strange is it that our bloods, 
Of colour, weight, and heat, pour*d aU together, 
Would quite confound distinction , jet stand off 
In differences so mightj. If she be 
All that is virtuous , ^— save what thou dislik'st, 
A poor physician's daughter, — thou dislik'st 
Of virtue for the name : but do not so: 
From lowest place when virtuous things proceed, 
The place is dignified bj the doer's deed: 
Where great additions swell's, and virtue none, 
It is a dropsied honour: good alone 
Is good without a name; vileness is so: 
The property by what it is should go. 
Not by tiie title. She is young, wise , fair; 
In these to nature she's immediate heir; 
And these breed honour: that is honour's scorn, 
Which challenges itself as honour's bom. 
And is not like the sire: honours t&rive. 
When rather from our acts we them derive 
Than our foregoers: the mere word's a slave, 
Debauch'd on every tomb, on every grave 
A lying trophy; and as oft is dumb 
Where dust and damn'd oblivion is the tomb 
Of honour'd bones indeed. What should be said? 
If thou canst like this creature as a maid, 
I can create the rest: virtue and she 
Is her own dower; honour and wealth from me. 

Ber. I cannot love her, nor will strive to do't 

King, Thou wrong'st thyself, if thou shouldst strive to choose; 

Hd. That you are well restor'd , my lord , Fm glad : 
Let the rest go. 

King. My honour's at the stake; which to defend, 
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I most produce my power. Here , take her hand , 

Proud scornful boy, unworthj this good gift; 

That dost in yile misprisioii shackle up 

Mj love and her otesert; that canst not dream , 

We, poising us in her defectiYe scale, 

Shall weigh thee to ^e beam; that wilt not knowy 

It is in us to plant thine honour where 

We please to have it grow. Check thj contempt: 

Obey our will, which travails in thy good: 

Believe not thy disdam, but presently 

Do thine own fortunes that obedient right 

Which both thy duty owes and our power claims; 

Or I will throw thee from my care for ever 

Into the staggers and the cureless lapse 

Of youth and ignorance; both my revenge and hate 

Loosing upon 'thee, in the name of justice. 

Without all terms of pity. Speak; thine answer. 

Ber, Pardon, my gracious lord; for I submit 
My fsjicy to your eyes: when I consider 
What great creati6n iand what dole of honour 
Flies where you bid it, I ^d that she , which late 
Was in my nobler thoughts most bas^t ^s ^o^ 
The praised of the king; who, so ennobled. 
Is, as 'twere, bom so.' 

King, Take her by the hand , 

And tell her she is thine: to whom I promise 
A counterpoise ; if not to thy estate ^ 
A balance more replete. 

Ber. 1 take her hand. 

Kmg. Gh)od fortune and the favour of the king 
Smile upon this contract; whose ceremony 
Shall seem expedient on the new-bom brief. 
And be perform'd to-nigh|;: the solenm feast 
*Shall more attend upon ^e coming space, 
Ezpectme absent friends. As thou lov^st her, 
Thy love^ to me religious; else, does err. 

[Exeunt J^ng^ Bertram^ JSdena^ Lords^ and AttendanU^ 
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Laf. Do you iear, monsiditr? k word with yoil. 

Par. Your pleasurO, sir? 

Laf. iTour lord and mast^t did w6ll iio bulkd his recan- 
tation. L r. 

Pbr. Becantalion! — My lOrdi ixiy master! 

Laf. Ay;is it not a language I speak? 

Par. A most liarsli Ode, 4nd nbi to be tihdeMood with- 
out bloody succeeding. My mastei: ! 

Laf. Are you companion tO the Count RouslBon? 

Par. To any count, -^ to all counts, — to irhaX Is iiiaii. 

Laf, 1*0 what is cOuiit*s fnan : coimt*4 mastier li of illiother 
style. 

Par, Yod are too old, sir; Hi it ^tlkfy ybti, ybd ari 
too old. 

Laf. I must t^li thee; dDrtkh, I writid lilttii; to which title 
age cannot bring ihee. 

Par. What I dare too weU do , I dare not do. 

Laf. I did think thee, for two Ordinaries, to be a pretty 
wise fellow; thou didst make tpletslble 'i^eht Of thy thivel; it 
might pass: vet the scarfs and the bannerets about the^ did 
maiufoldly dissuade ioae from believing thee a vessel of too 
great a burden. I have now found th6e; wheil 1 lose thee 
again, I care not: yet art thou good foir libthin^ btlt t4kin^ 
up ; and that thou *rt scarce worth. 

Par. Hadst thou not the privilege of Ibiti^uity Upon 
thee, — 

Laf. Do not plunge thyself tbo far Iti khgeir, l^st thou 
hasten thy trial; which if — Lord havfe fhercy oh thee for a 
hen! So, my good window of I^tti<^e; fi^e thee well: thy 
casement I need not open, for I Ibok through ttieO. Crive in^ 
thy hand. 

Par. My lord; you give me ihbii e^i^^^Ods uidi'^ty. 

Laf. Ay, with all my heart; knA thbU ^Lrt wbrthy of it 

Par. I have not, mv lord, desisrveii it'. 

Laf. Yes, good faith, every drain i>i it; ^d 1 will hot 
bate thee i scruple. 

Par, Well, I shall be wiser — 
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haf. E'ea M Boon u thou const, for tbou liast to poll at 
•A BDUtck o' the contrary. If erer thou be'st bomui in th; 
■carf and beaten, thou shalt find what it u to be pioud of thj 
bondage. 1 have a deeiie to hold mj acgaaintance with thee, 
or rather my knowledge, that I may say, in the de&ult, he ia 
a man I know. 

Pare. My lord, yoa do me moat insupportable Tezation. 

Laf. I would it were hell-pains for thy sake, and my poor 
doing eternal: for doing I am past; as J will by thee, in what 
motion age will give me leave. [£^. 

Par. Well, thou hast a son shall take this disgrace off 
me; scurvy, old, filthy, scurvy lordl — Well, I miut be 
patient; there is no fettering of authority. Ill beat him, by 
my life , if I can meet him with any convenience , an be were 
double and double a lord. I'll have no more pi^ of his age 
than I would have of — I'll beat him, an if I could but meet 
jiim again. 

JU-eMer Imtbu. 

Laf. Sirrah, your lord and master's married; there's new> 
fbr you: you have a new mistress. 

Par. I most unfeignedly beseech your lordship to make 
aome reservation of your wrongs : he is my good lord ; whom 
I serve above is my master. 

laf. Who? God? 

Par. Ay, sir. 

Laf. The devil it ia that's tby master. Why dost thou 

(nrter up thy arms o' this fashion? dost make hose of thy 

deevea? do other servants so? Thou wert beet set thy lower 

part where thy nose stands. By mine honour , if I were but 

two hours younger, I'd beat thee: methinka 't, thou art a 

general offence, and every man should beat thee: I think thou 

d for men to breathe themselves upon thee. 

his is hard and undeserved me^ure, my lord. 

o to, air; yon were beaten in Italy for picking a 

of a pomegranate; you are a vagabond, and no 

jr: you are more aaucy with lords and honourable 

than the heraldry of your birth and virtue gives 
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jrou commissioiL You are not worth another word, else I'd 
call 70a knave. I leave you. [ExiL 

Par, Grood, veij good; it is so then: — good, very good; 
let it be concealed awhile. 

Re-enter Bbbtbam. 

Ber. Undone, and forfeited to cares for ever! 

Par. What 's the matter, sweet-heart? 

Ber, Although before the solenm priest Fve sworn, 
I will not bed her. 

Par, What , what , sweet-heart ? 

Ber, 0, my Parolles, they have married me! — 
I'll to the Tuscan wars, and never bed her. 

Par, France is a dog-hole , and it no more merits 
The tread of a man's foot: to the wars! 

Ber, There's letters from my mother : what th' imp6rt is ,. 
I know not yet 

Par, Ay, 
That would be known. To the wars, my boy, to the wars! 
He wears his honour in a box unseen , 
That hugs his kicky- wicky here at home, 
Spending his manly marrow in her arms , 
Which should sustain the bound and high curvet 
Of Mars's fiery steed. To other regions ! 
France is a stable; we that dwell in 't jades; 
Therefore, to the wars! 

Ber, It shall be so: I'll send her to my house, 
Acquaint my mother with my hate to her. 
And wherefore I am fled; write to the king 
That which I durst not speak: his present gift 
Shall furnish me to those Italian fields. 
Where noble fellows strike: war is no strife 
To the dork house and the detested wife. 

Par, Will this capriccio hold iu thee, art sure? 

Ber, Go with me to my chamber, and advise me. 
ril send her straight away: to-morrow 
m to the wars , she to her slugle sorrow. 
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Laf. TheB my dial goes not true: I took this lark for a 
bunting. 

Ber, I do assnre you, m^ lord , he is veiy great in know- 
ledge, and accordingly valiant 

Laf, I have, then, sinned against his experience, and trans- 
gressed against his valour; and my state that way is danger* 
ous , since I cannot yet find in my heart to repent Here he 
comes: I pray you, make us friends ; I wiU pursue the amity. 

Enter Paboij;.es. 

Par, [to Bertram] These things shall biQ done, sir. 

Laf, Ihokj you , sir , who's his tailor? 

Par, Sir? 

Laf. 0, 1 know him wiell, I, sir; he, sir, *a a good work- 
man , a very good tailor. 

Ber, [aside to Par,] Is she gone to the kiiig? 

Par, [aside to Ber.] She is. 

Ber, [aside to Par.] Will she away to-night? 

Par, [aside tp Ber.] As you'll have her. 

Ber. [aside to Par.] I've writ my letters, casketed my 
treasure , 
Given order for our horses; and to-night, 
When I should take possession of the bride. 
End ere I do begin. 

Laf, A good traveller is something at the latter end. of a 
dinner; but one that lies three-thirds, and uses a known truth 
to pass a thousand nothings with, should be once heard, and 
thrice beaten. — Grod save you, captain. 

Ber, Is there any unkindness between my lord and you, 
monsieur? 

Par, 1 know not how I have deservjed to. run into my 
lord's displeasure. 

Laf, You have made shifk to ran- into 't, boots and spurs 
and all, like hun that leaped iato^ the cnstaid; and out of it 
you'll run again* rather than saSffr quefttioB fov your residence. 

Ber, It may be you have misteikeii hva^ ay fei d. 

Laf. And shall dio soever^ though I took him a* "iiprajirers. 
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Fare 70a well, my lord; and believe this of me, there ean be 
noT kernel in this light nut; the soul of this man u his elothes: 
trust him not in matter of heavy consequeBce; I haive kept of 
them tame, and know their natures. — Farewell, monsieur: I 
have spoken better of you than you have or wiH deserve at 
my hand; but we must do good against evil. [Exit. 

Par, An idle lord, I swear. 

Ber. I think not so. 

Par. Why, do you know him? 

Ber, Yes, I do know him w^; and commoB speech 
Gives him a worthy pass. — Here comes my dog. 

ErU9r HsMKA. 

Hel. I have , sir, as I was commanded iVom you, 
Spoke with the king, and have procured his leave 
For present parting; only, he desires 
Some private speedi with you. 

Ber, I shall obey his*wilL 

You must not marvel, Helen, at my course, 
Which holds not colour with the time, nor does 
The ministration and required office 
On my particular. Prepared I was not 
For such a business; therefore am I found 
So much unsettled: this drives me to entreat you. 
That presently you take your way for home, 
And rather muse than ask why I entreat you; 
For my respects axe better than tkej seem., 
And my appointments have in them a need 
Greater than shows itself, at the first view. 
To you that know them not. This to my mother: 

[Guring a lelier, 
'Twill be two days ere I shall see you; so, 
I leave you to your wisdom. 

Hel, Sir, lean nothii^ (MTV 

But that I am your most obedient servant. 

Ber, Come , come , no more of tibat. 

Hel, And ever shall 

8» 
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With true observance seek to eke out that 

Wherein toward me my homely stars have fail'd * 

To equal my great fortune. 

Ber, Let that go: 

My haste is very great: farewell; hie home. 

Hel, Pray, sir, your pardon. 

Ber. Well , what would you say V 

Hel, I am not worthy of the wealth I owe; 
Nor dare I say *tis mine, — and yet it is; 
But, like a timorous thief, most fain would steal 
What law does vouch mine own. 

Ber, What would you have? 

Hel. Something; and scarce so much: — nothing, indeed. — 
I would not tell you what I would, my lord: — 
Faith, yes; — 
Strangers and foes do sunder, and not kiss. 

Ber, I pray you, stay not, but in haste to horse. 

Hel. I shaljl not break your bidding, good my lord. 

Ber, Where are my other men, monsieur? — Farewell. 

[Exit Helena. 
Go thou toward home; where I will never come. 
Whilst I can shake my sword, or hear the drum. — 
Away, and for our flight. 

Par, Bravely, coragio! \ Exeunt, 

ACT III. 
Sgbnb I. Florence, A room in the Duke's palace. 

Flourish, Enter the Duke of Florence ^ attended; two French 

Lords and Soldiers. 

. Duke, So that, from point to point, now have you heard 
The fundamental reasons of this war; 
Whose great decision hath much blood let forth. 
And more thirsts after. 

Fhrst Lord. Holy seems the quarrel 

Upon your grace's party; black and fearful 
On the opposer's. 
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Duke, Therefore we marvel much our cousm Franoe 
Would, in BO just a busmess, shut his bosom 
Against our borrowing prayers. 

First Lord, Gk>od my lord , 

The reasons of our state I cannot yield , 
But like a common and an outward man, 
That the great figure of a council frames 
By self-unable motion: therefore dare not 
Say what I think of it, since I have found 
Myself in my incertain grounds to fail 
As often as I guess'd. 

Duke, Be it his pleasure. 

Sec, Lord, But I am sure the younger of our nation , 
That surfeit on their ease, will day by day 
Come here for physic. 

Duke, Welcopoie shall they be \ 

And all the honours that can fly j&om us 
Shall on them settle. You know your places well; 
When better faU, for your avails they fell: 
To-morrow to the field, {Flourish, Exeunt, 

SoBHB U. RoueiUon, A room in the house of Hie Countess. 

Enter Countess and Clown. 

Count, It hath happened all as I would have had it, save 
that he comes not along with her. 

Clo, By my troth, I take my young lord to be a veiy 
melancholy man. 

Count, By what observance, I pray you? 

Clo, Why, he will look upon his boot, and sing; mend 
the ruff, and sing; ask questions, and sing; pick his teeth, 
and sing. I knew a man that had this trick of melancholy 
sold a goodly manor for a song. 

Count, Let me see what he writes, and when he means 
to come. [Opening a letter, 

Clo, I have no mind to Isbel, since I was at court: our 
old ling and our Isbels o' the country are nothing like your 
old ling and your Isbels o' the court : the brains of my Cupid's 
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knocked out; and I begin to love, as an old man loves money, 
with no stomiach. 

Count, What have we here? 

Clo. E'en that jou have there. IBxU, 

Count, [reads] ^* I have sent jott a daughter-in-law: she 
hath recovered die king, and undone me. I have wedded 
her, not bedded her; and sworn to make the not etemaL You 
shall hear I am run away: know it before the report come. 
If there be breadth enough in the world, I will hold a long 
distance. My duty to you. Your unfortunate son, 

BXRTKAH." 

This is not well, rash and unbridled boy, 
To fly the favours of so good a king; 
To pluck his indignation on thy head 
By the nusprizing of a maid too virtuous 
For the contempt of empire. 

Re-enter Clown. 

Clo. madam, yonder is heavy news within between two 
soldiers and my young lady ! 

Count. What is l£ie matter? 

Clo, Nay, there is some comfort in the news, some com- 
fort; your son will not be killed so soon as I thought he 
would. 

Cotmt, Why should he be killwi? 

Clo, So say I, madam, if he ran awuy, as I h«ar he does: 
the danger is in staading to*t; tiiat's the loss of men, though 
it be the getting of children. Here they come will tell you 
more: for my part, I only heard your son was runaway. [Exit, 

Enter Helena and two Gentlemen. 

First Gent, Save you, good madam. 

Hel, Madam, my lord is gone, for ever gone. 

Sec, Gent, Do not say so. 

Count. Think upon patience. — Pray you, gentlemen, — 
iVe felt so many quirks of joy and grief. 
That the first face of neither, on the start, 
Can woman me unto 't: — where is my son, I pray you? 
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Sec, Oeni. Madam, he's gone to serve the Duke of 
Florence: 
We met him thitherward; for thence we came, 
And, after some dispatch in hand at court, 
Thither we bend again. 

Hd, Look on his letter, madam; here's mj passport 
\Rtad8\ " When thou canst get the ring upon mj &[kg&r whidi 
never shall come off, and show me a child begotten of thy 
body that I am father to, then call me husband: but in such 
a then I write a neoer^ 
This ii a dreadful sentence. 

CowU. Brought you this letter, gentlemen? 

First Gent, Ay, madam; 

And, for the contents' sake, are sorry for our pains. 

Count, I prithee , lady, have a better cheer ; 
If thou engrossest all the griefs as thine , 
Thou robb'st me of a moiety: he was n^ son; 
But I do wash his name out of my blood, 
And thou art all my child. — Towards Florence is he? 

Sec, Genu Ay, madam. 

Count, And to be a soldier? 

Sec, Gent. Such is his noble purpose: and, believe 't. 
The duke will lay upon him aU the honour 
That good convenience claims. 

Count, Return you thither? 

First Gent. Ay, madam, with the swiftest wing of speed. 

HeL [recids] ^^ Till I have no wife, I have nothing in France.'* 
Tis bitter. 

Count, Find you that there? 

Hel, Ay, madam. 

First Gent, 'Tis but the boldness of his hand, which, haply. 
His heart was not consenting to. 

Count. Nothing in France, until he have no wife 1 
There's nothing here that is too good for him , 
But only she; and she deserves a lord , 
That twenty such rude boys might tend upon, 
And caU her hourly mistress. — Who was witli him? 
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Ftrst Oeni, A seirant only, and a gentleman 
Which I have some time known. 

Count, Paiolles , was 't not? 

Fh'st Gent, Ay, my good lady, he. 

Count. A very tainted fellow, and fall of wickedness. 
My son corrapts a well-derived nature 
With his inducement. 

Fhrst Gent. Indeed, good lady, 

The fellow has a deal of that too much , 
Which holds him much to have. 

Count. Y' are welcome , gentlemen. 
I will entreat you, when you see my son. 
To tell him that his sword can never win 
The honour that he loses: more I'll entreat you 
Written to bear along. 

See. Gent. We serve you, madam, 

In that and all your worthiest affidrs. 

Count. Not so, but as we change our courtesies. 
Will you draw near? [Exeunt Countess and Gentlemen. 

Hel. "Till I have no wife, I have nothing in Prance." 
Nothing in France, tmtil he has no wife! 
Thou shalt have none, Rousiilon, none in France; 
Then hast thou all again. Poor lord! is *t I 
That chase thee from thy country, and expose 
Those tender limbs of thine to the event 
Of the none-sparing war? and is it I 
That drive thee £rom the sportive court, where thou 
Wast shot at with fair eyes, to be the mark 
Of smoky muskets ? you leaden messengers , 
That ride upon the violent speed of fire,' 
Fly with false aim; move the still-piecing air. 
That sings with piercing; do not touch my lord! 
Whoever shoots at him, I set him there; 
Whoever charges on his forward breast, 
I am the caitiff that do hold him to 't; 
And, though I kill him not, I am the cause 
His death was so effected: better 'twere 
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I met the ravin lion when he loar'd 

With sharp constraint of hunger; better 'twere 

That all the miseries which nature owes 

Were mine at once. No , come thou home , Bonsillon , 

Whence honour but of danger wins a scar, 

As oft it loses all: I will be gone; 

My being here it is that holds thee hence : 

Shall I staj here to do 't? no, no, although 

The air of paradise did fan the house, 

And angels offic'd all : I will be gone. 

That pitiful rumour may report my flight. 

To consolate thine ear. Come, night; end, day! 

For with the dark, poor thief, TU steal away. [Exit. 

ScBHB in. Florence. Before the Duke's palace. 

Flourish. Enter ihe Duke of Florence^ Bertram, Pabollbs, 
Lords, Officers, Soldiers, and others. 

Duke, The general of our horse thou art; and we , 
Great in our hope, lay our best loye and credence 
Upon thy promising fortune. 

Ber. Sir, it is 

A charge too heavy for my strength; but yet 
We'll strive to bear it, for your worthy sake , 
To th'. extreme edge of hazard. 

Dvke. Then go thou forth ; 

And Fortune play upon thy prosperous helm, 
As thy auspicious mistress! 

Ber. This very day. 

Great Mars , I put myself into thy flle : 
Make me but like my thoughts, and I shall prove 
A lover of thy drum , hater of love. [Exeunt, 

ScBKB IV. Rousillon. A room in the house of the Countess. 

Enter Countess and Steward. 
Count. Alas! and would you take the letter of her? 
Might you not know she'd do as she has done, 
By sending me a letter? Bead it again. 



122 aumB wbUi that ends wbul, [Aorm. 

Stew, [reads] 

''I am Saint Jaques' fnlgmm, tiiifher' gone: 
Ambitious loye liath co in m« offended^ 
That barefoot plod I the eokl groand uimmij^ 

With saiated vow my faults to havv •aineMled. 
Write, write, that from the bloody coume of war 

Mj dearest master, your dear son, may hie: 
Bless him at home in peace, whilst I from iax 

His name with zealous feryour sanctify: 
His taken labours bid him me forgire; 
I, his despiteful Jubo., vent him iorik 
From courtly friends, with camping foes (x> live, 

Where death and danger dog the heels of worth: 
He is too good and fair for death and me: 
Whom I myself embrace, to set him free. 
Count Ah, what sharp stings are m her mildest words!— 
Rinaldo, you did never lack advice so much, 
As letting her pass so: had I spoke with her, 
I could have well diverted her intents, 
Which thus she hath prevented. 

Slew. Pardon me, madam: 

If 1 had given you this at over-night. 
She might have been o'erta'en; and yet she writes, 
Pursuit would be but vain. 

Count. What angel shall 

Bless this unworthy husband? he cannot thrive, 
Unless her prayers, whom heaven delights to hear. 
And loves to grant, reprieve him frx)m the wrath 
Of greatest justice. — Write ^ "write, Rinaldo, 
To this unworthy husband of his wile; 
Let every word weigh heavy of her worth, 
That he does weigh too light: my greatest grief, 
Though little he do feel it, set down sharply. 
Dispatch the most conveodent messenger: -^ 
When haply he shall hear that she is gone^ 
He will return; and hope I may that she, 
Hearing so much, will speed her foot again ^ 



Sfflnrav-] AIli's WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 12S 

Led hhiher by pnre lovez whieh of them both 

Ib dearest to me, IVe no akiU in sense 

To make distinction: — provide this messenger: — * 

My heart is heavy and mine age is weak: 

Grief would havB tears , and sonrow Uds me speak. [Exeunt, 

ScBNB y. WUhomt (he walls ^Florenoe. 

Enter an old Widow ofJFlorencey Dluta, ViDLaKTA, Mabiaha, 

and other Citizens. 

Wid, Nay, come; for if they do approach the city, we 
^hall lose all the sight. 

Dia, They say the French count has dona most honom> 
able service. 

Wid, It is reported that he has taken their greatest 
commander; and that with his own hand he slew the duke's 
brother. \A tucket afar off.] We have lost our labour; they 
are gone a contrary way: hark I you may know by their 
trumpets. 

Mar, Come, let's return again, and suffice ourselves with 
the report of it. Well, Diana, taite heed of this French earl: 
the honour of a maid is her name; and no legacy is so rich 
as honesty. 

Wid. I have told my neighbour how you have been soli- 
cited by a gentleman his companion. 

Mar. I know that knave; hang him I one Parolles: a filthy 
officer he is in those suggestions for the young earl. — Beware 
of them, Diana; their promises, enticements, oaths, tokens, 
and all these engines of lust, are not the things they go 
under: many a maid hath been seduced by them; and the 
misery is, example, that so terrible shows in the wreck of 
maidenhood, cannot for all that dissuade succession, but that 
they are limed with the twigs that threaten them. I hope I 
need not to advise you further; but I hope your own grace 
will keep you where you are, though there were no further 
danger known but the modesty which is so lost. 

Did. You shall not need to fear me. 
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Wid, I hope so. — Look, here comes a pilgrim: I know 
she will lie at my house; thither thej send one another: I'll 
question her. 

Enter Hblbha, m the dress ofapQgrim, 

Gk>d save 70a, pilgrim! whither are jon bound? 

Hel» To Saint Jaques le Grand. 
Where do the palmers lodge, I do beseech 70a? 

Wid. At the Saint Francis here, beside the port. 

Hel, Is this the way? 

Wid, Ay, many, is *t. — Hark yon I they come this way. — 

[A march afar off"* 
If yon wiU tany , holy pilgrim , 
But till the troops come by, 
I will conduct you where you shall be lodg'd; 
The rather , for I think I know your hostess 
As ample as myself. 

Hel. Is it yourself? 

Wid, If you shall please so , pilgrim. 

Hd. I thank you, and will stay upon your leisure. 

Wid. You came , I think , ^m France ? 

Eel. ' I did so. 

Wid, Here you shall see a countryman of yours 
That has done worthy service. 

Hel. His name , I pray you. 

Dia, The Count Bousillon: know you such a one? 

Hel. But by the ear, that hears most nobly of him : 
His face I know not. 

Dia. Whatsoe'er he is , 

He's bravely taken here. He stole from France, 
As 'tb reported, for the king had married him 
Against his liking: think you it is so? 

Hd. Ay, surely, mere the truth: I know his lady. 

Dia. There is a gentleman that serves the coimt 
Reports but coarsely of her. 

Hd. MHhat'd his name? 

Dia. Monsieur ParoUes. 
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Hd. O , I believe with him , 

In argument of praise , or to the worth 
Of the great count himself, she is too mean 
To have her name repeated: all her deserving 
Is a reservM honesly, and that 
I have not heard examined. 

Dia, Alas, poor ladj! 

"Tis a hard bondage to become tiiie wife 
Of a detesting lord. 

Wid. I wot, good creature, wheresoever she is. 
Her heart weighs sadly: this young maid might do her 
A shrewd turn, if she pleas'd. 

Hd, How do you mean? 

May be the amorous count solicits her 
In the unlawfid purpose. 

Wid. He does indeed; 

And brokes with all that can in such a suit 
Corrupt the tender honour of a maid: 
But she is arm'd for him, and keeps her guard 
In honestest defence. 

Mar, The gods forbid elsel 

Wid, So, now they come: — 

Enter Sbbtrax, Pabollbs, and the JFlorenHne army tofth 

drum and colours. 

That is Antonio, the duke's eldest son; 
That, £scalus. 

Hd. Which is the Frenchman? 

Dia, He; 

That with the plume: 'tis a most gallant fellow. 
I would he lov'd his wife: if he were honester, 
He were much goodlier: is 't not a handsome gentleman? 

Hd, 1 like him well. 

Dia, 'Tis pity he's not honest: yond's'that same knave 
That leads him to these passes: were I his lady, 
I'd poison that vile rascal. 

Hd. Whichishe? 
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Dia. That jack-ai^-apet with scarfs : why is he melancholy ? 

fTe/. Perchance he's hurt i' the Vattle. 

Par, Lose our dram ! well. 

Mcar, He's shrewdly yez'd at somethii^: look, be has 
spied us. 

Wid. Many, hang yon! 

Mar. And your courtesy, for a ring-canier! 

[Exeunt Bertram^ ParoUm^ ffc, 

Wid. The troop is past. Come, pilgrim, 1 will bring yen 
Where you shall host: of eigoin'd penitents 
There's four or five, to Ghreat Saint Jaques bound, 
Already at my house. 

Hd, I humbly thank yon: 

Please it this matron and this gentle maid 
To eat with us to-night, the charge and thanking 
Shall be for me; and, to requite you further, 
I will bestow some precepts of this virgin 
Worthy the note. 

Both. Well take your offer kmdly. [Beeimt. 

ScBNB VI. Camp before Florence. 

Enter Bebtbam and the two French Lords. 

First Lord. Nay, good my lord, put him to 't; let him 
have his way. 

Sec. Lord. If your lordii^ilp find lum not a hiidmg, hold 
me no more in your respect. 

First Lard. On my life, my lord, a bubble. 

Ber. Do yon think I am so far deceived in him? 

First Lord. Beliere it, my lord, in mine own direct know- 
ledge, without any malice, but to speak of him as my kins- 
man, he's a most notable coward, an infinite and endless liar, 
an hourly promise-breaker, the owner of no one good quality 
worthy your lordcdiip's entertainment. 

Sec. Lord, it were fit you knew him; lest, reposimg too 
far in his virtue, which he hath not, he might al sonw great 
and trusty business, in a main danger, fail you.j 
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Ber. I would I knew inirbat particular sctioii tx> tiyhim. 

Sec. Lord. None better than to let him fetch off his dmm, 
whidi 70a hear him so eonfidentlj imdeitake to da 

First Lord. I , wiih a troop of Fkn^ntmes , will nddealj 
soipriBe him; such I will httre, whom, I am suve, he knows 
not from the enemy: we will bind aad hoodwink 1dm so, that 
he shall mppum^ no other Imt that he is carried into the 
leagaer of ^e adTersaries, when we bimg him to our own 
tents* Be bat your lordship present at his esamination: if 
he do not, for the promise of hk Wh, aad in the highest c<Hn- 
pulsion of base fear, offer to betray you, and deliver aU the 
intelligence in his power against you, and that with the divine 
forfeit of his soul upon oa^^ never trust my judgment in any 
thing. 

Sec. Lord. 0, for the love of laughter, let him fetch off 
his drum; he says he has a stratagem for 't: when your lord- 
ship sees the bottom of his success in 't, and to what metal 
this counterfeit lump of ore will be melted, if you give him 
not John Drum's entertainment, your inclinbg cannot be re- 
moved. — Here he comes. 

First Lord, 0, for the love of laughter, hinder not the 
humour of his design: let him fetch off his dram la any hand. 

Entisr Pabollbs. 

Ber. How now, monsieur I this drum sticks sorely in your 
disposition. 

See. Lord. A pox on % let it go ; 'tis but a drum. 

Par. But a dnunt is 't but a drum? A dmm so lost? — 
There was excellent command, — to charge in with our horse 
upon our own wings, and to r^tid our own soldiers!' 

Sec. Lord. That was not to be blamed in the command 
of tiie service: it was a disaster of war that Csssar himself 
could not have prevented, if he had been there to command. 

Ber. WeU, we cannot great^ condemn our success : some 
dishonour we had in tiie loss of that drum; but it is not to< be 
recovered. 

Hxp. It might have been reeorered. 
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Ber, It might; but it is not now. 

Par. It is to be recovered: but that the merit of service 
is seldom attributed to the trae and exact performer, I would 
have that drmn or another, or hicjacel, 

Ber, Why, if you have a stomach to 't, monsieur, if 70a 
think your mystery in stratagem can bring this instrument of 
honour again into his native quarter, be magnanimous in the 
enterprise, and go on; I will grace the attempt for a worthy 
exploit: if you speed well in it, the duke shall both speak of 
it, and extend to you what further becomes his greatness, even 
to the utmost syllable of your worthiness. 

Par, By the hand of a soldier, I will undertake it. 

Ber, But you must not now slumber in it. 

Par, TVl about it this evening: and I will presently pen 
down my dilemmas, encourage myself in my certainty, put 
myself into my mortal preparation; and, by midnight, look to 
hear further from me. 

Ber, May I be bold to acquaint his grace you are gone 
about it? 

Par, I know not what the success wiU be, my lord; but 
the attempt I vow. 

Ber, I know thou'rt valiant; and, to the possibility of thy 
soldiership, wiU subscribe for thee. Farewell. 

Par, I love not many words. [Exit, 

Ftrst Lord, No more than a fish loves water. — Is not this 
a strange fellow, my lord, that so confidently seems to under- 
take this business, which he knows is not to be done; danms 
himself to do, and dares better be damned than to do *t? 

Sec, Lord, You do not know him, my lord, as we do: 
certaiu it is, that he will steal himself into a man's favour, 
and for a week escape a great deal of discoveries; but when 
you find him out, you have him ever after. 

Ber, Why, do you think he will make no deed at all of 
this, that so seriously he does address himself unto? 

Rr»t Lord, None in the world; but return with an inven- 
tion, and clap upon you two or three probable lies: bat we 
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have almost embossed him, — 70a shall see his fiJl to-night; 
for indeed he is not for your lordship's respect 

Sec. Lord. We'll make you some sport with the fox, ere 
we case him. He was first smoked by the old Lord Lafeu: 
when his disguise and he is parted, tell me what a sprat yon 
shall find him; which you shall see this reiy night. 

Hrst Lord, I must go look my twigs: he skall be caught 

Ber, Your brother, he shall go along with me. 

Furst Lord, As 't please your lordship : 1*11 leaye you. 

' [Exit, 

Ber. Now will 1 lead yon to the house , and show you 
The lass I spoke of. 

Sec. Lord, But you say she's honest 

Ber. That's all the fault: I spoke with her but once , 
And found her wondrous cold; but I sent to her. 
By this same coxcomb that we have i' the wind, 
Tokens and letters which she did re-send; 
And this is all IVe done. She's a fair creature: 
Will you go see her? 

Sec. Lord. With aU my heart, my lord. [Eumit, 

ScswB VU. Florence. A room in the Widow's house. 

Enter Hblbia and Widow. 

Hel. If you misdoubt me that I am not she , 
I know not how I shall assure you further. 
But I shall lose the grounds I work upon. 

Wid. Though my estate be fall'n, I was well bom, 
Nothing acquainted with these businesses; 
And would not put my reputation now 
In any staining act 

Hel. Nor would I wish you. 

First, give me trust, the county is my husband, 
And what to your sworn counsel I have spoken 
Is so from wcnrd to word; and then you cannot, 
By the good aid that I of you shall borrow, 
£rr in bestowing it 

Wid. I should believe you; 

Shdknpeari. 11, 9 



130 all's WfSLL THAT VSDB WELL. [ACTIO. 

For you have showed me that which well approves 
YonVe great in fortune. 

Hel. Take this purse of gold, 

And let me bnj your friendly help tiius far, 
Which I will over-pay and pay again, 
When I have found it. The county woos your daughter, 
Lays down his wanton siege before her beauty, 
Besolv'd to caiTy her: let her, in fine, consent, 
As we'll direct her how 'tis best to bear it; 
Now his important blood will naught deny 
That she'll demand: a ring the county wears, 
That downward hath succeeded in his house 
From son to son , some four or five descents 
Since the first father wore it: this ring he holds 
In most rich choice; yet, in his idle fire, 
To buy his will, it would not seem too dear, 
Howe'er repented after. 

Wid, Now I see 

The bottom of your purpose. 

Hel, You see it lawful, then : it is no more , 
But that your daughter , ere she seems as won , 
Desires this ring; appoints him an encounter; 
In fine , delivers me to fill the time , 
Herself most chastely absent: after this. 
To many her, I'll add three thousand crowns 
To what is past already. 

Wid, 1 have yielded: 

Instruct my daughter how she shall pers^ver. 
That time and place with this deceit so lawM 
May prove coherent. Every night he comes 
With music of all sorts, and songs composed 
To her unworthiness: it nothing steads us 
To chide him from our eaves; for he persists, 
As if his Ufe lay on 't 

Hel. Why, then, to-night 

Let us assay our plot; which, if it speed, 
Is wicked meaning in a lawful deed , 
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And lawM meaniiig in a wieked act; 

Where both not sin, and yet a ednfiil &et: 

fiat let's about it [fiemml. 

ACT IV. 
Son I. WiAoui the Florentine camp. 

Enter FiistFreneh Lord, wilkfioe or eix Soldien m aa^ush, 

Mrst Lord. He can oome no other way but by this hedge- 
comer. When yon sally upon him, speak what terrible lan- 
guage yon will, — though you understand it not yourselves, 
no matter; for we must not seem to understand him, unless 
some one among us, whom we must produce for an interpreter. 

Fhrst Sold. Qood captain, let me be the interpreter. 

Fbrsl Lord. Art not acquainted with him? knows he not 
thy voice? 

Fbret Sold. No, sir, I warrant you. 

First Lord. But what Unsey-woolsey hast thou to speak 
to us again? 

Farst Sold, E'en such as you speak to me. 

First Lord. He must think us some band of strangers i' 
the adversary's entertainment Now, he hath a smack of all 
neighbouring languages; therefore we must every one be a 
man of his own fancy, not to know what we speak one to 
another; so we seem to know, is to know straight our pur- 
pose: choughs' language, gabble enough, and good enough. 
As for you, interpreter, you must seem very politic. — But 
couch, ho! here he comes, — to beguile two hours in a sleep, 
and then to return and swear the lies he forges. 

^ Enter Pabollbb. 
Par. Ten o'clock: within these three hours 'twill be time 
enough to go home. What shall 1 say I have done? It must 
be a very plausive invention that carries it: they begin to 
smoke me ; and disgraces have of late knocked too often at 
my door. I find my tongue is too foolhardy; but my heart 
hath the fear of Mars before it and of his creatures , not daring 
the reports of my tongue. 

9* 
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Hr«/ Zord. [a«t&] Thifl 10 the first truth that e'er thine 
own tongae was guilty of. 

Par. What tike devil should move me to undertake the 
recovery of this drum, being not ignorant of the impossibility, 
and knowing I had no such purpose? 1 must give myself 
some hurts, and say I got them in exploit: yet slight ones 
will not carry it; they will say, " Came you off with so little?" 
and great ones I dare not give. Wherefore, what's the in- 
stance ? Tongue, I must put you into a batter* woman's mouth, 
and buy myself another of Bajazet's mute, if you prattle me 
into these perils. 

JFirst Lord, [aside] Is it possible ha should know what he 
is, and be that he is? 

Par. I would the cutting of my garments would serve the 
turn , or the breaking of my Spanish sword. 

Fbrst Lord, [aside] We cannot afford you so. 

Par, Or the baring of my beard; and to say it was in 
stratagem. 

Mrst Lord, [aside] 'Twould not do. 

Par, Or to drown my clothes, and say I was stripped — 

Rrst Lord, [aside] Hardly serve. 

Par, Though I swore I leaped from the window of the 
citadel — 

First Lord, [aside] How deep? 

Par. Thir^ fathom. 

First Lord, [aside] Three great oaths would scarce make 
that be believed. 

Par. I would I had any drum of the enemy's: 1 would 
swear I recovered it. ' 

First Lord, [aside] You shall hear one anon. 

[Alarum wiikin. 

Par. A drum now of the enemy's 1 

Fh'st Lord. Throca movousus, cargo, cargo , cargo. 

ML Cargo, cargo , cargo, viUiandapar corbo, cargo. 

Par, 0, ransom, ransom! — do not hide mine eyes. 

[ They seize and blindfold him. 

First Sold, Boskos ihromuldo boskos. 
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Par. I know you are the Muskos* regiment; 
And I shall lose my life for want of language: 
If there be here German, or Dane, low Dutch , 
Italian , or French, let him speak to me; 
I will dbcover that which shaU undo 
The Florentine. 

First Sold, Boshos vauvado: — 
I understand thee , and can speak thy tongue : — 
Kerelybonto: — sir, 

Betake thee to thy faith , for seventeen poniards 
Are at thy bosom. 

Par, 01 

JFtrsi Sold, 0, pray, pray, pray! — 

Manka revania dtdche. 

Hrst Lord. Oscorhi diUchos volivorco. 

First Sold. The general is content to spare thee yet; 
And, hoodwinked as thou art, will lead thee on 
To gather from thee : haply thou mayst inform 
Something to save thy life. 

Par, O, let me live! 

And all the secrets of our camp I'll show, 
Their force, their purposes; nay, I'll speak that 
Which you will wonder at. 

First Sold. But wilt thou faithfully? 

Par, If 1 do not, damn me 

First Sold, Acordojmta: — 

Come on; thou art granted space. 

[Exit, with Parolles guarded. A short alarum voiOdn, 

First Lord. Go, teD the Count Rousfllon, and my brother, 
We've caught the woodcock , and will keep him muffled 
Till we do hear from them. 

Sec. Sold. Captain, I will^ 

First Lord. 'A w31 betray us sJl unto ourselves : — 
Inform 'em that. 

Sec, Sold, So I wiU, sir. 

First Lord, Till then I'll keep him dark and safely lock'd. 

[Exeunt, 



184 all's WBLL that ends well. [act IV. 

SoENB n. JPlorenee. A room in the Widow's home. 

Enter Bkbtsam and Diana. 

Ber. They told me that your name was Fontibell. 

Dia, No , my good lord , Diana. 

Ber. Titled goddess; 

And worth it , with addition I But , fair soul , 
In your fine frame hath love no quality? 
If ike quick fire of youth light not your mind, 
You are no maiden, but a monument: 
When you are dead, you should be such a one 
As you are now, for you are cold and stem; 
And now you should be as your mother was 
When your sweet self was got. 

Dia, She then was honest. 

Ber, So should you be. 

Dia, No: 

My mother did but duty; such, my lord, 
As you owe to your wife. 

Ber, No more o' that, — 

I prithee, do not strive against my vows: 
I was compelled to her; but I love thee 
By love's own sweet constraint, and will for ever 
Do thee all rights of service. 

Dia, Ay, so you serve us 

Till we serve you; but when you have our roses. 
You barely leave our thorns to prick ourselves, 
And mock us with our bareness. 

Ber, How have I sworn! 

Dia, 'Tis not the many oaths that make the truth, 
But the plain single vow that is vow'd true. 
What is not holy, that we swear not by. 
But take the Highest to witness: then, pray you, tell me^ 
If I should swear by Jove's great attributes, 
I lov'd you dearly, would you believe my oaths, 
When I did love you ill? this has no holding, 
To swear to him whom I protest to love , 
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That I will work againBt him. Therefore your oaihB 
Are words and poor conditions; but unseal'd, — 
At least in my opinion. 

Ber, Change it, change it; 

Be not so holy-cruel: love is holy; 
And my integrily ne'er knew the crafts 
That yon do charge men with. Stand no more off, 
But give thyself unto my sick desires , 
Who then recoyer; say thou'rt mine, and ever 
My love as it begins shall so pers^yer. 

Dia. I see ^t men make hopes , in such a case , 
That we'll forsake ourselves. Giye me that ring. 

Ber, I'll lend it thee , my dear; but haye no power 
To give it from me. 

Dia WiH you not, my lord? 

Ber, It is an honour longing to our house , 
Bequeathed down £rom many ancestors; 
Which were the greatest obloquy i' the world 
In me to lose. 

Dm. Mine honour's such a ring : 

My chastily's the jewel of our house , 
Bequeathed down £rom many ancestors ; 
Which were the greatest obloquy i' the world 
In me to lose: thus your own proper wisdom 
Brings in the champion honour on my part , 
Against your vain assault. 

Ber, Here , take my ring : 

My house , mine honour , yea , my life , be thine , 
And I'll be bid by thee. 

Dia, When midnight comes, knock at my chamber- window : 
I'll order take my mother shall not hear. 
Now will I charge you in the band of truth , 
When you haye conquer'd my yet-maiden bed, 
Bemain there but an hour , nor speak to me : 
My reasons are most strong; and you shall know them 
When back again this ring shall be deHyer'd: 
And on your finger, in the night, I'll put 
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Another ring, that what in time proceeds 
May token to the future our past deeds. 
Adieu, till then; then fail not. You have won 
A wife of me, though there my hope he done. 

Ber, A heaven on earth IVe won by wooing thee. [Exit 
Dia. For which live long to thank both heaven and me ! 
You may so in the end. — 
My mother told me just how he would woo , 
As if she sat in 's heart; she says all men 
Have the like oaths : he h&s sworn to marry me 
When his wife's dead; therefore 1*11 lie with him 
When I am buried. Since Frenchmen are so braid , 
Marry that will, I live and die a maid: 
Only, in this disguise , I think 't no sin 
To cozen him that would unjustly win. [Exit. 

SoBNB III. The Florentine camp. 

Enter the two French Lords and two or three Soldiers. 

First Lord, You have not given him his mother's letter? 

Sec. Lord. I have delivered it an hour since: there is 
something in 't that stings his nature; for, on the reading it, 
he changed almost into another man. 

First Lord. He has much worthy blame laid upon him 
for shaking off so good a wife and so sweet a lady. 

Sec. Lord. Especially he bath incurred the everlasting 
displeasure of the king, who had even tuned his bounty to 
sing happiness to him. I will tell you a thing, but you shall 
let it dwell darkly with you. 

First Lord. When you have spoken it, 'tis dead, and I am 
the grave of it. 

Sec. Lord. He hath perverted a young gentlewcnnan here 
in Florence, of a most chaste renown ; and this night he fleshes 
his will in the spoil of her honour: he hath given her his 
monumental ring, and thinks himself made in the unohaste 
composition. 
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First Lord, Now, €k>d delaj our rebellion! as we are onr- 
sely e« , what tilings are we I 

Sec. Lord. Merely oar own traitorB. And as in the oom- 
mon course of all treasons, we still see them reveal theoiselTes, 
till they attain to their abhoired ends, so he that in this action 
contrives against his own nobility, in his proper stream 
overflows himself. 

Krst Lord. Is it not most damnable in ns, to be tram- 
peters of our unlawful intents ? We shall not , tiien , have his 
company to-night? • 

Sec. Lord. Not till after midnight; for he is dietedtohis hour. 

Rrst Lord. That approaches apace: I would gladly have 
him see his company anatomized, that he might take a measure 
of his own judgment, wherein so oorioosly he had set this 
counterfeit. 

Sec. Lord. We will not meddle with him till he come; for 
his presence must be the whip of the other. 

Hrst Lord. In the mean time, what hear you of these wars ? 

Sec Lord, I hear there is an overture of peace. 

Hrst Lord. Nay, I assure you, a peace concluded. 

Sec. Lord. What will Count Eousillon do then? will he 
travel higher, or return again into France? 

First Lord, I perceive, by this demand, you are not alto- 
gether of his council. 

Sec. Lord. Let it be forbid, sir! so should I be a great 
deal of his act 

First Lord. Sir, his wife, some two months since, fled from 
his house; her pretence a pilgrimage to Saint Jaques le 
Grand; which holy undertaking, with most austere sanctimony, 
she accomplished; and, there residing, the tenderness of her 
nature became as a prey to her grief; in fine, made a groan 
of her last breath; and now she sings in heavem. 

Sec. Lord. How is this justified? 

First Lord. The stranger part ol it by her own letters, 
which make her story true, even to tiie point of her death: 
her death itself, which could not be her office to say is oome, 
was faithfully confirmed by the rector of the place. 
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Sec. Lord, Hath the connt all this intelligenGe? 

Fh-st Lord, Ay, and the particular confirmations, point 
from point) to the full arming of the verily. 

Sec, Lord, I am heartily sorry that he'll be glad of this. 

First Lord, How mightily sometimes we make us comforts 
of our losses 1 

Sec, Lord, And how mightily some other times we drown 
our gain in tears! The great dignity that his valour hath 
here acquired for him shall at home be encountered with a 
shame as ample. 

Hrst Lord. The web of our life is of a mingled yam, good 
and ill together: our virtues would be proud, if our faults 
whipped them not; and our crimes would despair, if they 
were not cherished by our virtues. 

£kter a Servant. 
How now! Where's your master? 

Serv, He met the duke in the street, sir, of whom he hath 
taken a solemn leave: his lordship will next morning for 
France. The duke hath offered him letters of commendations 
to the king. [Exit, 

Sec, Lord, They shall be no more than needful there , if 
they were more than they can commend. 

First Lord. They cannot be too sweet for the king's tart- 
ness. Here's his lordship now. 

Enter Bebtsam. 
How now, my lord! is 't not after midnight? - 

Ber, I have to-night dispatched sixteen businesses, a 
month's length a-piece, by an abstract of success: I have 
conge'd wilh the duke, done my adieu with his nearest; 
buried a wife, mourned for her; writ to my lady mother I am 
returning; entertained my convoy; and between these main 
parcels of dispatch, effected many nicer needs: the last was 
the greatest, but that I have not ended yet. 

Sec, Lord, If the business be of any difficulty, and this 
morning your departure hence, it requires haste of your 
lordship. 
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Ber. I mean, the bnsmesB is not ended, as fearing to hear 
of it hereafter. But shall we have this dialogue between the 
fool and the soldier? — Come, bring forth this counterfeit 
model: lias deceived me, like a double-meaning prophesier. 

Sec. Lord. Bring him forth [Exeunt Soldiers]: — lias sat 
i' the stocks all night, poor gallant knave. 

Ber. No matter; hla heels have deserved it, in usurping 
his spurs so long. How does he carry himself? 

Sec. Lord. I have told your lordship already, — the stocks 
carry him. But, to answer you as you would be understood; 
he weeps like a wench that had shed her mUk: he hath con- 
fessed himself to Morgan, whom he supposes to be a Mar, 
from the time of his remembrance to this very instant disaster 
of his setting i' the stocks: and what think you he hath con- 
fessed? 

Ber. Nothing of me , has *a ? 

Sec. Lord. His confession is taken, and it shall be read 
to his face: if your lordship be in % as I believe you are, you 
must have the patience to hear it. 

Re-enter Soldiers, with Pasollbs muffled, 

Ber. A plague upon him! muffled! he can say nothing 
of me. 

Rrst Lord. Hush, hush I Hoodman comes I — Porto 
tartarossa. 

First Sold. He calls for the tortures: what will you say 
without 'em? 

Par. I will confess what I know without constraint: if ye 
pinch me like a pasty, I can say no more. 

First Sold. Bosko ckimurcho. 

First Lord. Boblibindo ckicunnurco. 

Farst Sold. You are a merciful general. — Our general 
bids you answer to what I shall ask you out of a note. 

Par. And truly, as I hope to live. 

Furst Sold, [reads] "First demand of him how many horse' 
the duke is strong." What say you to that? 

Par. Five or six thousand; but very weak and unservice- 
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able: the troops are all scattered, and the comoaanders very 
poor rogues, upon my repixtation and credit, and as I hope 
to live. 

Fkrat Sold. Shall I set down jour answer so? 

Par, Do: Til take the sacrament on't, how and which 
way you will. 

Ber, All's one to him. What a past-saving iUve is this I 

First Lord. You're deceived, my lord: this is Monsieur 
Parolles, the gallant militarist, — that was his own phrase, — 
that had the whole theoric of war in the knot of his scarf, and 
the practice in the chape of his dagger. 

Sec. Lord. I will neyer larust a man again for keeping his 
sword dean; nor believe he can have every thing in him by 
wearing his apparel neatly. 

JFirst Sold. Well, that's set down. 

Far. Five or six thousand horse', I said, — I will say 
true, — or thereabouts, set down, — for I'll speak truth. 

First Lord. He's very near the truth in this. 

Ber. But I con him no thanks for't, in the nature he 
delivers it. 

Par. Poor rogues, I pray you, say. 

First Sold. Well, that's set down. 

Par, I humbly thank you, sir. 

First Lord. A truth's a truth, — the rogues are marvellous 
poor. 

Furst Sold, [reads] ^^ Demand of him, of what strength they 
are a-foot." What say you to that? 

Par. By my troth, sir, if I were to die this present hour, 
I will tell true. Let me see: Spurio, a hundred and fifty; 
Sebastian, so many; Corambus, so many; Jaques, somiany; 
Guiltian, Cosmo, Lodowick, and Gratii, two hundred fi%- 
each; mine own company, Chitopher, Vaumond, Bentii, two 
hundred fifty each: so that the musterfile, rotten and sound, 
upon my life, amounts not to fifteen thousand poll; half of 
the which dare not shake the snow from off their cassocks, 
lest they shake thenselves to pieces. 

Ber, What shall be done to him? 
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Ftrst Lord. Nothing, but let him have thanks. — Demand 
of him my condition, and what credit I have with the duke. 

BrstSold, Weil, that's set down. [Reads] "You shall 
demand of him, whetiier one Captain Damain be i* the camp, 
a Frenchman; what his reputation is with the duke; what his 
valour, honesl^, and expertness in wars; or whether he thinks 
it were not possible, with well- weighing sums of gold, to 
corrupt him to a revolt." What say you to this? what do you 
know of it? 

Par, I beseech you, let me answer to the particular of 
the inter'gatories: demand them singly. 

First Sold. Do you know this Captain Dumain? 

Par, I know hhn: 'a was a botcher's 'prentice in Paris, 
from whence he was whipped for getting the shrieve's fool 
with child, — a dumb innocent, that could not say him nay. 

[First Lord lifts up his hand in anger, 

Ber. Nay, by your leave, hold your hands; though I 
know his brains are forfeit to the next tile that falls. 

First Sold, Well, is this captain in the Duke of Florence's 
camp? 

Par, Upon my knowledge, he is, and lousy. 

First Lord. Nay, look not so upon me; we shall hear of 
your lordship anon. 

First Sold, What is his reputation with the duke? 

Par, The duke knows him for no other but a poor officer 
of mine; and writ to me this other day to turn him out o' the 
band: I think I have his letter in my pocket. 

First Sold. Marry, we'll search. 

Par. In good sadness, I do not know; either it is there, or 
it is upon a file, with the duke's other letters, in my tent. 

First Sold. Here 'tis; here's a paper: shall I read it to 
you? 

Par. I do not know if it be it or no. 

Ber, Our interpreter does it well. 

First Lord, Excellently. 

Fb'st Sold, [reads] 

*^Dian, the count's a fool, and fall of gold," — 
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Par, That is not the duke's letter, sir; that is an adver- 
tisement to a proper maid in Florence, one Diana, to take 
heed of the allurement of one Connt BousiUon, a foolish idle 
boy, but, for all that, yeiy mttish: I pray 70a, sir, put it up 
again. 

First Sold. Nay, I'll read it first, by your favour. 
Par, My meaning in *t, I protest, was very honest in the 
behalf of the maid; for I knew the young count to be a dan- 
gerous and lascivious boy, who is a whale to virginity, and 
devours up all the fry it finds. 

Ber, Damnable, both-sides rogue ! 
First Sold, [re<ids] 
«When he swears oaths, bid him drop gold, and take it; 
After he scores, he never pays the score: 
Half won is match well made; match, and well make it; 

He ne*er pays after-debts , take it before ; 
And say a soldier, Dian, told thee this. 
Men are to mell with, boys are but to Idss: 
For count of this, the coimt's a fool, I know it. 
Who pays before, but not when he does owe it 
Thine, as he vowed to thee in thine ear, 

Pabolles." 

Ber, He shall be whipped through the army, with this 
rhyme in 's forehead. 

Sec. Lord. This is your devoted friend , sir, the manifold 
linguist, and the armipotent soldier. 

Ber. I could endure any thing before but a cat, and now 
he's a cat to me. 

First Sold. 1 perceive, sir, by our general's looks, we shall 
be fain to hang you. 

Par. My life, sir, in any case: not that I am afraid to 
die; but that, my offences being many, I would repent out the 
remainder of nature: let me Uve, sir, in a dungeon, i' the 
stocks, or any where, so I may live. 

First Sold. We'll see what may be done , so you confess 
freely; therefore, once more to this Captain Dumain: you 
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kaye answered to hk reputation with the duke, and to his 
valour: what is his honesty? 

Par. He will steal, sbr, an egg out of a cloister: for 
rapes and ravishments he paralleb Nessus : he professes not 
keeping of oaths; in breaking 'em he is stronger than Her- 
cules: he will lie, sir, with such volubility, that you would 
think truth were a fool: drunkenness is his best virtue, for he 
will be swine-drunk; and in his sleep he does little harm, 
save to his bed-clothes about him; but they know his con- 
ditions, and lay him in straw. I have but little more to say, 
sir, of his honesly: he has every thing that an honest man 
should not have; what an honest man should have, he has 
nothing. 

Mrst Lord, I begin to love him for this. 

Ber. For this description of thine honesty? A pox upon 
him for me, he*s more and more a cat. 

First Sold, What say you to his expertness in war? 

JPar. Faith, sir, "has led the drum before the English tra- 
gedians, — to belie him, I will not, — and more of his soldier- 
ship I know not; except, in that country he had the honour 
to be the officer at a place there called Mile-end, to instruct 
for the doubling of files: I would do the man what honour I 
can, but of this I am not certain. 

First Lord, He hath out- villained villany so far, that the 
rarity redeems him. 

Ber. A pox on him, he's a cat still. 

First Sold, His qualities being at this poor price , I need 
not to ask you if gold will corrupt him to revolt. 

Par, Sir, for a cardecu he will sell the fee-simple of his 
salvation, the inheritance of it; and cut the entail from all re- 
mainders, and a perpetual succession for it perpetually. 

First Sold, What's his brother, the other Captain Du- 
main? 

Sec, Lord, Why does he ask him of me? 

First Sold, What's he? 

Par, E'en a crow o' the same nest; not altogether so 
great as the first in goodness, but greater a great deal in evil: 
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he excels his brother for a coward , yet his brofher is reputed 
one of the best that is: in a retreat he outruiiB anj laekej^v 
many, la coming on he has the cramp. 

Fh-gt Sold, If your life be sayed, will you undertake to 
betray the Florentine? 

Par. Ay, and the captain of his horse, Count Eou^illon. 

Ptrgt Sold. Ill whisper with the general, and know his 
pleasure. 

Par. [aside] I'll no more drumming; a plague of all drums I 
Only to seem to deserve well, and to beguile the supposition 
of that lasciyious young boy the count, have I run into this 
danger: yet who would have suspected an ambush where I 
was taken? 

First Sold. There is no remedy, sir, but you must die: 
the general says, you that have so traitorously discovered the 
secrets of your army, and made such pestiferous reports of 
men very nobly held, can serve the world for no honest use; 
therefore you must die. — Gome, headsman, off with his head. 

Air. Lord, sir, let me live, or let me see my death! 

First Sold. That shall yOu, and take your leave of all 
your friends. [UnmuffUng Mn. 

So, look about you: know you any here? 

Ber, Good morrow, noble captain. 

Sec. Lord. God bless you, Captain ParoUes. 

Fbrst Lord. God save you, noble captain. 

Sec. Lord. Captain, what greeting will you to my Lord 
Lafeu? I am for fVance. 

First Lord. Good captain, will you give me a copy of the 
sonnet you writ to Diana in behalf of the Count BousiUon? 
an I were not a veiy coward, Td compel it of you: but fare 
you welL [Exeunt Bertram and Lords. 

First Sold. You are undone, captain; all but your scar^ 
that has a knot on 't yet. 

Par. Who cannot be crushed witii a plot? 

First Sold. If you oonld find out a country where but 
women were that had received so much shame, you might 
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begin an impndent nation. Fare ye well, sir; I am fbrlVanee 
too: W6 ahall i^eak of yon there. [Bxii mA SfUdmn. 

Par. Yet am I thankfol: if my heart were great, 
Twonld burst at this. Captain TU be no more; 
But I will eat and drink, and fdeep as soft 
Aa captain shall: simply the thing I am 
Shall make me liye. Who knows himself a braggart , 
Let him fear this; for it will eome to pass, 
That every braggart shall be found an ass. 
Bust, sword! co(^, blushes! and, Parolles, live 
Safest in shame! bemg fooFd, by foolery thriTe! 
There's place and means for eveiy man alive, 
m after them. [ExO. 

ScBNs lY. Florence. A roam m ike Widow^s house* 

Enter Hblkhx, Widow, and Diana. 

HeL That you may well perceive I have not wrong*d you, 
One of the greatest in the Christian world 
Shall be my surety; *fore whose throne 'tis needful. 
Ere I can perfect mine intents, to kneel: 
Time was, I did him a desired office, 
Dear almost as his life; which gratitude 
Through flinty Tartar's bosom would peep forth. 
And answer, thanks: I duly am inform'd 
His grace is at Marseilles; to which place 
We have convenient convoy. You must know , 
I am supposed dead: the army breaking. 
My husband hies him home; where, heaven aiding, 
And by the leave of my good lord the king , 
Well be before our welcome. 

Wid. Gkntle madam, 

You never had a servant to whose trust 
Your business was more welcome. 

Hel. Nor you , mistress , 

Ever a friend whose thoughts more truly labour 
To recompense your love : doubt not but heaven 
Hath brought me up to be your daughter's dower, 

Shakesptare, IL 10 
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As it hath &ted her to be my motiTe 
And helper to a hnsband. But, Bbttoge menl 
That can muix sweet me make of what tiiey hate, 
When aaacy tnutiDg of the cozen'd OionglitB 
Defiles the pitchy ni^htl bo loat doth play 
With what it loathes, for that which is away: 
Bat more of this hereafter. — Yon, Diana, 
Under my poor inatmctions yet must suffer 
SimiethiDg in 119 behalf. 

Dia. Let death and honea^ 

Qo with your impositioiu, 1 am yours 
Up<ni your will to snffer. 

Hd. Yet, I pray yon: 

But, with the word, Uie time will bnng on sammer, 
When briers shall hare leares as well as thorns, 
And be as sweet as sharp. We must away; 
Onr wagon is prepar'd, and time rerivea ub: 
Ail's well that ends weU: still the fine's the crown; 
■Whate'er the course, the end ie the renown. [Exeunt 

ScesbV. RoufiUon. A room in the houte of the CovatMn. 

Enter Conntesa, Tiiwwu, and Clown. 
Laf. No, no, no, your son was misled with a enipt-tafieta 
fellow there, whose nllanous saffion would have made all the 
ibaked and doughy youth of a natios in hia colour: your 
lOghter-in-law had been alive at this hour, and your son 
'e at home, more advanced by the king than by that red- 
led humble-bee I speak of. 

Count. I would he had not known him! it was the death 

if the most rirtuons gentlewoman tbat ever natore had praise 

,. .or creating : if she had partaken of my fiesh, and cost me the 

.laeareat groans of a motlier, I could not have owed her a mete 

^V>oted love. 

Ziaf. 'Twas a good lady, 'twas a good lady; we may pick 
thonaand aalada ere we light on each another herb. 

Clo. Indeed, sir, she was the Bweet-magoram of the salad, 
: rother, the herb of grace. 
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Laf, They are not salad-herbs, joa knaTe; they are noee- 
herbs. 

do. I am no great Nebnchadneagar, sir; Ihare notmueh 
skill in grass. 

Laf, Whether dost thou profess thyself, — a knave or a 
fool? 

Ch, A fool, sir, at a woman's service, and a knave at a 
man's. 

Laf. Your distinction? 

Clo. I would cozen the man of his wife, and do his service* 

Laf. So you were a knave at his service , indeed. 

Clo. And I would give his wife my bauble, sir, to do her 
service. 

Laf. I will subscribe for thee, thou art both knave and 
fool. 

Clo. At your service. 

Laf. No, no, no. 

Qo. Why, sir, if I cannot serve you, I can serve as great 
a prince as you are. 

Laf Who's that? a Frenchman? 

Clo. Faith, sir, 'a has an £nglish name; but his phisnomy 
is more hotter in France than there. 

Laf. What prince is that? 

Clo. The black prince, sir; o/itu, the prince of darkness; 
aliaSy the devil. 

Laf. Hold thee, there 's my purse: I give thee not this to 
suggest thee from thy master thou talkest of; serve him still. 

Clo. I am a woodland feUow, sir, that always loved a 
great fire; and the master I speak of ever keeps a good fire. 
But, since he is the prince of the world, let his nobility remain 
in's court. I am for the house with the narrow gate , which I 
take to be too little for pomp to enter: some that humble 
themselves may; but the many will be too chill and tender, 
and they'll be for the flowery way that leads to the broad 
gate and the great fire. 

Laf. Gk) thy wa3rs, I begin to be a-weaiy of thee; and I 
tell thee so before, because I would not fall out with thee* 

10» 



148 all's vzll that hkbs wkil. [act it. 

Go &7 ways: let n^ faonet be well looked to, without ai^ 

Go. If I pot &117 tricks upon 'em, sir, Qiej shall be jades' 
tiick«; which are their own right b; the law of natore. [BtiL 

Laf. A shrewd knave and an unhappy. 

Count. So he is. My lord that's gone made himself much 
sport ont of him ; bj his anthori^ he remains heie , which be 
thinks is-apatent for his sanciness; and, indeed, be has no 
place , hat runs where he will. 

Laf. I like him well; 'tis not amiss. And I was abont to 
tell 70a, since I heard of the good lady's death, and that my 
Imrd your son was npon his return home, I moved the king my 
master to speak in the behalf of my daughter; which, in the 
minority of them both, his majesty, ont of a Belf-giacions re- 
membrance, did first propose: his highness hath pTOmiaed me 
to do it: and, to stop up the diapleasnre he bath conceived 
against your son, there is no fitter matter. How does yonr 
ladyship like it? 

Cotint. With very much content, my Iwd; and I wish it 
happily effected. 

Laf. His highness comes post frmn ManeiQes, of as able 
body as when he numbered thirty: he will be here te-monrgw, 
or I am deceived by him that in snob intelligence hath seldom 
^led. 

Count. Itrejoicesme, tbatlbopelshallseeldmeteldie. 
I have letters that myson will be here to-night: I shall beseech 
yonr lordship to remain with me tUl they meet together. 

Laf. Madam , i was thinking with what manners I might 
. safely be admitted. 

Count. Yon need but plead yonr honourable privilege. 

T.af, Lady, ol that 1 have made a hold charter; but, I 
my Ood , it b<dds yet 

Re-enler QiOWiL 
I. O madam, yonder'a my lord yonr aon with a patdi 
'et on's foce: whether there be a scar under^ or no, the 
know!) but tis a goodly patch of velvet: Ida left cheek 
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uaeheekof twopUeandabalf, but his liglit eheek is worn 
bate. 

Grant A ecar nobl/ got, or a noble ecar, is a good Vmrj 
of bonour; bo belike is that 

Go. But it is your carbonadoed £ftce. 

Laf. Let us go see your son, I pray you: I long to talk 
witb the yonng noble soldier. 

do. Faith, there's a dosen of 'em, with delicate fine hats, 
and most ooorteons feathers, which bow the head and nod at 
man. [EseeufU, 

ACT V. 
ScBsa I. MarseiUes. A street 

JBnter Heuoia, Widow, and Doha, with itoo Attendants. 

Ed. But this exceeding posting day and night 
Must wear your spirits low; we cannot help it: 
But, since youVe made the days and nights as one, 
To wear your gentle limbs in my affairs, 
Be bold yon do so grow in my requital 
As nothing can unroot you. — In happy time ; — 

Enter a Gkntleman. 
This man may help me to his majesty's ear. 
If he would spend his power. — Gk>d save you, sir. 

Gmt. And you. 

Hel. Sir, I have seen you in the court of France. 

Gent. I have been sometimes there. 

Eel, I do presume, sir, that you are not fallen 
From the report that goes upon your goodness; 
And therefore, goaded with most sharp occasions. 
Which lay nice manners by, I put you to 
The use of your own virtues; for the which 
I shall continue thankful. 

Gent. What's your will? 

Eel. That it will please you 
To give this poor petition to the king; 
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And aid me with that store of power you have 
To come into his presence. 

Gent. The king's not here. 

Hel. Not here, sir! 

Gent. Not, indeed: 

He hence remov'd last night, and with more haste 
Than is his use. 

Wid. Lord , how we lose onr pains I 

HeL All's well that ends well yet, 
Though time seem so adverse and means unfit. — 
I do beseech you, whither is he gone? 

Gent. Marry, as I take it, to Bousillon; 
Whither I am going. 

Hel. I do beseech you, sir, 

Since you are like to see the king before me , 
Commend the paper to his gracious hand; 
Which, 1 presume, shall render you no blame. 
But rather make you thank your pains for it 
I will come after you with what good speed 
Our means will make us means. 

Gent. This 111 do for you. 

Hel. And you shall find yourself to be well thank'd. 
Whatever falls more. — We must to horse again: — 
Go, go, provide. [Exeunt. 

ScBNB n. Rousillon. TTie inner court of the house of (he 

Countess. 

r 

Enter Clown and Pabollbb. 

Par. Gk)od Monsieur Lavache, give my Lord Lafeu this 
letter: I have ere now, sir, been better known to you, when 1 
have held familiarity with fresher clothes; but I am now, sir, 
mudded in Fortune's mood, and smell somewhat strong of 
her strong displeasure. 

CZo. Truly, Fortune^B displeasure is but sluttish, if it 
smell so strongly as thou speakest of: I will henceforth eat 
no fish of Fortune's buttering. Prithee, allow the wind. 
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Par. Nay, yoa need not to stop jonr nose, air; I spake 
but by a metaphor. 

Go. Indeed, sir, if your metaphor stink, I will stop my 
nose; or against any man's metaphor. Prithee, get thee 
further. 

Pur, Pray you, sir, deliver me this paper. 

Clo. Foh, prithee, stand away: a paper from Fortone's 
close-stool to give to a noblemani Look, here he comes 
himself. 

Enter Lafbu. 
Here is a pur of Fortune's, sir, or of Fortune's cat, — but not 
a musk-cat, — that has fallen into the unclean fishpond of 
her displeasure, and, as he says, is mudded withal: pray you, 
sir, use the carp as you may; for he looks like a poor, de- 
cayed, ingenious, foolish, rascally knave. I do pily his dis- 
tress m my similes of comfort, and leave him to your lordship. 

[Exit. 

Par. My lord, I am a man whom Fortune hath cruelly 
scratched. 

Laf. And what would you have me to do? 'tis too late 
to pare her nails now. Wherein have you played the knave 
with Fortune, that she should scratch you, who of herself is 
a good lady, and would not have knaves thrive long under 
her? There's a cardecu for you: let the justices m^e you 
and Fortune friends; I am for other business. 

Par. I beseech your honour to hear me one single word. 

Laf. You beg a single penny more: come, you shall ha't; 
save your word. 

Par. My name , my good lord , is Parolles. 

Laf. You beg more than one word, then. — Cox' my 
passion! give me your hand: — how does your drum? 

Par. O my good lord, you were the first that found me ! 

Laf. Was I, in sooth? and I was the first that lost thee. 

Par. It lies in you, my lord, to bring me m some gilace, 
for you did bring me out. 

Laf. Out upon thee, knave! dost thou put upon me at 
once both the ofGice of Gk>d and the devil? one brings thee in 
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grace, and the other brings thee <mt. [Trumpeit 9aundJ] The 
king's commg; I know hj his trumpets. — Shrrah, inquire 
farther after me; I had talk of 70U last night: though you 
are a fool and a knaye, you shall eat; go to, follow. 

Par, I praise Gk)d for you. [Exeunt. 

SoBNB III. The same, A roam in the houee of ihs Countess. 

Flourish, Enter Eong, Countess, iLivsu, Lords, Gentlemen, 

Guards, &c. 

EJmg. We lost a jewel of her; and our esteem 
Was made much poorer by it: but your son, 
As mad in folly, lack'd the sense to know 
Her estimation home. 

Count, 'Tis past, my liege; 

And I beseech your majesty to make it 
Natural rebellion, done i* the blaze of youth; 
When oil and fire, too strong for reason's force, 
O'erbear it, and bum on. 

King, My honour'd lady, 

I have forgiven and forgotten all; 
Though my rerenges were high-bent upon him. 
And watch'd the time to shoot. 

Laf. This I must say, — 

But first I beg my pardon, — the young lord 
Did to his majesty, his mother, and his lady. 
Offence of mighty note; but to himself 
The greatest wrong of all: he lost a wife, 
Whose beauty did astonish the survey 
Of richest eyes ; whose words all ears took captive; 
Whose dear perfection hearts that scom'd to serve 
Humbly call'd mistress. 

King. Praising what is lost 

Makes the remembrance dear. — Well, call him hither; — 
We're reconcil'd, and the first view shall kill 
All repetition: — let him not ask our pardon; 
The nature of his great offence is dead, 
\nd deeper than oblivion we do buiy 
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Th' incemring relics of it: let liim approach , 
A stranger, no offiander; and infonn hbn 
So 'tis our will he should. 

First Genu I shall, my liege. [ExiL 

Kmg, What says he to your daughter? have yon spoke? 

Laf, All tiiat he is hath reference to yonr highness. 

King. Then shall we have a match. IVe letters sent me 
That set him hi^ in &me. 

Enter Batkam, with First G^entLeman. 

Laf. He looks well on't. 

Eing. I am not a day of season, 
For thou mayst see a sonshine and a hail 
In me at once: but to the brightest beams 
Distracted clouds give way; so stand thou forth. 
The time is fair again. 

Ber, My high-repented bhunes, 

Dear sovereign, pardon to me. 

King. All is whole; 

Not one word more of the consumM time. 
Let's take the instant by the forward top; 
For we are old, and on our quick'st decrees 
Th' inaudible and noiseless foot of Time 
Steals ere we can effect them You remember 
The daughter of this lord? 

Ber. Admiringly, my Hege: at first 
I stuck my choice upon her, ere my. heart 
Durst make too bold a herald of my tongue : 
Where the impression of mine eye infixing, 
CJontempt his scornful perspective did lend me, 
Which warp*d the line of every other favour; 
Scom'd a fair colour, or ezpress*d it stol'n; 
Extended or contracted all proportions 
To a most hideous object: thence it came 
That she whom all men pnds'd, and whom myself, 
Since I have lost, have lov'd, was in mine eye 
The dnst that did offend it 
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Ktng, Well ezcus'd: 

That thou didst Ioto her, stiikeB some scores away 
From the great compt: hut love that comes too late, 
Like a remorseful pardon slowly carried, 
To the great sender turns a sour ofPence, 
dying, '^ That's good that's gone." Our rasher faults 
Make trivial price of serious things we have. 
Not knowing them until we know their grave: 
Oft our displeasures, to ourselves unjust, 
Destroy our friends, and after weep their dust: 
Our old love waking cries to see what's done , 
While shameful hate sleeps out the afternoon. 
Be this sweet Helen's knell , and now forget her. 
Send forth your amorous token for fair Maudlin: 
The main consents are had; and here we'll stay 
To see our widower's second marriage-day. 

Count, Which better than the first, dear heaven, bless! 
Or, ere they meet, in me, nature, cesse! 

Laf. Come on, my son, in whom my house's name 
Must be digested, give a favour from you. 
To sparkle in the spirits of my daughter, 
That she may quickly come. — [Bertram gives a ring to Lafe^i, 

By my old beard. 
And every hair that's on't, Helen, that's dead. 
Was a sweet creature: such a ring as this. 
The last time, ere she took her leave at court, 
I saw upon her finger. 

Ber. Hers it was not. 

King. Now, pray you, let me see it; for mine eye, 
AVhile I was speaking, oft was fasten'd to 't. — 
This ring was mine; and, when I gave it Helen, 
I bade her, if her fortunes ever stood 
Necessitied to help, that by this token 
I would relieve her. Had you that craft, to reave her 
Of what should stead her most? 

Ber, My gracious sovereign, 
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Hawe'er it pleases jon to take It so. 
The ring was never her^s. 

Count Son, on my lilei 

rye seen her wear it; and she reckoned it 
At her life's rate. 

Laf. I'm sore I saw her wear it. 

Ber, Ton are deoeiy'd, m/ lord; she never saw it: 
In Florence was it from a casement thrown me , 
Wrapp*d in a paper, which contain'd the name 
Of her that threw it: noble she was, and thought 
I stood engag'd: but when I had subscrib'd 
To mine own fortune, and informed her fuUy 
I could not answer in that course of honour 
As she had made the overture, she ceas'd 
In heavy satisfaction, and would never 
Receive the ring again. 

King. Plutus himself, 

That ImowB the tinct and multiplying medicine , 
Hath not in nature's mystery more science 
Than I have in this ring: 'twas mine, 'twas Helen's, 
Whoever gave it you. Then, if you know 
That you are well acquainted witii yourself, 
Confess 'twas hers, and by what rough enforcement 
You got it from her: she call'd the saints to surety 
That she would never put it frt)m her finger. 
Unless she gave it to yourself in bed, — • 
Where you have never come, — or sent it us 
Upon her great disaster. 

Ber. She never saw it. 

JCmg. Thou speak'st it frdsely, as I love mine honour; 
And mak'st conjectural fears to come into me. 
Which I would fain shut out. If it should prove 
That thou art so inhuman, — 'twill not prove so; — 
And yet I know not: — thou didst hate her deadly. 
And she is dead; which nothing, but to dose 
Her eyes myself, could win me to believe, 
More than to see this ring. — Take him away. — 

[Gvarm seuse Bertram, 
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M7 fore-past proofb, liowe*er 43ie matter fall, 
Shall tax my fears of little vanily , 
HaTing vainiy feared too little. — Away with him! — 
Well sift this matter farther. 

Ber. If you shall proTe 

This ring was ever hers , you shall as easy 
Prove that I husbanded her bed in Florence, 
Where yet she never was. [ExHj guarded. 

King. I am wrapp'd in dismal thinkings. 

Enter a Gentleman. 
Oent, Gracious sovereign. 

Whether I've been to blame or no , I know not: 

Here's a petition from a Florentine , 
Who hath fbr four or five removes come short 
To tender it herself. I undertook it, 
Yanquish'd thereto by the fair grace and speech 
Of the poor suppliant, who by this, I know. 
Is here attending: her business looks in her 
With an importmg visage; and she told me, 
In a sweet verbal brief, it did concern 
Your highness with herself. 

King, [reads] "Upon his many protestations to marry me 
when his wife was dead, I blush to say it, he won me. Now is 
the Count Sousillon a widower: his vows are forfeited to me, 
and my honour's pfdd to him. He stole from Florence, taking 
no leave, and I follow him to his country for justice: grant it 
me, king! in you it best Ues; otherwise a seducer flourishes, 
and a poor maid is undone. Diana Cafulet." 

Laf. 1 will buy me a son-in-law in a fair, and toll him: 
for this, 111 none of him. 

King. The heavens have thought well on thee, Lafeu, 
To bring forth tiiis discovery. — Seek these suitors: — 
Go speedily and bring again the count. 

[&eunt Gentleman and eome Attendants. 
1 am afeard the life of Helen, lady, 
Was foully snatch'd. 

Count. Now, justice on the doem I 
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Re-enter Bebtrax, guards 
King, I wonder, eot, sith wives are monsterB to 70U, 
And that you fly them as you swear them lordship, 
Yet you desire to marry. 

Re-enter Gentleman, wiih Widow cuid Diana. 

What woman's that? 

Dto. I am, my lord , a wretched Florentine, 
Derived from tiie ancient Capulet: 
My suit, as I do understand, you know, 
And therefore know how far I may he pitied. 

Wid. I am her mother, sir, whose age and honour 
Both sufPer under this complaint we hring; 
And both shall cease , without your remedy. 

Emg, Come hither, county: do you Imow these women? 

Ber. My lord, I neither can nor will deny 
Bat that I know them: do they charge me further? 

Dia, Why do you look so strange upon your wife? 

Ber. She's none of mine, my lord. 

Dia. If you shaU marry, 

Tou give away this hand, and that is mine; 
Tou give away heaven's vows, and those are mine; 
You give away myself, which is known mine; 
For I by vow am so embodied yours. 
That she which marries you must many me, — 
Either both or none. 

Laf. [to Bertram] Your reputation comes too short for my 
da|ighter; you are no husband for her. 

Ber, My lord, this is a fond and desperate creature , 
Whom sometime I have laugh'd with: let your highness 
Lay a more noble thought upon mine honour 
Than for to think that I would sink it here. 

King. Sir , for my thoughts, yon have them ill to friend 
TiU your deeds gain them: fwer prove your honour 
Than in my thought it lies! 

Dia. Good my lord, 

Ask him upon his oath, if he does think 
He had not my vir^bity. 
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KSng. As tbou art a knare , and no knaye. — What an 
equiyocal companion is thiBl 

Par, I am a poor man, and at yonr majesty's command. 

Laf. He's a good drum , my lord, but a naughty ovator. 

Dia, Do you know he promised me marriage? 

Par. Faith , I know more than I'll speak. 

King, But wilt thou not speak all thou knowest? 

Par. Yes, so please your majesty. I did go between lliem, 
as I said; but more than that, he loved her, — for, indeed, 
he was mad for her, and talked of Satan, and of Limbo, and 
of Furies, and I know not what: yet I was in that credit with 
them at that time, that I knew of their going to bed; and of 
other motions, as promising her marriage, imd things which 
would derive me ill will to speak of; therefore I will not speak 
what<I know. 

King. Thou hast spoken all already, unless thou oanst say 
they are married: but thou art too fine In thy evidence; there- 
fore stand aside. — 
This ring, you say, was yours? 

Dia. Ay, my good lord. 

King. Where did you buy it? or who gave it you? 

Dia. It was not given me , nor I did not buy it 

Kmg. Who lent it you? 

Dia. It was not lent me neither. 

King. Where did you find it, then? 

Dia. I found it not. 

King. If it were yours by none of all these ways, 
How could you give it him? 

Dia. I never gave't him. 

Laf. This woman's an easy glove, my lord; she goes off 
and on at pleasure. 

Eng. Thisring was mine; I gave it his first wife. 

Dia. It might be yours or hers , for aught I know. 

King. Take her away; I do not like her now; 
To prison wx& her: and away with him. — 
Unless thou tell'st me where thou hadst this ring, 
Thou diest within this hour. 
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Dto. I'll neyer tell 70a. 

Kong. Take her awaj. 

Dto. ru pat in bail, mj liege. 

King, I think thee now some common customer. 

Dia. By Jotc, if ever I knew man, 'twas you. 

Emg, Wherefore hast thon accus'd him all this while? 

Dto. Because he's guilly, and he is not guilty: 
He knows I am no maid, and he'U swear to 't; 
111 swear I am a maid, and he knows not. 
Ghreat king, I am no strumpet, by my life; 
I'm either maid, or else this old man's wife. 

[Pomimg to Lafeu, 

King, She does abuse our ears: to prison with her. 

IHa. (>ood mother, fetch my bail. — Stay, royal sir: 

[Exit Widow. 
The jeweller that owes the ring is sent for, 
And he shall surety me. But for this lord , 
Who hath abus'd me, as he knows himself. 
Though yet he never harm'd me, here I quit him: 
He knows himself my bed he hath defil'd; 
And at that time he got his wife with child: 
Dead though she be, she feels her young one kick: 
So there's my riddle, — One that's dead is quick: 
And now behold the meaning. 

Re-enter Widow, vjiih Helbha. 

King. Is there no dxorcist 

Beguiles the truer office of mine eyes? 
Is 't real that I see? 

Bel. No , my good lord; 

'Tis but the shadow of a wife you see, 
The name, and not the thiag. 

Ber. Both, both: — 0, pardon! 

Hd. my good lord, when I was like this maid , 
I found you wondrous kind. There is your ring; 
And, look you, here's your letter; this it says: 
« When from my £nger you can get this ring , 

Shdk9tpeart. U. 11 
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And are by me witii child , &c/' This is done : 
Will you be mine , now you are doubly won? 

Ber, If she, my liege , ean make me know this clearly, 
111 love her dearly, ever, e^er dearly. 

Hd. If it appear noi plain, and proTe untme, 
Deadly divorce step between me and you! *~ 

my dear mother, do I see you living? 

Laf, Mine eyes smell onions; I shall weep anon: — 
[To Parolles] Gk>od Tom Dnmi, lend me a handkereker: so, 

1 thank thee: wait on ma home, Til make sport with thee: 
let thy courtesies alone , iSkay are seorry ones. 

ISng. Let ua from point to point this story know. 
To make the eren truth in pleasure flow. — 
{To Diana\ If thou be'st yet a fresh uncropp^ flower , 
Choose thou thy husband, and TU pay thy dower; 
For I can guess that, by tiiy honest aid, 
Thou kept'st a wife herself, thyself a maid. — 
Of that, and all the progress, more and less , 
Besolvedly more leisure shall express: 
All yet seems well; and if it end so meet, 
The bitter past, more weleeme is the sweet. {FtourUih. 

The king 's a beggar, now the play is done : 

All is well ended, if this suit be won, 

That you express content; which we wiU pay. 

With strife to please you, day exceeding day: 

Ours be your patience then, and yours our parts; 

Your gentle hands lend us, and take our hearts. [ExemL 
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Sir Toby Belch, uncle to Olivia. Maria, Olivia's woman. 

Lords, a Priest, Sailors, Officers, Musicians, and Attendants. 
Scene — A city in Illyria^ and the sea>^oast near il. 



ACT I. 
ScaNB I. An apartment fn ike Dake*8 palace. 

Enter Duke, Lords, and Cdxio; Mmieiant cMendix^. 

Duke. If music be the food of love , play <»; 
Give me excess of it, that, surfeitiiig, 
The appetite may sicken, and so die. — 
That strain again! — it had a dying fall: 
, it came o'er my ear like the sweet south , 
That breathes upon a bank of violets, 
Stealing and giving odonrl — Enough; no mofe: 
*Ti8 not so sweet now as it was before. 
spirit of love, how quick and fresh art thou! 
That, notwithstanding thy capacity 
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Receiyeth as fhe sea, naught enters there, 
Of what validity and pitch soe'er , 
But falls into abatement and low price , 
Even in a minute! so full of shapes is fancy, 
That it alone is high-fantastical. 

Cur, Will you go hunt, my lord? ^ 

Duke. What, Curio? 

Cur. The hart 

Duke. Why, so I do, the noblest that I have: 
0, when mine eyes did see Olivia first, 
Methought she purg'd the air of pestilence! 
That instant was I tum'd into a hart; 
And my desires , like f eli and cruel hounds , 
JS'er since pursue me. 

Enter YALBHTnra. 

How now! what news from her? 

Val. So please my lord, I might not be admitted; 
But from her handmaid do return this answer: « 

The element itself, till seven years hence, 
Shall not behold her fece at ample view; 
But, like a cloistress, she will veiled walk. 
And water once a day her chamber round 
With eye-offending brine: all this to season 
A brother's dead love, which she would keep fresh 
And lasting in her sad remembrance. 

Duke. 0, she that hath a heart of that fine frame 
To pay this debt of love but to a brother. 
How wUl she love, when the rich golden shaft 
Hath kill'd the flock of all affections else 
That live in her; when liver, brain, and heart, 
These sovereign thrones, are all supplied and fill'd — 
Her sweet perfections — with one self king! — 

Away before me to sweet beds of flowers : 1 

liOve-thoughts lie rich when canopied with bowers. 

[Ex&unt. I 
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ScBHB U. The sea-coast. 

Enter Viola, Captain, and Sailora. 

Vio, What countiy, Mends, is this? 

Cap. This is niyria, lady. 

Vio. And what should I do in UlTiia? 
My brother he is in Elysium. 
Perchance he is not drown'd: — what think you, sailors? 

Cap. It is perchance that you yourself were say*d. 

Vio, my poor brother! and so perchance may he be. 

Cap. True, madam: and, to comfort you with chance. 
Assure yourself, after our ship did split. 
When you, and this poor number sav'd with you. 
Hung on our driving boat, I saw your brother. 
Most provident in peril, bind himself — 
Courage and hope both teaching him the practice — 
To a strong mast that liv*d upon the sea; 
Where, like Arion on the dolphin's back, 
I saw him hold acquaintance with the waves 
So long as I could see. ^ 

Vio. For saying so, there's gold: 

Mine own escape unfoldeth to my hope , 
Whereto thy speech serves for authority, 
The like of him. Know*st thou this country? 

Cap. Ay, madam, well; for I was bred and born 
Not three hours* travel from this very place. 

Vio. Who governs here? ^ 

Cap. A noble duke, in nature as in name. 

Vio. What is his name? 

Cap. Orsino. 

Vio. Orsino! I have heard my father name him : 
He was a bachelor then. 

Cap. And so is now, or was so very late; 
For but a month ago I went from hence , 
And then 'twas fresh in murmur, — as , you know. 
What great ones do, the less will prattle of, — 
That he did seek the love of fair Olivia. 
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Vio. What's she? 

Cap, A virtuous maid, the daughter of a count 
That died some twelremonth since; then leaTing her 
In the protection of his son, her brother, 
Who shortly also died: for whose dear loss. 
They say, she hath abjur'd the company 
And sight of men. 

Vio. , that I serv'd that lady, 

And might not be delirer'd to the world. 
Till I had made mine own occasion mellow, 
What my estate is! 

Cap, That were hard to compass; 

BecauBe she will admit no kind of suit, 
No, not the duke's. 

Vio, There is a fair behaviour in thee , captain; 
And though that nature with a beauteous wall 
Doth oft dose-in pollution, yet of thee 
I will believe thou hast a mind that suits 
With this thy fair and outward character, 
I prithee , — and I'll pay thee bounteously, •— 
Conceal me what I am; and be my aid 
For such disguise as haply shall become 
The form of my intent I'll serve this duke: 
Thou shalt present me as an eunuch to him : 
It may be worth thy paina ; for I can sing, 
And speak to him in many sorts of music , 
That wiU allow me very worth his service. 
What else may hap , to time I will commit; 
Only shape thou thy silence to my wit 

Cap, Be you his eunuch , and your mute I'll be : 
When my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes not «ee. 

Vio, I thank thee : lead me on. [Exeunt, 

ScBNE in. A room m Olivia's houie. 

Eater Sir Tobt Bbloh and MiBiA. 
Sir To, What a plague means my niece, to take the death 
.of her brother thus? I am sure care's an enmy to lllb. 
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Mar. By my ttoHi, Sir Toby, you most come in earlier o ' 
nights: your coogin, my lady, takes great exceptions to your 
ill hours. 

Sir To. Why, let her except before excepted. 

Mar. Ay, but you must confine yourself within the modest 
limits of order. 

Sir To. Confine! Fll confine myself no finer than I am: 
these clothes are good enough to drink in; and so be these 
boots too, — an they be not, let them hang themselyes in their 
own straps. 

Mar. That quaffing and drinking will undo you : I heard 
my lady talk of it yesterday ; and of a foolish knight that you 
brought in one night here to be her wooer. 

Sir To, Who, Sir Andrew Aguecheek? 

Mar. Ay, he. 

Sir To. He's as tall a man as aay's in Ulyria. 

Mar. What's that to the purpose? 

Sir To. Why, he has three thousand ducats a year. 

Mar. Ay, but he*ll have but a year in all these ducats: 
he's a rery fool and a |MX>digaL 

Sir To. Fie, that you'll say so! he plays o' the Tiol<de- 
gamboys, and speaks three or four languages word for word 
without book, and hath all the good gii^ of nature. 

Mar. He hath, indeed, all most natural: &>t, besides that 
he's a fool, he's a great quazreller; and, but that he hath the 
gift of a coward to i^ay the gust he hath in quarrelling, 'tis 
tiiought among the prudent he would quickly have the gift 
of a grave. 

Sir To. By this hand, they are scoundrels and substractors 
that say so of him. Who are they? 

Mar. They that add, moreover, he's drunk nightly in 
your company. 

Sir To. With drinking healths to my niece: I'll drink to 
her as long as there is a passage in my throat and diink in 
Ulyria: he's a coward and a coistrel that will not drink to my 
niece tfli his brains torn o' the toe like a parish-top. What, 
wench! CkuHUano voUo; for here comes Sir Andrew Aguefkce. 
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Enter Sir Andbiw AaiTBOHBfeK. 

5«r And, Sir Toby Belch, — how now. Sir Toby Belch! 

Sir To. Sweet Sir Andrew! 

Sir And. Bless 70a, fiiir shrew. 

Mar, And 70a too, sir. 

Sir To. Accost, Sir Andrew, accost 

Sir And. What's that? 

Sir To. M7 niece's chambermaid. 

Sir And. Good Mistress Accost, I desire better acquaint- 
ance. 

Mar. M7 name is Maiy, sir. 

Sir And. Gk>od Mistress Maiy Accost, — 

Sir To. You mistake, knight: '^accost" is front her, board 
her, woo her, assail her. 

Sir And. B7 m7 troth, I would not undertake her in this 
compan7. Is that the meaning of ^' accost " ? 

Mar. Fare 70U well, gentlemen* 

Sir To. An thou let her part so, Sir Andrew, would thou 
nughtst never draw sword again. 

Sir And. An 70U part so, mistress, I would I might never 
draw sword again. Fair la(l7, do 70U think 70U have fools 
in hand? 

Mar. Sir, I have not 70U b7 the hand. 

iS'tr And. Marry, but 70U shall have; and here's m7 
hand. 

Mar. Now, sir, thought is free: I pra7 70U, bring 70ur 
hand to the butter7-bar, and let it drink. 

Sir And. Wherefore, sweet-heart? what's 70ur metaphor? 

Mar. It's dr7, sir. 

Sir And. Why^ 1 think so : I am not such an ass but I can 
keep m7 hand dr7. But what's 70ur jest? 

Mar. A dr7 jest, sir. 

Sir And. Are 70U frdl of them? 

Mar. Ay J sir, I have them at my fingers' ends: many, 
now I let go 70ur hand, I am barren. [Exit. 

Sir To. knight, thou lackest a cup of canaiy: when did 
I see thee so put down? 
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Sir And, Never in your life, I think; unless 70a saw 
canaiy put me down. Methinks sometimes I haye no more 
wit than a Christian or an ordinary man has: but I am a great 
eater of beef, and I believe that does harm to my wit. 

Sir To. No question. 

Sir And. An I thought that, I'd forswear it. Ill ride 
home to-morrow. Sir Toby. 

Sir To, Pourqwdj my dear knight? 

Sir And, What is pourquoif do or not do? I would I had 
bestowed that time in the tongues that I have in fencing, 
dancing, and bear-baiting: 0, had I but followed the arts! 

Sir To. Then hadst thou had an excellent head of hair. 

Sir And. Why, would that have mended my hair? 

Sir To. Past question; for thou seest it will not curl by 
nature. 

Sir And, But it becomes me well enough, does 't not? } 

Sir To. Excellent; it hangs like flax on a distaff; and I / 
hope to see a housewife take thee between her legs and spin ( 
it off. 

Sir And. Faith, I'll home to-morrow, Sir Toby: your ■ 

niece will not be seen; or if she be, it's four to one she'll none / 
of me: the count himself here hard by woos her. \^ 

Sir To, She'U none o' the count: she'll not match above \ 

her degree, neither in estate, years, nor wit; I have heard ^ 

her swear't. Tut, there's life in't, man. 

Sir And. I'll stay a month longer. I am a fellow 0' the 
strangest mind i' the world; I delight in masques and revels 
sometimes altogether. 

Sir To, Art thou good at these kickshaws , knight? 

Sir And. As any man in lUjrria, whatsoever he be, under 
the degree of my betters; and yet I will not compare with an 
old man. 

Sir To. What is thy excellence in a galliard , knight? 

Sir And. Faith, I can cut a caper. 

Sir To. And I can cut the mutton to't. 

Sir And. And I think I have the back-trick simply as 
strong as any man in Ulyria. 
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Sir To, Wterefore are diese things hid? wherefore have 
tiiese gifts a curtain before 'em? are they like to take dust, 
like Mistress Mall's picture? why dost thoa not go to church 
in a galliard, and come home in a eoranto? My very walk 
should be a jig; I would not so much as make water but in a 
sink-a-pace. What dost thou mean? is it a wmrld to hide 
virtues in? I did think, by the excellesft conatittttion of thy 
leg, it was formed under the star of a gailiard. 

Sir And. Ay, 'tis strong, and it doee indifferent w^ in a 
flame-coloured stock. Shall we set about some revek? 

Sir To, What shall we do eke? wei^e w« not bom under 
Taurus? 

Sir And, Taurus! that's sides and heart. 

Sir To. No, sir; it is legs and thighs. Let me see .thee 
caper [Sir And. dances]: ha I higher: ha, ha! — excellent! 

[Exeunt. 

SoBNB rV. An apartment in the Duke's palace. 

Enter Yalbhtqtb, and Viola in man^s attire. 

Vol. If the duke continue these favours towards you, Ce- 
sario , you are like to be much advanced: he hath known you 
but three days, and already you are no straiiger. 

Fto. You either fear bis humour or my negligence , that 
you call in question the continuance of his love: is he incon- 
stant, sir, in his favours? 

Vol, No, believe me. 

Fto. I thank you. Here comes the count. 

Enier Duke, Cubio, and Attendants. 

Duke. YiHio saw Oesario, ho? 

Fto. Onyour attendance, my lord; here. 

Duke. Stand yt>u awhile aloof. — Cesario, 
Thou know'st no less but fdl; I have nnclasp'd 
To thee the book even of my secret soul: 
Therefore, good youth, ad(hress tiiy gait imto her, 
Be not denied access, stand at her doors, 
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And tell them, there thj'fizM foot jhall grow 
Till thou haye audience. 

Fib. Sure, my noble lord. 

If she be so abandon'd to her sorrow 
As it is spoke, she neter will admit me. 

Duke. Be clamorous, and leap all ciyil bounds. 
Bather than make unprofited return. 

Vio. Say I do speak vrith her, my lord, what then? 

Duke. 0, then unfold the passion of my love , 
Surprise her vrith discourse of my dear futii! 
It shaU become thee well to act my woes; 
She will attend it better in thy youth 
Than in a nuncio of more graye aspect 

Vio. I think not so, my lord. 

Duke. Dear lad, belieye it; 

For they shall yet belie thy happy years, 
That isay thou art a man: Diana's Up 
Is not more smooth and rubious; thy small pipe 
Is as the maiden's organ, shrill in sound; 
And all is sembiative a woman's part. 
I know thy constellation is right apt 
For this affair: — some four or five attend him; 
All , if you will; for I myself am best 
When least in company: — prosper well in this. 
And thou shalt Uve as freely as ihy lord. 
To call his fortunes thine. 

Vio. Ill do my best 

To woo your lady: — [Aside] jet, a barful strife I 
Whoe'er I woo, myself would be his wife. [Exeunt 

Soma y. A room in Olivia's house. 

Enter Mabia and Clown. 

Mcar, Nay, either tell me where thou hast been, or I wiU 
not open my Hps so wide as a bristle may enter in way of thy 
excuse : my lady will hang thee for thy absence. 

Ch, Let her hang me: he that is weU hanged in this 
world needs to fear no colours. 
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naiy fool, that has no more brain than a stone. Look yon 
now, he's out of his guard already; unless you laugh and 
minister occasion to Mm, he is gagged. I protest, I take 
these wise men, that crow so at these set kind of feok^ no 
better than the fools* zanies. 

OH, 0, you are sick of self-loye, Malvolio, and taste with 
a distempered appetite. To be generous , guildess , and of 
free disposition, is to take those things for bird-bolts that you 
deem cannon-bullets: there is no slander in an allowed fool, 
though he do nothing but rail; nor no railing in a known 
discreet man, though he do nothing but reprove. 

Clo, Now Mercury endue thee with leasing, for thou 
speakest well of fools ! 

Re-enter Mabia. 

Mar, I^Iadam, there is at the gate a young gentleman 
much desires to speak with you. 

OU, From the Count Orsino, is it? 

Mar, I know not, madam : *tis a fair young man, and well 
attended. 

OH, Who of my people hold him in delay? 

Mar. Sir Toby, madam, your kinsman. 

Olu Fetch him off, I pray you; he speaks nothing but 
madman: fie on him! [Exit Maria.] Go you, Malvolio: if it be 
a suit &om the count, I am sick, or not at home; what you 
willy to dismiss it. [Exit Mc^olio.] Now you see, sir, how 
your fooling grows old, and people dislike it. 

Clo, Thou hast spoke for us, madonna, as if thy eldest 
son should be a fool, — whose skull Jove cram with brains! 
for here comes one of thy kin has a most weak pia nuUer, 

Enter Sir Tobt Bbloh. 

OU, By mine honour, half drunk. — What is he at the 
gate, cousin? 

Sir To, A gentleman. 

Oil A gentleman! what gentleman? 

Sir To, 'Tis a gentleman here — a plague o' these pickle- 
heningM — How now, sot! 
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do, €kH)cl Sir Toby! — 

OH. Cooflin, cousin, how have 70U come so early by this 
lethargy? 

Sir To, Lechery 1 1 defy lechery; There's one at the gate. 

on. Ay, marry, what is he ? 

<S^ To. Let him be the devH, aa he will, I care not: give 
me faith, say I. Well, it's all one. [Exit. 

Oli. What's a drunken man like, fool? 

Clo. Like a drowned man, a fool, and a madman: one 
draught above heat makes him a fool; the second mads him; 
and a third drowns him. 

Oli. Go thou and seek the crowner, and let him sit 0' my 
coz; fbr he's in the thivd degree of drink, — he's drowned: go, 
look after him. 

Ch. He is but mad yet, madonna; and the fool shall look 
to the madman [Exit. 

Ra-enter Mai«tolio. 

Med. Madam, yond young fellow swears he will speak 
with you. I told him you were sick; he takes on him to 
understand so much, and therefore comes to speak with you: 
I told him you were asleep; he seems to have a foreknow- 
ledge of that too, and therefore comes to speak with you. 
What is to be said to him, lady? he's fortified against any 
denial. 

Oli. Tell him he shall not speak with me. 

Mai. 'Has been told so; and he says, he'll stand at your 
door like a sheriff's post, and be the supporter to abeneh, but 
hell speak with you. 

OU. Whatkindo'msAishe? 

Md. Why, of man kind. 

OIL Whsft manner of man? 

Mai. Of very ill manner; he'll speak with you, will you 
or no. 

OH. Of what personage and years is he? 

MaL Not yet old enough for a man, nor young enough 
for a boy; as a squash is before 'tis a peascod, or a codling 
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when 'tis almost an apple: His with him e'en standing water, 
between boy and man. He is very weli-favoured, and he 
speaks yery shrewishly; one would think his mother's milk 
were scarce out of him. 

OH. Let him approach: call in my gentlewoman. 

Mai. Q-entiewomaii, my lady caUs. {Exit. 

Re-enter Mabia.. 
Oli, Give me my veil: come, throw it o'er my face. 
We'll once more hear Orsino's embassy. 

Enter Viola. 

Vio, The honourable lady of the house, which is she? 
, OIL Speak to me; I shall answer for her. Your will? 

Vio, Most radiant, exquisite, and immatchable beauty, — 
I pray you, tell me if this be the lady of the house, for I never 
saw her: I would be loth to cast away my speech; for, besides 
that it is excellently well penned, I have tSLken great pains to 
con it. Grood beauties, let me sustain no scorn; I am veiy 
comptible, even to the least sinister usage. 

Olu Whence, came you, sir? 

Ftb. I can say little more than I have studied, and that 
question's out of my part. Good gentle one, give me modest 
assurance if you be the lady of the house, that I may proceed 
in my speech. 

Oli. Are you a comedian? 

Vio, No, my profound heart: and yet, by the very fangs 
of malice I swear I am not that I play. Are you the lady of 
the house? 

OH. If I do not usurp myself, I am. 

Vio. Most certain, if you are she, you do usurp yourself; 
for, what is yours to bestow is not yours to reserve. But this 
is from my commission: I will on with my speech in your 
praise, and then show you the heart of my message. 

OH, Come to what is important in't: I forgive you the 
praise. 

Via, Alas, I took great pains to study it, and 'tb poetical. 

OH. It is the more like to be feigned: I pray you, keep 
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it in. I heard you were saucy at my gates; and allowed 
your approach rather to wonder at you than to hear you. If 
you be mad, be gone; if you have reason, be brief: 'tis 
not that time of moon with me to make one in so skipping a 
dialogue^ 

Mar, Will you hoist saU, sir? here lies your way. 

F»o. No, good swabber; I am to hull here a little longer. 
— Some mollification for your giant, sweet lady. 

OIL Tell me your mind. 

Vio. I am a messenger. 

OIL Sure, you have some hideous matter to deliyer, when 
the courtesy of it is so fearful. Speak your office. 

Vio, It alone concerns your ear. I bring no overture of 
war, no taxation of homage: I hold the olive in my hand; my 
words are as full of peace as matter. 

OIL Yet you began rudely. What are you? what would 
you? 

Vio, The rudeness that hath appeared in me have I learned 
from my entertainment. What I am, and what I would, are 
as secret as maidenhead: to your ears, divinity; to any other's, 
profanation. 

OIL Give us the place alone: we will hear this divinity. 
[Exit Maria,'\ Now, sir, what is your text? 

Vio, Most sweet lady, — 

OU, A comfortable doctrine, and much may be said of it. 
Where lies your text? 

Vio, In Orsino's bosom. 

OIL In his bosom! In what chapter of his bosom? 

Vio. To answer by the method, in the first of his heart. 

OIL 0, 1 have read it: it is heresy. Have you no more 
to say? 

Vio. GU>od madam, let me see your face. 

OU, Have you any commission from your lord to nego« 
tiate with my face? You are now out of your text: but we 
will draw the curtain, and show you the picture. Look you, 
air, such a one I was this present: is 't not well done? 

[Unveiling. 

Shdke9if$ar$. IL ^ 
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Vto. Ezcellenily done, if God did all. 

Oli. *Tia in grain, sir; twill endure wind and WttMh^. 

Vto. 'Tis beaufy truly blent, Whofl'e red ttnd Wfcite 
Kature's own sweet and cunning hand laid on: 
Lady, you are the cruellest she alive , 
If you wiQ lead th6se graces to the grare , 
And leave the world ho copy. 

Oli, 0, sir, i win not be so hard-hearted; 1 Will g5re out 
divers schedules of my beauty: It dhall be ikiVetitOried, and 
every particle and utensil labelled to my Will: — Its, iteih, two 
lips, indifferent red; item, two gray eyes, With lids to them; 
item, one neck, one chin, and so foith. Were yoii stsiit hHiier 
to 'praise me? 

Vio. I see you what j6u ate , — you are ixM protkd*; 
But, if you were the devil, you are ftdr. 
My lord and master loVes yovL : , slich love 
Could be but recompensed , though you were crown'd 
The nonpareil Of beauty! 

Olu How dbes he Yovii 1U6 ? 

Vio, With adorations , with fertile tears , 
With groans that thunder love , with sighs of fire. 

OIL Your lord does know my mind; I canncrfc love hiln: 
Yet I suppose him tirtuous, know him noble. 
Of great estate , of fresh and stainle^ youth ; 
In voices well dlvtdg'd, fi^ee, leam*d, and vali&irt; 
And, in dimension and the shape of nature, 
A gracious person: but yet I cannot love hiin; 
He might have took his a&swer long ago. 

Vio. If I did l<yve you in my master's flaitae, 
With filibh a suffering, such a deadly fifb, 
In your denial I would find no sense ; 
I would not undentand it. 

OIL Why, what wotdd jOitA 

Vio. Make me a willow cabiii at your ^te , 
And call upon my sonl wHhih l^e l^tisef; 
Write loyal cantons of contemnJd loVe, 
And sing them loud even in the dead of night; 
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Holla your name to the reverberate hllk, 
And make the babbling gossip of the air 
Cry out , " Olivia ! " O , jrow should not rest 
Between the elements of air and earth., 
But you should pity me ! 

Oil. You might do raMch^ What Is your parentage? 

Vio, Above my fortunes , y«t my state is weilx 
I am a gentlema^^ 

OIL Get you to your lord; 

I cannot love him: let him send no more; 
Unless , perchance ^ you come to me again , 
To tell me how he takes it. Fare you well: 
I thank you for your paifis: spend tld« for me. 

Vio, 1 am no feeM post, lady; keep your purse: 
My master, not myself, lacks recompense. 
Love txiake his heart of flint, that you shall ]iav«; 
And let your fervour, like my master^s, be 
Placed in coiytfempt! Farewell, fatr exneity. {ExjH, 

OH. " Wb«t is your parentage ? " 
"Above my fortunes, yet my state is well: 
I am a gentleman." Til be sworn thou art; 
Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, actions, and spuit, 
Do give t^ee fivefold blazon: — not too fast^ -^ 

Soft, 60ftl — 

Unless the master were the man. -*- How now! 
Even so quickly may one catch the plague? 
Methinks I feel this youth's perfections 
With an invielible and subtle stealth 
To creep in at mine eyes. Well, let it bet — 
What, ho, Malvoliat 

Re-^Hier Malvouo. 

Mdl, Here , madam , at your servloe. 

OIL Bun after that same peevish messenger, 
The <!!OWmty*s man: he left this lAag behind him, 
Would I or not: tell him 111 none of it. 
Desire him not to flatter with his lord^ 

12 • 
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Nor hold him np with hopes; I am not for him: 
If that the youtii will come this way to-morrow, 
111 give him reasons for *t. Hie thee, MalToHo. 

ifcU. Madam, I will. [Exit, 

on. I do I know not what; and fear to find 
Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind. 
Fate, show thy force: ourselTes we do not owe; 
What is decreed must be, — and be this sol [Exit, 

ACT II. 
ScBNs I. TTie sea-coast 

Enter Antonio and Sebastian. 

Ant, Will you stay no longer? nor will you not that I go 
with you? 

Seb, By your patience, no. My stars shine darkly over 
me: the malignancy of my fate might perhaps distemper 
yours; therefore I shall crave of you your leave that 1 may 
bear my evils alone: it were a bad recompense for your love, 
to lay any of them on you. 

Ant, Let me yet know of you whither you are boimd. 

Seb, No, sooth, sir: my determinate voyage is mere ex- 
travagancy. But I perceive in you so excellent a touch of 
modesty, that you will not extort from me what I am willing 
to keep in; therefore it charges me in manners the rather to 
expresfe- myself . You must know of me, then, Antonio, my 
name is Sebastian, which I called Roderigo. My father was 
that Sebastian of Messaline, whom I know you have heard of. 
He left behind him myself and a sister, both bom in an hour: 
if the heavens had been pleased, would we had so ended! but 
you, sir, altered that; for some hour before you took me from 
the breach of the sea was my sister drowned. 

Ant, Alas the day! 

Seb, A lady, sir, though it was said she much resembled 
me, was yet of many accounted beauiifnl: but, though I 
could not, with such estimable wonder, overfar believe that, 
yet thus fax I will boldly publish her, — she bore a mind that 
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envy could not but call fair. She is drowned already , sir, 
with salt water, though I seem to drown her remembrance 
again with more. 

Ant, Pardon me, sir, your bad entertainment 

Seb. good Antonio, forgive me your trouble! 

Ant. If you will not murder me for my love , let me be 
your servant. 

Seb. If you will not undo what you have done, that is, 
kill him whom you have recovered, desire it not. Fare ye 
well at once : my bosom is full of kindness ; and I am yet so 
near the manners of my mother, that, upon the least occasion 
more, mine eyes will tell tales of me. I am bound to the 
Count Orsino's court : farewell. [Eocit. 

Ant. The gentleness of all the gods go with thee I 
I have many enemies in Orsino*s court. 
Else would I very shortly see thee there: 
But, come what may, I do adore thee so. 
That danger shall seem sport , and I will go. [Exit. 

ScBNE U. A street. 

Enter Viola, Malvouo following. 

Mai. Were not you even now with the Countess Olivia? 

Vio. Even now, sir; on a moderate pace I have since 
arrived but hither. 

Mat. She returns this ring to you, sir: you might have 
saved me my pains, to have taken it away yourself. She 
adds, moreover, that you should put your lord into a despe- 
rate assurance she wiU none of him: and one thing more, that 
you be never so hardy to come again in his afiBsiirs, unless it 
be to report your lord's taking of this. Receive it so. 

Vio, She took no ring of me ; — I'll none of it. 

Mdl, Come, sir, you peevishly threw it to her; and her 
will is, it should be so returned: if it be worth stooping for, 
there it lies in your eye; if not, be it his that finds it [Eidt, 

Vio. I left no ring with her: what means this lady? 
Fortune forbid, my outside have not charm'd herl 
She made good view of me; indeed, so much, 
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That, at methDoght, her eyes had lost her tongue, ^ 

For she did epeak in starts disti*actedly. 

She loves me , sure ; the cunning of her passion 

Invites me in this churlish messenger. 

None of my lord's ring 1 why, he sent her none. 

I am the man: — if it be so , — as 'tis, — 

Poor lady, she were better love a dream. 

Disguise, I see, thou art a wickedness, 

Wherein the pregnant enemy does much. 

How easy is it for the proper-fajse 

In women's waxen hearts to set their forms! 

Alas, our frailty is the cause, not we! 

For such as we are made of, such we be. 

How will this fadge? my master loves her dearly; 

And I, poor monster, fond as much on him, 

As she, mistaken, seems to dote on me. 

What will become of this? As I am man, 

My state is desperate for my master's love; 

As I am woman, — now, alas the day! — 

What thriftless sighs shall poor Olivia breathe! 

Time, thou must untangle this, not I; 

It is too hard a knot for me t* untie 1 [Exit. 

Scene HE. A room in Olivia's house. 

Enter Sir Toby Belch ctnd Sir Andrew Aouecheek. 

Sir To. Approaeb, Sir Andrew: not to he a'-bed after 
midnight is to be up betimes; and diluctUo surgere^ thou 
knowest, ^- 

Sir And. Nay, fay my trodi, I know not: but I know, to 
be up late is to be up late. 

Sir To. A false conclusion: I hate it as aa unfilled can. 
To be up after midnight, and to go to bed then* is early: so 
that, to go to bed after midnight, is to go to bed betimes. 
Does not our Hfe consist of the four elements? 

Sir And. Faith, so they say; but, I think, it rather con* 
sists of eating and drinking. 
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Sir To. Thou'rt a scholftr: let us tiieveHoi^^ Aat f^id drink. 
— Maria, I sayi a trtoop of ivinel 

Sir And, Here eemeB the fool, T futib. 

£^6r CiowB. 
C7o. How now, mj hearts I did you oavor #Q« the pioEtnre 
of We Three? 

Sir 219. Wrieome , aqf. Now let's have a patch. 
iS'cr ^d. By my troth, the fool has an excellent hreast. 
I had rather than forty fallings I had such 9, leg, and so 
sweet a breath to sing, as the fool has. In sooth, tibou wast 
in yery graoioos fooUng la0t night, when thou spokest of Pi- 
grogronotu^l, of the Yapians passiog the equinoctial of Queu- 
bus: 'twas yery good, i' faith. I sent thee sixpence for thy 
lem9^: hadstit? 

C/o. I did impeticos thy gratjllity; for MalroKo^s nose is 
no whipstock; my lady has a white hand, and the Myrmidons 
are no bottle-ale houses. 

Sir And. Excellent! why, this is the best fSooMng, when 
all is done. Now, a song. 

SirTo, Come on; there is nzpenoe for you: let's have asong. 
Sir And, There's a testril of me too : if one knight giye a — 
Clo, Would you haye a loye-song, or a song of good life? 
Sir To, A loye-song, a love-song. 
Sir And, JLj^ «y : I care not foir good liftt. 

Bong. 
CZo. 0, mistress mine, where are you roamingP 
O, stccy and hear; your iru^l&ve^s coming, 

I%at can sing hoik high and ifMOi 
Trip no furrier, pretty stoeeting; 
Journeys end m lovers* meeting, 
Every unse man's 4on doih Ipnaw, 
Sir And. EsceUent good , f faith* 
Sir 7b. Qood, good. 
Clo, What is lovef 'Us not hereafter; 

Present mirik ftat& present laughter; 
Whafs to come is stSl unsure: 
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In dekttf (here lies no plenty; 
Then come kiss me^ stoeet-and-twenty^ 
YouOis a stuff toill not endure. 

Sir And. A mellifluous voice , as I am trae knight 

Sir To» A contagious breath. 

Sir And. Very sweet and contagious, i' faith. 

Sir To, To hear by the nose, it is dulcet in contagion. 
But shall we make the welkin dance indeed? shall we rouse 
the night-owl in a catch that will draw three souls out of one 
weaver? shall we do that? 

Sir And. An you love me, let's do't: I am dog at a catch. 

Clo. By*r lady, sir, and some dogs wiU catch well. 

Sir And. Most certain. Let our catch be, "Thou knave." 

Clo. " Hold thy peace , thou knave ," knight? I shall be 
constrained in't to call thee knave, knight. 

Sir And. 'Tis not the first time I have constrained one to 
call me knave. Begin, fool: it begins, "Hold thy peace." 
Clo. I shall never begin , if I hold my peace. 
Sir And. Good, V faith. Come, begin. 

[Th^ sing the catch. 

Enter Mabia. 

Mar. What a caterwauling do you keep here I If my lady 
have not called up her steward Malvolio, and bid him turn 
you out of doors, never trust me. 

Sir To. My lady's a Catalan, we are politicians; Mai- 
voUo'b a Peg-a-£amsey, and "Three merry men be we." Am 
not I consanguineous? am I not of her blood? Tilly-vally, 
lady! There dwelt a man in Babylon, lady, ladyl [Singing. 

Clo. Beshrew me, the knight's in admirable fooling. 

Sir And. Ay, he does well enough if he be disposed, and 
so do I too: he does it vdth a better grace, but I do it more 
natural. 

Sir To. 0, the twelfth day of December, — [Singing. 

Mar. For the love o' Gk>d, peace! 
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Enter Milvouo. 

Mai, Mj masters, are you mad? or what are you? Have 
you no wit, mamiers, nor honesty, but to gabble like tinkers 
at this time of night? Do ye make an alehouse of my lady's 
house, that ye squeak out your cosiers' catches without any 
mitigation or remorse of voice? Is there no respect of place, 
persons, nor time, in you? 

Sir To, We did keep time, sir, in our catches. Snick-up ! 

MaL Sir Toby, I must be round with you. My lady bade 
me tell you, that, though she harbours you as her kinsman, 
she's nothing allied to your disorders. * If you can separate 
yourself and your misdemeanours, you are welcome to the 
house; if not, an it would please you to take leave of her, she 
is very willing to bid you farewell. 

Sir To, Farewell, dear heart, since I must needs be gone. 

[Singing, 

Mar. Nay, good Sir Toby. 

do. His eyes do show his days are almost done. [Singing, 

Mai. Is 't even so? 

Sir To: But I mil never die. [Singing. 

Clo. Sir Toby, there you lie. 

Mai. This is much credit to yoa* 

Sir To. ShaU I bid him go? [Singing. 

Clo. What an if you do? [Singing. 

Sir To. ShaU I bid him go, and spare not? [Singing. 

Clo. 0, no, no, no, no, you dare not. [Singing. 

Sir To. Out o' time, sir? ye lie. — Art any more than a 
steward? Dost thou think, because thou art virtuous, there 
shall be no more cakes and ale? 

Clo. Yes, by Saint Anne; ancLginger shall be hot i' the 
mouth too. 

Sir To. Thou'rt i* the right. — Gk), sir, rub your chain 
with crumbs. — A stoop of wine, Maria! 

Mai. Mistress Maiy, if you prized my lady's favour at any 
thing more than contempt, you would not give means for this 
uncivil rule : she shall know of it, by this hand. [ExiU 

Mar. Go shake your ears. 
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Sir And, Twere as good a deed as to drink when a man's 
a-tiimgiy) to ehattenge him the £eld, and then to break pro- 
TB&ae w4th ym, and make a fool of hisa. 

Sif T0. Do*i, knight: Til write thee a challengfii or I'U 
de]i¥e!p thy-' indignation to him by word of mouth* 

Mar, l&weet Sir Toby, be patient for to-night; uxa^ the 
youth of the count's was to-day with my lady* sjhe is much 
out of quiet. For Monsieur Malvolio, let me icdo^e wit^ him : 
if I do not gull him into a nayword, and make him a common 
reereation, do not think I have wit enoiifgh to lie straight in 
my bed : I know I can do it. 

Sir And, Possess us, possess us; tell us something of him 

Mar. Marry, sir, sometimes he is a kind of puritan. 

Sir And, 0, if I thought that, I'd beat him like a dog! 

Sir To, What, for being a puritan? tl^ exquisite reason, 
dear knight? 

Sir And, I have no exquisite reason for't, but I have rea- 
son good enough. 

Mar, The devil a puritan that he is, or any thing con- 
stantly, but a time-pleaser; an affeotioned ass, that cons state 
without book, and utters it by great swaths: the best per- 
suaded of himself, so crammed, as he thinks, with excellen- 
cies, that it is his grounds of £aith , that all that look on him 
love him; and on theit vice in him will my revenge fiud notable 
cause to work. 

Sir To. What wilt thou do? 

Mar. I will drop in his way some obscure epistles of love; 
wherein, by the colour of his beard, ihe shape of his leg, the 
manner of his gait, the expressure of his eye, forehead, and 
complexion, he shall £nd,himself most feelingly personated: 
I can write very like my lady, your niece; on a forgotten 
matter we can hardly make distinctioa of our havids. 

Sir To. Excellent I I smell a device. 

Sir And. I have't in my nose too. 

Sir To. He shall iMnk, by the letters that thou wilt drop, 
that they come from my niece, and that she's in love with him. 

Mar* My purpose is , indeed , a horse of that colour. 
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Sir Tt, Ab4 your hor^e now would make bim «n 9M, 

Mar. AMy]^4eubtnot. 

Sir And. O/twijil be admirable! 

Mar. Sport royal, J -wHxxsmX you; I know xny physio ndU 
work with him. I will plant you two, and let the fool mak^ 
a third, where he shall fiud the letter: ob&erre his constsuo- 
tion of it. For this night, to bed, and dream on the ev^t* 
Farewell. 

Sir To. Good night, Penthesilea. [E^git Maricu 

Sir And, Before me , she's a good wench. 

Sir To. She's a beagliei true-bred, and one that adores me : 
what o' that? 

Sir And. I was adored onoe too« 

Sir To. Let's to bed, knight — Thou hadst need send for 
more money. 

Sir And. If I cannot recover your niece, I am a foul way 
out. 

Sir To. Send for money, knight: if thou h&st her net i' 
the end, call me cut. 

Sir And. If I do not, never tru«(t me, tak9 it how you will. 

Sir To. Come, come; I'll go bum some sack; 'ti^ too late 
to go to bed now: com9, knight; come, kwght [Bsef^. 

• ScBMB ly. An ap(frtmmt in the Duke's palace. 

Enter Duke, Viola, Cobio, ond pthfira. 

Dvke. Giye me some music: — now, good mozrow,Mendat— 
Now, good Cesario , but that piece of aong , 
That old and antique aong we heard last night: 
Methought it did relieye my passion much, 
More than light airs and recoUeeted tenns 
Of these most brisk and giddy-pac^ times: -~ 
Come , but one Terse. 

Car. He is not here , so please your lordship, that ahodd 
sing it. 

Duke. Whowaett? 

Our. Feste, the je«t^, mj lord; a fool that th^ I^ady 
Olivia's father took much delight in: he is about the house. 
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Dvke, Seek him out: — and play the tone the whfle. 

[Exit (Jurio. Mtmc, 
Come hither, boy: if ever thou shalt love, 
In the sweet pangs of it remember me; 
For such as I am all true lovers are, — 
Unstaid and skittish in all motions else, 
Save in the constant image of the creature 
That is beloved. — How dost thou like this tune? 

Vio, It gives a very echo to the seat 
Where Love is throned. 

Duke, Thou dost speak masterly: 

My life upon*t, young though thou art, thine eye 
Hath stay'd upon some favour that it loves; — 
Hath it not, boy? 

Vio. A little, by your favour. 

Duke. What kind of woman is^t ? 

Vio, Of your complexion. 

Duke. She is not worth thee, then. . What years, V faith? 

Vio. About your years , my lord. 

Duke. Too old, by heaven: let still the woman take 
An elder than herself; so wears she to him, 
So sways she level in her husband*s heart: 
For, boy, however we do praise ourselves, 
Our fancies are more giddy and un£rm, * 

More longing, wavering, sooner lost and won, 
Than women^s are. 

Vio, I think it well, my lord. 

Duke. Then let thy love be younger than thyself, 
Or thy affection cannot hold the bent; 
For women are as roses, whose fair flower 
Being once display*d, doth fall that very hour. 

Vio. And so they are : alas , that they are so, — 
To die, even when they to perfection grow! 

Re-enter Cubio with Clown. 

Duke. 0, fellow, come , the song we had last night — 
Mark it, Cesario; it is old and plain: 
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The spinsters and the knitters in the son , 

And the free maids that weave their thread with bones , 

Do use to chant it: it is silly sooth, 

And dallies with the innocence of love, 

Like the old age. 

Clo. Are you ready, sir? 

Duke, Ay; prithee, sing. [Music. 

Song. 

Clo, Come avoayy come away, death , 

And in sad cypress let me be laid; 
Fly away, fly away, breath; 

I am slain by a fair cruel maid, 
Mf shroud of white, stuck all with yeWy 

0, prepare it! j 

My part of death, no one so true 
Did share it. 



Not a flower, not a flower sweet, i 

On my black coffin let there be strown; < 

Not a friend, not a friend greet 

My poor corpse, where my bones shall be (hrovm: \ 
A thousand thousand sighs to save, 

Lay me, 0, where \ 

Sad true-love never find my grave, / 

To weep there I ' 

Duke. There's for thy pains. 
Clo. No pains, sir; I tc^e pleasure in singing, sir. 
Duke, I'll pay thy pleasure , then. 
Clo, Truly, sir, and pleasure will be paid, one time or 
another. 

Duke* Give me now leave to leave thee. 
Clo, Now, the melancholy god protect thee ; and the tailor 
make thy doublet of changeable tafFeta, for thy mind is a very 
opal I — I would have men of such constancy put to sea, that 
their business might be every thing, and their intent every 
where; for that's it that always makes a good voyage of no- 
thing. ^^ Farewell. [Exit. 



"l 



190 TWELFTH-NiaHT; OE, [acth, 

Duk$. Let all the rest give plftce. 

[Exeunt OuriQ and AUmdants^ 
Once mose^ CesaidO) 
Get thee to yond same sovereign cruelty: 
Tell her, my love, more noble than the world^ 
Prizes not quantity of dirty lands-; 
The parts that Fortune hath bestow'd upea her^ 
Tell her, I hold as giddily as Fortune; 
But 'tis that miracle and queen of gems, 
That nature pranks her in, attracts my souL 

Vio, But if she cannot love you, sir? 

l)uke. 1 cannot be so answered. 

Vio, Sooth , but you must 

Say that some lady — as , perhaps , there is — 
Hath for your love as great a pang of heart 
As you have for Olivia: you cannot love her; 
You tell her so; must she not, then, be answer'd? 

Duke, There is no woman*s sides 
Can bide the beating of so strong a passion 
As love doth give my heart; no womflm's heart 
So big, to hold so much^ they lack retentioau 
Alas, their love may be eall'd ap|i«tite, -^ 
No motion of the liver, but the palate ^ -^ 
That suffers surfeit, eloyment, and revolt; 
But mine is all as hungry as the sea. 
And can digest as much: make no compare 
Between that love a woman can bear me 
And that I owe Olivia. 

Vio, Ay, but I know^ — 

Duke. What dost thou know? 

Vio, Too w^ whaJk love woosten to men may owe: 
In faith, they «ro afepitite olf heart Its we. 
My father haid • doughtet kiv'd a man, 
As it might be, perlaip»^ Were I a woman, 
I should y<mr lordship. 

Dujfc*. And idiat's her histoiy? 

Vh. A blank , my lord. She never told her love, 
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But let concealment, like a ironn V the bad, 
Feed on her damaak cheek: she pin'd in tiiedght^ 
And, with a green and yellow melancholy, 
She sat like Patience on a monument, 
Smiling at grief. Was not this love hadeed? 
We men may say more, swear more: but, indeed, 
Onr shows are moire than will; to still we pp^fr& 
Much in dttr rows, but little in onr love. 

Duke. Bttt died thy sister of her love , my boy? 

Ftb. I am aU the daughters of my fa1iier*s house. 
And aU the brothers too; -^ tiad yet I kAow not* — 
Sir, shall I to this lady? 

Duke, Ay, tiiat's (lie fheme. 

To her in haste; ^6 het ^s jewel; say. 
My love can give no place, bide no denay. {Elueunt, 

ScBBB y. Olivia's ff^(&4m. 

Enter Sir Tobt Bblch, Sir Aitobew Aoubchbek, and Fabian. 

^ To. €)ome thy ways, Signior Fabian. 

Fab. Nay, Til come: if I lose a serupla of this spoii, let 
me be boiled to death with mekncho^. 

Sir To* Wooldst tho« not be glad to have the niggardly 
rascally sheep-biter come by some notable shame? 

Fab, I would eaulit, man: you know he brought ae out 
o' favour with my lady about a bear-baiting here. 

Sir To. Ta4ngi3t hiln^ we^ll have the bear again; aad we 
will fool bus Uaok a&d blue: — shall we net, Sir Andxew? 

J^r Ahd, All we d« dot) i#ii pity of mur lLvea« 

Sir To. Here comes the little villain. 

Enter M^mk. 
How now, my metal of India: 

Mar. G^ ye all i^ee into the bbi-tre^: Malv6lio*8 tdtalng 
down this Wi&: he has been vender V the sun practising 
behaviour to hid dwn shado^^ wht faa2f hout: obsetve him, 
for the love of mockery; for I know this letter will mttke a 
contemplative idiot of him. Qcfse, in the name of jefstingi 
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\The oikers hide themselves.] Lie thou there [Throws down a 
leti§r]'^ for here comes the trout that must be caught with 
tiekling. [Exit. 

Enter Malyolio. 

Mai. Tis but fortune; all is fortune. Maria once told 
me she did affect me: and I have heard herself come thus 
near, that, should she fancy, it should be one of my com- 
plexion. Besides , she uses me with a more exalted respect 
than any one else that follows her. What should I think 
on't? 

Sir To. Heroes an overweening rogue I 

Fab. 0, peace I Contemplation makes a rare turkey-cock 
of him: how he jets under his advanced plumes I 

Sir And. 'SUght, I could so beat the rogue! 

Sir To. Peace, I say. 

Mai. To be Count Malvolio, — 

Sir To. Ah, rogue I 

Sir And. Pistol him, pistol him. 

Sir To. Peace, peace I 

Mai. There is example for^t; the lady of the Strachy 
married the yeoman of the wardrobe. 

Sir And. Fie on him, Jezebel! 

Fab. 0, peace! now he's deeply in: look how imagina- 
tion blows him. 

Mai. Having been three months married to her, sitting 
in my state, — 

Sir To. 0, for a stone-bow, to hit him in the eye! 

Mai. Calling my officers about me, in my branched velvet 
gown; having come from a day-bed, where I have left Olivia 
sleeping, — 

Sir To. Fire and brimstone! 

Fab. 0, peace, peace! 

Mai. Aad then to have the humour of state; and after 
a demure travel of regard, — telling them I know my place, 
as I would they should do theirs, — to ask for my kinsman 
Toby, - 

Sir To. Bolts and shackles! 
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Fab, 0, peace, peace, peace I now, now. 

Mai, Seven of my people, with an obedient start, make 
out for him: I frown the while; and perchance wind up mj 
watch, or plaj with some rich jewel. Toby approaches; 
oourt'sies there to me , — 

Sir To. Shall this fellow lire.? 

Fab. Though our silence be drawn from us by th* ears, 
yet peace. 

Mai. I extend my hand to him thus, quenching my fami- 
liar smile with an austere regard of control, — 

Sir To. And does not Toby take you a blow o* the lips, 
then? 

Mai. Saying, "Cousin Toby, my fortunes having cast 
me on your niece, give me this prerogative of speech," — 

Sir To. What, what? 

Mai. " You must amend your drunkenness." 

Sir To. Out, scab! 

Fab. Nay, patience , or we break the sinews of our plot. 

Mai. '* Besides , yoa waste the treasure of your time with 
a fooHsh knight," -- 

Sir And. That's me, I warrant you. 

Mai. "One Sir Andrew," — 

Sir And. I knew *twas J; for many do call me fool. 

Mai. What employment have we here? 

[Taking vp the letter^ 

Fab. Now is the woodcock near the ^. 

Sir To. 0, peace! and the spirit of humours intimate 
reading aloud to him! 

M^. By my life, this is my lady's hand: these be her 
very C's, her U's, and her T's; and thus makes she her great 
P's. It is , in contempt of question , her hand. 

Sir And. Her C's, her U's, and her T's: why that? 

Mai. [reads] " To the unknown beloved, this, and my good 
wishes: " her very phrases! — By your leave, wax. — Soft! — 
and the impressure herLucrece, with which she uses to seal: 
'tis my lady. To whom should this be? 

Fab. This wins him, liver and all. 

8h<ik0apeare. 11. 13 
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Mai. [reads] '' JoTe knows I lore: 

But who? 
Lip9, do not move;; 
No wm jwiiet Imow." 
''No man must know." — What follows? the wunbera al- 
tered! — "No man must know;" — if this should be thee, 
MalvoUo? 

Sir To, Marry, hang thee, brock! 

Mai. [reads] 

"I may oommand where I adore; 

Biiufc silence, like a Luerece' knife, 
With bloodless stroke my heart doth gore: 
M, 0, A, I, doth sway my life." 

Fab. A fustian riddle! 

Sir To. Excellent wench, say I. 

Mai. "M, 0, A, X, doth sway my life." — Nay, but first, 
let me see, — let me see, — let me see. 

Fa^ What di6h o' poison has ahe dreased him! 

Sir Tio^ And vith what wipg the staniel cheeks at It! 

Mai. "I may conmiand where I adore." Wl^, ahe may 
command me: I ser?^ her; she is my lady. Whj^ this is 
evident to any formal capacity; there is no obstruction in 
this: -^ and the end, — what should that alphabetical posi- 
tion portend? if 1 420uld make that resemble something in 
me, — Softly! — M, 0, A, I, — 

Sir To. 0, ^y, make up that: — he is now at a cold 
•scent 

Fab. Sowter will cry upon 't, for all this, though it be as 
rank as a fox. 

Mai. M, — MalvoUo;*-^ M, — - why, tiiat b^lns my name. 

Fab. Did not I say he would work it out? iihe cur is ex- 
cellent at faults. 

Mai. M, — but then there is no consonancy in the sequel; 
that suffers under probation: A should follow, but does. 

Fab. And O shall end, I hope. 

Sir To. Ay, or I'll cudgel him, and make him ciy 01 

Mai. And tiien I comes behind 
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Fhh. Ay^ an yon had any 9f% behind 70a, 709 n^ght see 
more detraction at jour beels than fortune* before yo^, 
. MaL My 0, A, } ; -^ this .limulation is nojt .ea tl^e finmer .- 
— and yet, to crash this a UlAe, iit would bow to me, Iwr eyery 
one of these letteirs aire inmy Auune. Soft! here fellowv prose. 
— [Beads] "If this fall into thy hand, reyolve. In vny stars 
I am above thee; but be not a&iud of gr^aitness: spme are 
bom great, some achieve greatness, and some have . neatness 
thrust upon *em. Thy Fates open thfw banda^ let tiby blood 
and spirit embrace them: and, to innue thyself to what thou 
art like to be , cast thy humble .slough , and appear fresh. Be 
opposite with a kinsman, surly with servants; let thy tongue 
tang arguments of state; put thyself into the trick of sin- 
gularity: she thus advises thee that sighs for thee. Bemem- 
ber who commended thy yellow stockings, and wished to see 
thee ever cross-gartered; I say, remember. Gro to, thou art 
made, if thou desirest to be so; if not, let me see thee a 
steward still, the fellow of servants, and not worthy to touch 
Fortune's fillers. Farewell. She that would alter services 

with thee, 

Thb Fostuhatb-Uhhappj." 

Daylight and champain discover not more: this is open. I 
will be proud, I w^ read politic authors, I will baffle 'Sir 
Toby, I will wash off gross acquaintance, I will be point-de- 
vise the very man. I do not now fool myself, to let imagina- 
tion jade me; for every reason excites to this, Ibat my lady 
loves me. She did commend my yellow stockings of late, 
she did praise my leg being cross-gartered; and in this she 
manifests herself to my love, apad, with a kind of injunction, 
drives me to these habits of her liking. I thank my stars, I 
am happy. I will be strange* stout, in yellow stockings, and 
cross-gartered, even with ue swiftness of putting on. Jove 
and my stars be praised! — Hore is yet a postscript [Reads] 
" Thou canst 90t ebPQ9i»,but know who X ^BL. If thou enter- 
tW^.miF ^^^i ^^^ ^^ ap^pear in thy JHVJliW: thjT pmiles be- 
odme thee well; therefore m my presence stifi smile, deiv my 

13* 
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sweet, I prithise." Jove , I thank thee. — I will smile; I will 
do eveiy thing that thou wilt have me. [Exit: 

Fab, I wiU not give mj part of this sport for a pension of 
thousands to be paid from the Sophy. 

Sir To. I could marry this wench for this device, -^ 

Sir And. So could I too. 

Sir To. And ask no other dowry with her but such an« 
other jest 

Sir And. Nor I neither. 

Fab. Here comes my noble gull-catcher. 

Re-enter Mabia. 

Sir To. Wilt thou set thy foot o* my neck? 

Sir And, Or o* mine either? 

Sir To. ShaU I play my freedom at tray-trip, and become 
thy bond-slave? 

Sir And. F faith, or I either? 

Sir To. Why, thou hast put him in such a dream, that, 
when the image of it leaves him, he must run mad. 

Mar. Nay, but say true; does it work upon him? 

Sir To. Like aqua-vitad with a midwife. 

Mar. If you will, then, see the fruits of the sport, mark 
his furst approach before my lady: he will come to her in 
yellow stockings, and 'tis a colour she abhors, and cross- 
gartered, a fashion she detests; and he will smile upon her,, 
which will now be so unsuitable to her disposition, being 
addicted to a melancholy as she is, that it cannot but turn 
him into a notable contempt. If you will see it, follow me. 

Sir To. To the gates of Tartar, thou most excellent devil 
of wit! 

Sir And. Til make one too. [Exeunt. 

ACT III. 
ScbnbI. Ownx^B garden. 

Enter Viola, and Clown wiA a tabor. 
( Vio. Save thee , Mend , and thy music ! dost th<m liv<6 \ff 

1 thy tabor? 
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C16, N0| sir, I live bj the chorcli. 

Ftb. Art thou a dhurchman? 

Clo. No such matter, sir: I do live by the church; for I 
do liye at my house, and my house doth stand by the church. 

Vio, So thou mays! say, the king lives by a beggar, if a 
beggar dweU near him; or, the church stands by thy tabor, if 
thy tabor stand by the church. 

Clo. You have said, sir. — To see this age! — A sentence 
is but a cheveril glove to a good wit: how quickly the wrong 
side may be turned outward! 

Vio. Nay, that's certain; they that dally nicely with words 
may quickly make them wanton. 

C^o. I would, therefore, my sister had had no name, sir. 

Vio. Why, man? 

Clo, Why, sir, her name's a word; and to dally with that 
word might inake my sister wanton. But, indeed, words are 
very rascals, since bonds disgraced them, 

Fto. Thy reason, man ? 

Clo, Troth, sirj I can yield you none without words; and 
words are grown so false, I am loth to prove reason with 
them. 

Vio, I warrant thou art a merry fellow, and carest for 
nothing. 

Clo, Not so, sir; I do care for something; but in my con- 
science, sir, I do not care for you: if that be to care for no- 
thing, sir, I would it would make you invisible. 

Vio. Art not thou the Lady QUvia's fool? 

Clo, No, indeed, sir; the Lady Olivia has no folly: she 
will ke^ no fool, sir, till she be married; and fools are as 
like husbands as pilchers are to herrings, — the husband's 
the bigger: I am, indeed, not her fool, but her corrupter of 
words. 

Vio, I saw thee late at the Count Orsino's. 

Clo, Foolery^ sir, does walk about the orb; like the sun, 
it shines eveiy where. I would be sony, six, but the fool 
' ihoald be as oft with your master as with my mistress: I think 
I saw your wisdom there. 









/ 
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Vio, Kay, an thou pass tipoii lAd, I'll no more with thee. 
Hold, there's expenses for thee. [GioM a pkoe ofm&ney, 

Clo. How Jove , in his next totnmodltf of hair, send thee 
a beard! 

Vio, By my troth, 111 tell thee, — I am almost Mck for 
one; though I would not have k grow on my dhin. la t^y 
lady within? 

Ch, Would hxHt a pair of these have bred, nr? 

Fto. Yes, being kept together and put to use. 

Clo. I would play Lord PandaruB of Phiygia, sir, to 
bring a Cressida to this Troilus. 

Vio, I understand you, sir; 'tis well begged. 

[Oioer another piece of mone^ 

Clo. The matter, I hope, is not great, sir, begging but a 
beggar: Cressida was a beggar. My lady is wiSim, sir. I 
will construe to theon whence you come; who you are, wad 
what you would, are out of my welkin, — I might say element, 
but the word is over-worn. [Exit, 

Vio. This Mlow 's wise enough to play the fool; 
And to do that well craves a kind of wit: 
He must observe their mood on whom he jests, 
The quality of persons, and tl^ time; 
Not, like the haggard, check at every feather 
That comes be^re his eye* This is a practice 
As full of laboui^ sis a wise man's art: 
For folly, that he wisely shows, is fit; 
But wise men, le^y^all'n, quite taint their wit. 

Enter ^it ToBsr Bblch and Sir Ain>HEw Aqcbohebk. 

Sir To. Save you, genliemani 

Vio, And you, sir. 

Sir And. IHeu vow garde y monsieur. 

Vio, Et V0U8 aussi; voire serviteur. 

Sir And, I hojue, sir, you are; and I am yours« 

Sir ltd. Will you encounter fhe house? my nieoe is de- 

siroUB jtfd should enter, if your trade be to her. 

Vio. I am bound to your niecie, sir; I mean, riiie is the list 
of my voyage. 
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Sir To. Taste your legs, sit; put tliem to motion. 

Vio, My legs do better understand me, air, tiian i under- 
stand what you mean by bidding me taste my legs. 

Sir To, I mean, to go, sir, to enter. 

Vio. I will answer you with gait and entrance: -^ bot we \ 
are prevented. 

Enter Ouru and Maxu. 

Most excellent-accomplished lady, the heavens rain odours 
on you! 

Sir And. [aside] That youth's a rare conrtier: '^Rain 
odours:" — well. 

Vio, My matter hath no voice, lady, but to your own most 
pregnant and vouchsafed ear. 

Sir And, [aside] "Odours," "pregnant," and "vouch- 
safed:" — 1*11 get 'em all three ready. 

OIL Let the garden-door be shut, and leave me to my 
hearing. [Exeunt Sir Tohy^ Sir Andrew y and Maria.] Give 
me your hand, sir. 

Vio. My duty, madam, and most humble service. 

Oli, What is your name? 

Vio, Cesario is your servant's name, fair princess. 

Oli. My servant, sir! *Twas never meny world 
Since lowly feigning was call'd compliment: 
You're servant to the Count Orsino, youth. 

Vio. And he is yours , and his must needs be yours: 
Your servant's servant is your servant, madam. 

Oli, For him , I think not on him : for his thoughts , 
Would they were blanks, rather than fill'd with me I 

Vio. Madam, I come to whet your gentle thoughts 
On his behalf: — 

Oli, , by your leave , I pray you, — 

I bade you never speak again of him: 
But, would you undertake another suit, 
I had rather hear you to solicit that 
Than music from the spheres. 

Vio. Dear lady, -— 
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Oli. Oiye me leave, I beseech you. I did send, 
After the last enchantment jou did here, 
A ring in chase of you: so 6dd I abuse 
Myself, my servant, and, I fear me, you: 
Under your hard construction must I sit, 
To force thai on you, in a shameful cunning, 
Which yon knew none of yours: what might you think? 
Have you not set mine honour at the stake , 
And baited it with all th' unmuzzled thoughts 
That tyrannous heart can think? To one of your receiving 
Enough is shown: a Cyprus, not a bosom , 
Hides my heart So, let me hear you speak. 

Vio. I pity you. 

Oli. That's a degree to love. 

Vio, No, not a grise; for 'tis a vulgar proof, 
That very oft we pity enemies. 

OIL Why, then, methinks 'tis time to smile again. 

world, how apt the poor are to be proud! 
If one should be a prey, how much the better 

To fall before the Hon than the wolf I [Clock strikes. 

The clock upbraids me with the waste of time. — 

Be not afraid, good youth, I will not have you: 

And yet, when wit and youth is come to harvest. 

Your wife is like to reap a proper man: 

There lies your way, due west. 

Vio^ Then westward-hol — 

Grrace and good disposition tend your ladyship! 
You'll nothing, madam, to my lord by me? 

Oli, Stay: 

1 prithee, tell me what thou think'st of me. 

Vio, That you do think you are not what you are. 

Oli, If I think so, I think the same of you. 

Via, Then think you right: I am not what I am. 

OH, I would you were as I would have you be! 

Vio. Would it be better, madam, than I am, 
I wish it might; for now I am your fool. 

OH. 0, what a. deal of scorn looks beautiful 



BCKHS m] ^ WHAT YOU YOLL. - 201 

In the contempt and anger of liis lip ! 

A murderouB guilt shows not itself more soon 

Than lore that would seem hid: love's night is noon. 

Cesarioi by the roses of the spring, 

By maidhood, honour, truth, and every thing, 

I love thee so, that, maugre all thy pride, 

Nor wit nor reason can my passion hide. 

Do not extort thy reasons from this clause, 

For that I woo , thou therefore hast no cause ; 

But, rather, reason thus with reason fetter, — 

Love sought is good, but given unsought is better. 

Via, Bj innocence I swear , and by my youth , 
I have one heart, one bosom, and one truth, — 
And that no woman has;- nor never none 
Shall mistress be of it, save I alone. 
And so adieu, good madam: never more 
Will I my master's tears to you deplore. 

OH, Yet come again; for thou perhaps mayst move 
That heart, which now abhors, to like his love. [ExeunL 

ScsNB II. A room in Ouvul's house. 

Enter Sir Tobt Belch, Sir Audbbw Aoubchbss, and Fabiah. 

Sir And. No, faith, I'll not stay a jot longer. 

Sir To. Thy reason, dear venom; give thy reason. 

I^ab. You must needs yield your reason, Sir Andrew. 

Sir And. Many, I saw your niece do more favours to the 
count's serving-man than ever she bestowed upon me; I saw 't 
i' the orchard. 

Sir To. Did she see thee the while, old boy? tell me that 

Sir And. As plain as I see you now. 

Fab. This was a great argument of love in her toward you. 

Sir And. 'Slight, will you make an ass o' me? 

Fab. I wiU prove it legitimate, sir, upon the oaths of 
judgment and reason. 

Sir To. And they have been grand-jurymen since before 
Noah was a sailor. 
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Fah. She did show favour to the youth in yonr sight only 
to exasperate yoa, to awake your dormouse valour, to ptrt: fire 
in your heart, and brimstone in your Hver. Ifou should then 
have accosted her; and with some excellent jests, fireN-new 
from the mint, you should have banged the youth into dumb- 
ness. This was looked for at your hand, and this was balked: 
the double gilt of this opportunity you let time wash off, and 
you are now sailed into the north of my lady'd opinion; 
where you will hang like an icicle on a Dutchman's beard, 
unless you do redeem it by some laud'able attempt either of 
valour or policy. 

Sir And, An *t be any way, it mtrat be with valour; for 
policy I hate: I had as lief be a Brownii^ aa a politician. 

Sir To. Why, then, build me thy fortunes upon the basis 
of valour. Challenge me the count's youth to fight with him; 
hurt him in eleven places: my niece shall take note of it; and 
assure thyself, there is no love-broker in the world can more 
prevail in man's commendation with woman than report of 
valour. 

Fab, There is no way but this , Sir Andrew. 

Sir And, Will either of you bear me a challenge to him? 

Sir To, Go, write it in a martial hand; be curst and bnef; 
it is no matter how witty , so it be eloquent and full of inven- 
tion: taunt him with the license of ink: if thou "thou'st" him 
some thrice, it shall not be amiss; and as many lies as will lie 
in thy sheet of paper, although the sheet were big enough 
for the bed of Ware in England, set 'em down: go, about it. 
Let there be* gall enough in thy ink; thou^ thou write with 
a goose-pen, no matter: about it. 

Sir And, Where shall I find you? 

Sir To, We'll call thee at thy cubiculo: go. 

[Exit Sir Andrew, 

Fab. This is a dear manakin to you. Sir Toby. 

Sir To, I have been dear to him, lad , — some two thou- 
sand strong, or so. 

Fab, We shall have a rare letter from him: but you'll not 
deUver t? 
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Shep, So 'tis said, sir, — about his son, that should have 
married a shepherd's daughter. 

Aut, If that shepherd be not in hand-fast, let him fly: 
the curses he shall have , the tortures he shall feel, will break 
the back of man, the heart of monster. 

Clo. Think you so, sir? 

AuL Not he alone shall suffer what wit can make heavy 
and vengeance bitter; but those that are germane, to him, 
though removed fifty times , shall all come under the hang- 
man: which though it be great pity, yet it is necessary. An 
old sheep- whistling rogue, a ray-tender, to offer to have his 
daughter come into grace! Some say he shall be stoned; but 
that death is too soft for him, say I: draw our throne into a 
sheep-cote! all deaths are too few, the sharpest too easy. 

Clo. Has the old man e'er a son, sir, do you hear, an't 
like you, sir? 

Aut. He has a son, — who shall be flayed alive; then, 
'nointed over with honey, set on the head of a wasps' nest; 
there stand till he be three quarters and a dram dead; then 
recovered again with aqua-vitse or some other hot infiision; 
then, raw as he is, and in the hottest day prognostication 
proclaims, shall he be set against a brick-wall, the sun look- 
ing with a southward eye upon him, — where he is to behold 
him with flies blown to death. But what talk we of these 
traitorly rascals, whose miseries are to be smiled at, their 
offences being bo capital? Tell me — for you seem to be 
honest plain men — what you have to the king: being some- 
thing gently considered, I '11 bring you where he is aboard, 
tender your persons to his presence, whisper him in your be- 
halfs; and if it be in man besides the king to effect your 
suits, here is man shall do it. 

Clo, [a3ide to Sh^J] He seems to be of great authority: 
dose with him; give him gold: an though authority be a 
stubborn bear, yet he is oft led by the nose with gold: show 
the inside of your purse to the outside of his hand, and no 
more ado. Bemember, — stoned, and flayed alive. 

Shq>. An't please you, siri to undertake the buoness for 



/ 
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Ungnided and unfriended , often prove 
Bough and nnhospitable : my willing love , 
The rather by these arguments of fear, 
Set forth in your pursuit. 

Seb. My kind Antonio , 

I can no other answer make, but thanks, 
And thanks, still thanks; and very oft good turns 
Are shuffled off with such uncurrent pay: 
But, were my worth, as is my conscience, firm, 
You should find better dealing. Whaf s to do? 
Shall we go see the relics of tidis town? 

Ant. To-morrow, sir; best first go see your lodging. 

Seb. I am not weary, and 'tis long to night: 
I pray you, let us satisfy our eyes 
With the memorials and the things of fame 
That do renown this city. 

Ant. Would you'd pardon me; 

I do not without danger walk these streets: 
Once, in a sea-fight, 'gainst the count his galleys 
I did some service; of such note, indeed. 
That, were I ta'en here, it would scarce be answer'd. 

Seb. Belike you slew great number of his people ? 

Ant. Th' offence is not of such a bloody nature; 
Albeit the qualify of the time and quarrel 
Might well have given us bloody argument. 
It might have since been answer'd in repaying 
What we took from them; which, for traffic's sake , 
Most of our cify did: only myself stood out; 
For which, if I be lapsM in this place , 
I shall pay dear. 

Seb. Do not, then, walk too open. 

Ant. It doth not fit me. Hold , sir , here's my pune. 
In the south suburbs, at the Elephant, 
Is best to lodge: I will bespeak our diet, 
Whiles you beguile the time and feed your knowledge 
With viewing of the town : there shall you have me. 

Seb. Why I your purse? 
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Ant Haply your eye shall light upon some toy 
Tou huTe desire to purchase; and your store, 
1 think, b not for idle markets, sir. 

Seb. I'll be your purse-bearer, and leave you for • 
An hour. 
« AnL To th' £lephant 

Seb. I do remember. [ExeimL 

Scun IV. OuviA*s garden* 

Enter Olivia and Maku.. 

QU. I have sent after him: he says he'll come; — 
How shall I feast him? what bestow of him? 
For youth is bought more oft than begg*d or borrow*d. 
I speak too loud. — 

Where is Malvolio? — he is sad and civil , 
And suits well for a servant with my fortunes: — 
Where is Malvolio? 

» 

Mar, He*s coining, madam; but in very strange manner. 
He is, sure, possessed, madam. 

Olu Why, what's the matter? does he rave? 

Mar, No, madam, he does nothing but smile: your lady- 
ship were best to have some guard about you, if he come; for, 
sure, the man is tainted in 's wits. 

OH, Go call him hither. [Exit Maria,\ Vm as mad as he, 
If sad and merry madness equal be. 

Re-enter Mabxa, toiih Malvouo. 
How now, Malvolid! 

Mai. Sweet lady, ho , ho. [Smiles fantastically. 

OH. Smil'stthoa? 
I sent for thee upon a sad ooeasion. 

Mai. Sad, lady! I oould be sad: this does make some 
obstruction in the blood, this cross-gartering; but what of 
that? if it please the eye of one, it is witii me as the very true 
•onnet is, ** Please one, and please all." 

OH. Why, how dost thou, man? what is the matter with 
tiiee? 
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Mai, Not black in my mindy though jeUow in my legs. 
It did come to his hmiflbt 9od commands shall be executed: I 
think we do know the swe^t Bomaa hand. 

OIL WiUthou^otobed, MaLvolio? 

Mai, To bed! ay, sweet-heart; and Til come to t|#e* 

OH, Grod comfort thee ! Wby dost thou «mUe sp, aijid kisi 
thy haad so oft? 

Mar, How doyou, MalvoKo? 

Mai, At your request ! yes ; nightingaies answer daws. 

Mar. Why appear you with this ridiculous boldness before 
my lady? 

Mai, " Be not afraid of greatness : " — *twas wdl writ. 

Oli, What meanest thou by that, MailTolio? 

Mai. " Some are bom great,** — 

OH. Ha! 

Mai. *' Some achieve greatness ," — 

OH. What sayest thou? 

Mai, ''And some have greatness thrust upon them.** 

OH. Heaven restore thee! 

Mai. ''Bemember who commended thy yellow stock* 
ings," — 

OH. My yellow stockings! 

Mai. ''And wished to see thee cross-gartered.^ 

OH. Cross-gartered! 

Mai. " Go to, thou art made, if thou desirest to be so; " -^ 

OH. Am I made? 

McU. " If not, let me see thee a serraiit still." 

OH. Wby, this is very midsummer maijp/^s. ' 

Enter Servant. 

Ser. Madam , the young (geotteouiP of the Cknunt Qrslno's 
is returned: I could bsur<iUy entren^ Uqi baok; he a^ndsyour 
ladyship's pleasuxe. 

OH. I!U come to bim. [ExU Servant.] GhM>d l|i^ft» \ft 
this fellow be looked to. Wbere'smycopslnToby? h^SfW^ 
of my penQOpkle kave a special care of him : I wpuld ,p#^ h«re,him 
miscarry for the half of my dowry. [Exeunt Olivia and Moftf^ 
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Mai, O, ho! do yon come near me now? no worse man 
tiian Sir Toby to look to me? Thw eonows directly with the 
letter: she sends him on pnrpose, that I may a|ipear stohbom 
to him; fior she incites me to that in the letter. ^'Gait thy 
humble slongh," says she; *^ be opposite with a kinsman^ sur^ 
with servants; let tiby tongue tang ai^^omosta of state; put 
thyself into the trick of singularity;" — and, conseqnently, 
sets down the maim^ hew; as, a sad fsioe, areverent caniage, 
a slow tongue, in the habit of sonke air of note, and so fotiOk 
I haye limed her; but it is Joyc's doing, and Joto make me 
thankful! And, when she went away now, ^'Let this leUow 
be looked to:" fellow! not Malvolio, nor after qy degree, but 
liallew. Why, ereiy thing adheres together , that no dram of 
a scruple, no scrui^ of a scruple, no obstacle, no incredulous 
or unsafe circumstance — What can be said? Nothing, that 
can .be, can come between me and the full prospect of my 
hopes. Well, Jove , not I, is the doer of this, and he is to be 
thanked. 

Be-enier Maku vsiih Sir Toar Bslce arid Fabun. 

iS^ir To. Which way is he, in the name of aancti^? If 
all the devils of hell be drawn in little, and Legion lumself 
possessed him, yet TU speak to him* 

Fab. Here he is y here he is. — How is *t with yea., sir? 
hoiw is *t with you, man? 

Mai, Gro off; I discard you : let me eigoy my private : go o£ 

Mar. Lo, how hollow the ^end speaks within him! did 
not I tell you? — Sir Toby, my lady prays you to have a care 
of him. 

Med, Ah, ha! does she so? 

Sir To. Go to, (p9 to4 peace, peaoe; we must de^X gently 
with him: let me alone. ^- Hoiv do you, MalvoUo? how is *t 
with you? What, maoii defy the devil: ooneidfiCv he*a an 
enemy to mankind. 

MM, Do you know what you say? 

Mar, La you, an you cfMak ill ef the devil, hfiw he takei 
it at heart ! Pray God , he be not .bewitched ! 
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Fab. Cawy his water to the wise woman. 

Mar, Many, and it shall be done to-morrow morning, if 
1 live. My lady would not lose him for more than Til say. 

Mai. How now, mistress I 

Mfw. OLord! 

Sir To. Prithee, hold thy peace; this is not the way: do 
you not see you move him? let me alone with him. 

'Fab, No way but gentleness; gently, gently: the fiend is 
rough, and will not be roughly used. 

Sir To. Why, how now, my bawcock! how dost thou 
chuck? 

Mai. Sir I 

Sir To. Ay, Biddy, come with me. What, man! 'tis not 
for gravity to play at cherry-pit with Satan: hang him, foul 
collier! 

Mar. Get him to say his prayers; good Sir Toby, get 
him to pray. 

Mai. My prayers, minx! 

Mar. No, I warrant you, he will not hear of godliness. 

Mai. Go, hang yourselves all ! you are idle shsdlow things : 
I am not of your element : you shall know more hereafter. [Exit. 

Sir To. Is *t possible? 

Fab. If this were played upon a stage now, I could con- 
demn it as an improbable fiction. 

Sir To. His very genius hath taken the infection of the 
device, man. 

Mar. Nay, pursue him now, lest the device take air, and 
taint. 

Fab. Why, we shall make him mad indeed. 

Mar. The house will be the quieter. 

Sir To. Come, we'll have him in a dark room and bound. 
My niece is already in the belief that he's mad ; we may carry 
it thus, for our pleasure and his penance, till our very pastime, 
tired out of breath, prompt us to have mercy on him : at which 
time we wiU bring the device to the bar, and crown thee for a 
€nder of madmen. — But see, but see. 

Fab. More matter for a May morning. 
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Enler Sir Akbbsw Agwhchbbk* 

iSw- And, Here 's the- okaUenge, read it: I wajtrant tliere** 
'vinegftr and pepper in 'tb. 

Foh, Is *t 80 saucy? 

Sir And, Ay, is 't, I warrant him : do but read. 

Sir Toi Give me. \Readst\ *' Youth, whatsoever thou art, 
thou art but a scurvy fellow." 

"Bob. Crood y and valiant 

Sir To, [reads] " Wonder not, nor admire not in thy mind, 
^hy I do call thee so, for I will show thee no reason for't." 

Fob. A good note : that keeps you from the blow of the law. ' 

Sir To, [read$] '^Thou comest to the Lady Olivia, and in 
my sight she uses thee kindly: but thou liest in thy throat; 
that is not the matter I challenge thee for." 

Fab. Very brief, and to exceeding good sense — less. 

Sir To. [reads] "I will waylay thee going home; where if 
it be thy chance to kill me," — 

Fab. Grood. 

i^tV To. [reads] ^< 'Phou killest me like a rogue and a villain." 

Fab. Still you keep o* the windy side of the law: good. 

Sir To. [reads] "Fare thee well; and God have mercy upon 
one of our souls! He may have mercy upon mine; but my 
hope is better, and so look to thyself. Thy &iend, as thou 
usest him, and thy sworn enemy, Andbbw Aguechebk." 
If this letter move him not, his legs cannot: Fll give 't him. 

Mar. You may have very fit occasion for 't: he is now in 
some commerce with my lady, and will by and by depart. 

Sir To. Gt), Sir Andrew; scout me for him at the comer 
of the orchard, like a bum-baily: so soon as ever thou seest 
him, draw; and, as thou drawest, swear horrible; for it comes 
to pass oft, that a terrible oath, with a swaggering accent 
sharply twanged off, gives manhood more approbation than 
ever proof itself would have earned him. Away I 

Sir And. Nay, let me alone for swearing. [Exit. 

Sir To. Now will not I deliver his letter: fiar the beha- 
viour of the young gentleman gives him out to be of good 
ea|)aeity and breeding; his employment between his lord and 
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my niece confinns no less: therefore this letter, being so ex- 
cellently ignorant, will breed no terror in the youth, — he 
will find it comes from a clodpole. But, sir, I will deUver his 
challenge by word of mouth; set upon Aguecheek a notable 
report of Tsdour; and drive the gentleman — as I know his 
youth will aptly receive it — into a most hideous opinion of 
his rage, skill, fiiry, and impetuosity. This will so fright 
them both, that they will kill one another by tiie look, like 
cockatrices. 

Fab. Here he comes with your niece: give them way till' 
he take leave, and presently after him. 

Sir To, I will meditate the while upon some horrid mess- 
age for a challenge. [Exeunt Sir Toby^ Fadton, and Maricu ' 

Re-enter Olivia , toith Viola. 

OIL IVe said too much unto a heart of stone , 
And laid mine honour too unchary out: 
There's something in me that reproves my fault; 
But such a headstrong potent fault it is. 
That it but mocks reproof. 

Fib. With the same liaviour that your passion bears, 
Goes on my master's grief. 

OIL Here , wear this jewel for me , — 'tis my picture : 
Befuse it not; it hath no tongue to vex you: 
And, I beseech you, come again to-morrow. 
What shall you ask of me that 111 deny, 
That honour, savM, may upon asking give? 

Vio. Nothing but this, — your true love for my master. 

OH, How with mine honour may I give him that 
Which I have given to you? 

Vio, I will acquit you. 

OIL Well, come again to-morrow: fare thee well: 
A fiend like thee might bear my soul to hell. [Exit, 

Re-enter Sir Tobt Bslch and Fabian. 
Sir To. Gentleman , God save thee ! 
Vio, And you, sir. 
Sir To. That defence thou hast, betake thee to 't: of what 
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nature the wrongs are thou hast done him, I know not; bat 
thy intercepter, full of despite, bloody as the hunter, attends 
thee at the orchard-end: dismount thy tuck, be yare in thy 
preparation; for thy assailant is quick, skilfiil, and deadly. 

Vio, You mistake, sir; I am sure no man hath any quar- 
rel to me: my remembrance is very free and clear from any 
image of offence done to any man. 

Sir To. You'll find it otherwise, I assure you: therefore, 
if you hold your life at any price, betake you to your guard; 
for your opposite hath in him what youth, strengtii, skiii, and 
wrath can furnish man withal. 

Vw, I pray you, sir, what is he? 

Sir To, He is knight, dubbed with unbacked rapier and 
on carpet consideration; but he is a devil in private brawl: 
souls and bodies hath he divorced three; and his incensement 
at this moment is so implacable, that satisfaction can be none 
but by pangs of death and sepulchre: hob-nob is his word; 
give 't or take *t. 

Vio, 1 will return again into the house, and desire some 
conduct of the lady. I am no fighter. I have heard of some 
kind of men that put quarrels purposely on others, to taste 
their valour: belike this is a man of that quirk. 

Sir To, Sir, no; his indignation derives itself out of a 
very competent injury: therefore, get you on, and give him 
his desire. Back you shall not to Ibe house, unless you un- 
dertake that with me which with as much safety you might 
answer him: therefore, on, or strip your sword stark naked; 
for meddle you must, that's certain, or forswear to wear iron 
about you. 

Vio, This is as uncivil as strange. I beseech you, do me 
thb courteous office, as to know of l£e knight what my offence 
to him is: it is something of my negligence, nothing of my 
purpose. 

Sir To, I will do so. — Signior Fabian, stay you by this 
gentleman till my return. [Exit. 

Vio* Piay you, sir, do you know of this matter? 
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Fad. I kn<yw' the knight is mcensed against 70a, even to 
a mortal arbitidment; but nothing of the circumstance more. 

Via. I beseech 70a ^ what manner ol man is he? 

Fab. Nothing of that wonderful promise, to read him by 
his form^ as jou are like to find him in the proof of his valour. 
He is, indeed^ sir, tho most skilful, bloody, and fatal opposite 
that you could possibly have fbuad 'in any part of llJyria. 
Will you walk towards him? I will make your peace with 
him, if lean. 

Vto. I shall be much bound to you for ^t: 1 tf m one fbat 
had rather go with sir priest than box knight: I care not who 
knows so much of my mettle. [Exeunt. 

Sc£KB V. The street adjoining OtrviA's garden. 

Enter Sir Toby Bslcb and Sir Andrew AouECHSEk. 

Sir T04 Why , man , he's a very devil ; 1 have not seon 
sach a firago. I had a pass with him, rapier, scabbard , <aud 
aU , and he gives me the stuck-in with such a mortal motion, 
that it is inevitable \ and on the answer, he pays you as surely 
as your feet hit the ground they step on; they say he has 
been fencer to the Sophy. 

Sir And, POx on 't, I'll not meddle with him. 

Sir To, Ay, but he will not now be pacified: I^abian can 
scarce hold him yonder* 

Sir And, Plague on 't, an I thought hd had bedn valiant 
and so cunning in fence, I'd have seen him damned ere I'd 
have challenged him. Let him let the matter slip , and I'll 
give him my horse, gray Capulet. 

Sir To, I'll make the motion: stand here, make a good 
show on 't: this shall end without the perdition of souls. — ^ 
{Aside] Marry, I'll ride your horse as well as 1 ride you. 

Ent^ Fabiak and Violas 
[To Fab.] I have his horse to take up the quarrel: I have per- 
liuaded him the youth's a devil. 

Fab, He is as hoiTibly conceited of him; dnd ]>aiitfl and 
looks pale, as if a bear were at his heels. 
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Sir To. [to VtoJ] There's no remedy, sir; he will fight with 
70a for's oath-sake: many, he hath better bethought him 
of his quarrel, and he finds that now scarce to be worth talk- 
ing of: therefore draw, for the ^upportance of bis vow; he 
protests he will not hurt yov^. 

Vio, [aside\ Pray God d^end mel A Uttl^ ^hing woidd 
make me tell them how much X lack of ^ maqu 

Fab. Give ground , if you see him furious. 

Sir To. Come, 8ir Andrew, there's no remedy; tl^ gentle- 
man will, for his honour's sake, have one bout with you; he 
cannot by the duello avoid it: ^ut he has promise^ me, as he 
is a, gentleipftn ^and a soldier » ih^ will not hurt you. pome 
on; to 't 

Sir And. Pray Go^, he keep his oath! {Draws. 

Vio. I dp assure you, 'tis against my will. [Draws, 

Enter Antonio. 

Ant. Put up yoor sword. If this young ge&tlemaD 
Have done offence, I take the fault on me: 
If you offend him, I for him defy you. 

Sir To. You , sir ! why, what are you ? 

Ant. [drawing] One, sir, that for -his lovte dares yiet do more 
Than you have heard him brag to you he wiU. 

Sir To. Nay, if you be au .undertaker, I am for you. 

[Draws. 

Fab. good Sir Toby, hold! here oome the officers. 

Sir To. [to AntoTuo] I'll be with you anon. 

Vio. [to Sir Andrew] Pt^jj sir, put yoiv sword up, if you 
please. 

Sir And. Marry, will I, sir; ^^ and, for that J promised 
you, ril be as good ii^ my wprd; he will bear you easily, and 
reins well. 

Enter Officers. 
First Off'. This is <thc man; do thy office. 
See. Off. Antonio , I arrest thoc at the suit 
Of Count Orsino. 

AnL You do Biistake me, ttr. 



214 TTVTELPTH-NIGHT; OR, . UcTni 

First Off, No , sir , no jot; I know your favour well , 
Though now you have no eea-cap on your head. — 
Take him away : he knows I know him well. 

AnL I must obey. — [2V) Vxo^ This comes with seeking you: 
But there's no remedy; I shall answer it. 
What will you do , now my necessity 
Makes me to ask you for my purse? It grieves me 
Much more for what I cannot do for you 
Than what befalls myself. You stand amaz'd; 
But be of comfort. 

Sec, Off, Come, sir, away. 

Ant, I must entreat of you some of that money. 

Fio. What money, sir? 
For the fair kindness you have show'd me here, 
And, part, being prompted by your present trouble, 
Out of my lean and low ability 
I'll lend you something: my having is not much; 
I'll make division of my present with you: 
Hold, there's half my coffer. 

And, Will you deny me now? 

Is *t possible that my deserts to you 
Can lack persuasion? Do not tempt my misery. 
Lest that it make me so unsound a man 
As to upbraid you with those kindnesses 
That I have done for you. 

Vw, I know of none ; 

Nor know I you by voice or any feature : 
I hate ingratitude more in a man 
Than lying, vainness, babbling, drunkenness, 
Or any taint of vice whose strong corruption 
Inhabits our frail blood. 

Ant, heavens themselves! 

Sec, Off, Come, sir, I pray you, go. 

Ant, Let me q>eak a little. This youth that yon see here 
I snatched one half out of the jaws of death; 
Believ*d him with socb sanctity of love , — 
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And to bu image, which methonght did promise 
Most Yenerabie worth, did I devotion. 

Hrst Off. What's that to ns? The time goes by: awajl 

AnL Bnt, , how vile an idol proves this god! — 
Thou hast, Sebastian, done good feature shame. — 
In nature tiliere^s no blemish but the mind; 
None can be call'd deform'd but the unkind: 
Virtue is beauty; but the beauteous-evil 
Are empty trunks, o'erflourish'd by the deviL 

Farst Off. The man grows mad: away with him! — Ck>me, 
come, sir. 

AnL Lead me on. [Exeunt Officers tosA Antonio, 

Vio, Methinks hb words do firom such passion fly, 
That he believes himself: so do not L 
Prove true , imagination , , prove true , 
That I, dear brother, be now ta*en for you! 

Sir To. Ck>me hither, knight; come hither, Fabian: well 
whisper o*er a couplet or two of most sage saws. 

Vio. He nam'd Sebastian: I my brother know 
Yet living in my glass; even such, and so, 
In favour was my brother; and he went 
Still in this fashion, colour, ornament, — 
For him I imitate: 0, if it prove, 
Tempestsaiekind, and salt waves fresh in love! . [Exit. 

Sir To. A very dishonest paltry boy, and more a coward 
than a hare : his dishonesty appears in leaving his friend here 
in necessity, and den3ring him; and for his cowardship, ask 
Fabian. 

Fob. A coward, a most devout coward, religious in it 

.Sir And. 'Slid, IH after him again, and beat him. 

Sir To. Do; cuff him soimdly, but never dra|f thy sword. 

Sir And. An I do not, — [ExU. 

Fab. Come, let*s see the event. 

Sir To. I dare lay any money *twill be nothing yet. 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT IV. 
ScENB I. The street adjoining Olivia's garden. 

Enter Bebastus and Clown. 

Clo, Will 70a make me believe that I am not sent for joa? 

Seb. Go to , go to , thou art a foolish feUow : 
Let me be clear of thoe. 

Clo. Well held out, i* ftiitti! No, I do not know 70a; nor 
I am not sent to you by my lady, to bid you oome speak with 
her; nor your name is not Master Oesario; nor this is not my 
nose neither. Nothing that is so is so. 

Seb. I prithee, vent thy folly someidieve else: 
Thou know'st not me. 

Clo. Vent my folly! he has heard tixat wcnrd of some great 
man, and now applies it to a fool: vent my folly! £ am 
afraid this great lubber, the world, will prove a cockney. 
— I prithee, now, ungird thy strangeness, and tell me what 
I shall vent to my lady: shall I vent to her tiiat thou art 
coming? 

Seb. I prithee , foolish Greek , depart from me : 
There's money for thee: if you tarry longer, 
I shall give worse payment. 

Clo. By my troth, thou hast an open hand. — These wise 
men, that give fools money, get themselTes a good repf^tt after 
fourteen years' jwrchwe. 

Enter Sir Aitdrew Aguecqee^:. 
Sir And. Now, sir, have I met you again? there's for you. 

[Sticking Sebastian. 
Seb. Why, there's for thee, and there, and there, and 
there! {Beating Sir Andrew. 

Are all the people mad? 

Enter Sir Tob7 Bmhoa and YAsm»> 
Sir To. Hold, sir, or I'll throw ycmr dagger o*er the house. 
Clo, This will I tell my lady straight: I would not be in 
some of your coats for twopence. [Exit, 

Sir To. Come on, sir; hold* 
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Sir And, Nay, let bim alone: 111 go aaoiiier way to work 
with him; 1*11 have m action of battexr against him, if there 
be any law in Illyria: .though I Btruck him first, yet it*8 no 
matter for that. 

Seb, Let go thy hand. 

Sir To, Ck)me, sir, I will not let you go. Come, my yomig 
soldier, put up your iron: you are well fieshed; come on. 

Seb, I wHl be free from thee. [Disengages himself.] What 
wouldst thou now? 
If thou dar'st tempt me further, draw thy sword. [Draws. 

Sir To. What, what? Nay, then I must havQ gn ounce or 
two of this malapert blood from you. [Draws, 

Enter Ouvu. 

OIL Hold, Toby; on thy life , I charge thee, holdt 

Sir To. Madam J 

CUi. Will it be ever thus? Ungracious wretc}i« 
Fit for 4he mojintains and the barbarous caves, 
Where manners ne'er were preach*d! out of my sight! — 
Be not offended, dear Cesario. — 
Rudesby, be gone! [Exeunt Sir To,, J^ir 4n4'y and Fab, 

I prithee, gentle friend, 
Let thy fair wisdom, not thy paAsion, sway 
In thi9 uncivil and unjust extcoit 
Against thy peace. Go with me to my house; 
And he9f ^ou ther# how many fruitlew pranks 
This ruffian hath botched up, that thou thereby 
Mayst emiie at this: tko« shalt not 0tl»oose but go: 
Do not deny. Beshrew \m soul for ne. 
He started one poor heart of mine m thee. 

Seb. What relish is in tbis? how runs ihe stream? 
Or I am mad, or else tikis m a dreamt 
Let fancy still my sense in Lethe steep^ 
If it be tibns to dream, still let me sleep! 

OU. Nay, come, I prithee: would tibi0U*4flft ba ind*d by me! 

8eb. ^dam, I wUL 

OIL 0,say so, andsobel [EattunL 
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Som n. A roam in Olivu'b house. 

Enter Masia and Clown. 

Mar. Kay, I prithee, put on this gown and this beard; 
make him believe thou art Sir Topas the curate : do it quickly ; 
m caU Sir Toby the whilst [Exit. 

Clo. Well, ril put it on, and I will dissemble myself in 't ; 
and I would I were the first that ever dissembled in such a 
gown. I am not tall enough to become the function well; 
nor lean enough to be thought a good student: but to be said 
an honest man and a good housekeeper, goes as fairly as to 
say a careful man and a great scholar. The competitors enter. 

Enter §ir Tobt Belch and Mabia. 

Sir To. Jove bless thee, master parson. 

Clo. Bonos dies^ Sir Toby: for, as the old hermit of 
Prague, that never saw pen and ink, very wittily said to a 
niece of Eong Grorboduc, *' That that is is;" so I, being master 
parson, am master parson; for, what is that but that, and is 
but id? 

Sir To. To him. Sir Topas. 

Clo. What, ho, I say, — peace in this prison! 

Sir To. The knave counterfeits well; a good knave. 

Mai. [tot^n] Who calls there? 

Clo. Sir Topas the curate, who comes to visit Malvolio 
the lunatic. 

Mai. [lotY^n] Sir Topas, Sir Topas, good Sir Topas, go to 
my lady. 

Clo. Out, hyperbolical fiend! how vexest thoa this man! 
talkest thou nothing but of ladies? 

Sir To. Well said, master parson. 

Mai. [mithm] Sir Topas, never was man thus wronged: 
good Sir Topas, do not think I am mad: they have laid me 
here in hideous darkness. 

do. Fie, thou dishonest Satan! I call thee by the most 
modest terms; for I am one of those gentle ones that will use 
the devil himself with courtesy: sayest thou that house is 
dark? 
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Mai, [witikn] As hell, Sir Topas. 

Clo, Why, it hath bay-windows transparent as barrica- 
does, and the dear-stories toward the south-north are as 
lustrous as ebony; and yet complainest thou of obstruction? 

MaL [withinl I am not mad, Sir Topas: I say to you, this 
house is dark. 

Clo, Madman, thou errest: I say, there is no darkness but 
ignorance ; in which thou art more puzzled than the Egyptians 
in their fog. 

Med, [loAAm] I say, this house is as dark as ignorance, 
though ignorance were as dark as hell; and I say, there was 
never man thus abused. I am no more mad than you are: 
-make the trial of it in any constant question. 

Clo, What is the opinion qf Pythagoras concerning wild- 
fowl? 

Mai. [mlMn\ That the soul of our grandam might haply 
inhabit a bird. 

Clo, What thinkest thou of his opinion? 

Mai, [witUn\ I think nobly of the soul, and no way ap- 
prove his opinion. 

C/o. Fare thee well. Remain thou still in darkness: thou 
shalt hold the opinion of Pythagoras ere I will allow of thy 
wits; and fear to kiU a woodcock, lest thou dispossess the soul 
of thy grandam. Fare thee well. 

Mai, [vjUhm] Sir Topas, Sir Topas, — 

Sir To, My most exquisite Sir Topas 1 

Clo. Kay, I am for tdl waters. 

Mar, Thou mightst have done this without thy beard and 
gown: he sees thee not. 

Sir To. To him in thine own voice, and bring me word 
how thou findest him: I would we were well lid of this 
knavery. If he may be conveniently delivered, I would he 
were; for I am now so feir in offence with my niece, that I 
cannot pursue with any safety this sport to the upshot. Come 
by and by to my chamber. [Exeunt Sir To^ and Maria. 

do, [nnging] Hey, Bobin, jolly Bobin, * 

Tell me how thy lady does. 
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Jl/a/. [twWn]Fool,— 

Clo, [nngmg] My lady is tmSdnd, perdy. 

MaL [within] Fool,— ' 

Clo, [singint;] Alas , why is Ait so? 

Mai. [wiUun] Fool , I say, — 

Clo, [singing] She loves another — Who calls, ha? 

MaL [within] Good fool, as ever -thou wik 4o6eFve well at 
my hand, help me to a candle, and pen, ink, and paper: «a.I 
am a gentleman, I will live to be thankful to thee for 't. 

Clo, Master Malvolio! 

3fal, [within] Ay, good fool. 

Clo, Alas, sir, how fell you besides your flve wits? 

MaL [within] Fool, there was never man «o notoriously 
abused: I am as well in my wits, fool, as thou furt. 

Clo, But as well? then you are mad indeed, if you be no 
better in your wits than a fool. 

Mai, [within] They have here propertied me; keep me in 
darkness, send ministers to me, asses, and do all they can to 
face me out of my wits. 

Clo, Advise you what you say; the minister is here. -*- 
Malvolio, Malvolio, thy wits the heavens restore! endeavour 
thyself to sleep, and leare t&y vain bibbie-bfibble. 

Mai, [within] Sir Topas, — 

Clo, Maintain no words with him, good fellow. -^^-Wto, I, 
sir? not I, sir. God b' wi* you, good Sir Topas! r— Marry, 
amen. — I will, sir, I will. 

Mai, [within] Fool, fool, fo<3fl, I eay, — 

do, Alas, sir, be patient. Wliat say you, vir? I am shent 
for speaking to you. 

Mai, [within] Good fool, help me to some light and some 
paper: I tell thee, I am as wdl in my wits «8 axty man in 
Dlyria. 

Clo. WcH-a-day, that you were, sir! 

Mai, [within] By this hand, 1 am. Good fool, 8K>me ink, 
paper, and light; and convey what I will jset down to nfty 
lady: it shall advantage thee more i^ea over the bearing of 
letter did. 
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Clo, I will help 70a to 't But t«ll me trae, ai?* you not 
mad indeed? or do 70a but cotiliterfeit? 

Med, [wUhin] Believe me^ I am not; I tell thee trae^ 
Clo, Nay, 111 ne'er belidre a madman tilll sea hlft brains. 
I will fetch yott light, and |Ni^r, and Ink. 

Mai. [within] Fool^ Til re<)uite it in the ]M|{he»t degsee: 1 
prithee, be gone. 

Clo, {singing] I am gone^ sir; 

And anon ^ sir ^ 
ril he with you again ^ 
In a trice, 
Like to Hie old Vice 
Your need to sustain; 

Who^ wOk dagger eflathf 
In his rape and hk ufralk, 

Cries, ah, hal to €19 d^Ms 
Like a ftiad iad^ 
Pare thy naiUi &ad; 

Adieu , goodman drivH, [Exit. 

ScBMB IIL Ouvza'b garden. 

Enter Sebastiah. 
Seh, This is the air; that is the glorious stUi; 
This pearl she gave me, I do feel 't and see 't: 
And tiiough *tis wonder that enwraps me thus. 
Yet *tis not madness. Where's AntOniO, then? 
I could nof find him at the Elephants 
Yet there he was; and there I found this credit, 
That he did range the town to seek me out. 
His counsel now might do me golden service; 
For though my soul disputes well with my sense, 
That this may be some error, but no madness » 
Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune 
So far exceed all instance, all discourse. 
That I am ready to distrust mine eyes, 
And wrangle with my reason, that pcrsuad^B me 
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To any other trust bat that Fm mad, — 

Or else the lady's mad; jet, if 'twere so, 

She could not sway her house, command her followers. 

Take and give back affairs, and their dispatch, 

With such a smooth, discreet, and stable bearing, 

As I pereeiye she does: there's something in 't 

That is deceivable. But here the lady comes. 

Enter Olivia and a Priest. 

Olu Blame not this haste of mine. If you moan well. 
Now go with me and with this holy man 
Into the chantry by: there, before him, 
And underneath that consecrated roof. 
Plight me the full assurance of your faith; * 

That my most jealous and too doubtful soul 
May live at peace: he shall conceal it. 
Whiles you are willing it shaU come to noto, 
What .time we will our celebration keep 
According to my birth. — What do you say? 

Seb, I'll foUow this good man, and go with you; 
And, having sworn truth, ever will be true. 

OIL Then lead the way, good father; — and heavens so 
shine, 
That they may fairly note this act of minel [ExeimL 

ACT V. 
ScBm I. The street before Ouvia's house. 

Enter Clown and Fabiah. 
Fab, Now, as thou loyest me, let me see his letter. 
Clo. Qood Master Fabian, grant me another request 
Fab, Ajoy thing. 

Clo. Do not desire to see this letter. 
Fab, This is, to give a dog, and, in recompense, desire 
my dog again. 

Enter Duke, Yiola, Oubio, and Attendant!. 
Duke, Belong you to the Lady Olivia Mends? 
Go. Ay, sir; we are some of her trappings. 
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Dvke, I know thee well: how dost ihoo, my good fellow? 

Clo. Truly, sir, the better for my foes, and &e worae for 
my friends. 

Duke. Just the contrary; the better for thy friends. 

Clo, No, sir, the worse. 

Duke. How can that be? 

Clo. Many, sir, they praise me, and make an ass of me; 
now my foes tell me plainly I am an ass: so that by my foes, 
sir, I profit in the knowledge of myself; and by my Mends I 
am abused: so that, conclusions to be as kisses, if your four 
negatives make your two affirmatives, why, then, the worse 
for my friends , and the better for my foes. 

Duke. Why, this is excellent. 

Clo. By my troth, sir, no; though it please you to be one 
of my Mends. 

Duke. Thou shalt not be the worse for me: there's gold. 

[Gives money. 

Clo. But that it would be double-dealing, sir^ I would you 
could make it another. 

Duke. 0, you give me ill counseL 

Clo. Put your grace in your pocket, sir, for this once, and 
let your flesh and blood obey it. 

Duke. WeU, I will be so much a sinner to be a double- 
dealer: there's another. [Gives money. 

Clo. Primo, secundo^ tertio^ is a good play; and the old 
saying is, the third pays for all: the triplex y sir, is a good 
tripping measure; or the bells of Saint Bennet, sir, may put 
you in mind, — one, two, three. 

Duke. You can fool no more money out of me at this 
throw : if you wHl let your lady know I am here to speak with 
her, and bring her along with you, it may awake my bounty 
farther. 

Clo. Many, sir, lullaby to your bounty till I come again. 
I go, sir; but I would not have you to think that my desire 
of having is the sin of covetousness: but, as you say, sir, let 
yourbounty take anap, I willawakeit anon. [Exit, 

Vio. Here comes the man, sir, that did rescue me. 
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Enter OffideiWy wkU AK^oKia 

2?aib^. Tkat face df his I do ifemember weUv 
Yet, when I saw it last, it was besmeared 
As black a£r Yulcan in the smoke of wat? 
A bawbling vessel was he captain ef , 
For shallow draught and bulk unprizabid; 
With which «uch seatheful ^apple did he msk^ 
With the ittOrt ttoWe bottom of our fleet,, 
That very envy and the tongue of lostt 
Cried fame and honour on fahn. -^ What'a th« matter? 

Rrst Off, Orsino , this is that Antonie^ 
That took the Phoenk and her franght i^om Gaac^f 
And this is he that did the Tiger board, 
When your jrotmg nephew Titus lost his leg: 
Here«in the streets, desperate of shame and state y 
In private brabble dM we apprehend him. 

Vi<t, He did me kindness, sir; drew on my side; 
Buf, in conclusion, put strange speech upon me, — - 
I know not what 'twas , but distraction. 

Duke, Notable pirate J thou salt-water thief! 
What foolish boldness brought thee io their mercicfd, 
Whom thou, in terms so bloody sctsA so dear^ 
Hast made thine enemies? 

Ant, Orsino, nobldfl^, 

Be pleas'd that I shake off tliese n«med y«tt gire* tore: 
Antonk) never yet wai^ thief or pirate ^ 
Though, I confess, on base and grdund enough, 
Orsino's enemy. A witchcraft dfew me hither: 
That most ingratefiili hity there by your side ^ 
From the rude ^9 ettm^d aud foamy moutb 
Did I redeem; a wreek past hope he wast 
His life I gave him , and did thereto add 
My love, without retention ix restf^int^ 
Ail his in dedieatioti; for Ids sake 
Pid I expoee myself^ pure for hiit Icr^^ 
Into the danger of this adverse town; 
Drew to defldtid him when he was besews 
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Where being apprehended, his false canning *— 

Not meaning to partake with me in danger -^ 

Taught him to face me out of his acqnaint4ii>ce» 

And grew a twenty-years-removM thing 

While one would wink; denied me mine own pcurse. 

Which I had recommended to his use 

Not half an hour before. 

Vio. How can this be? 

Duke» When came je to this town? 

Ant. To-daj, my lord: and for three months before --> 
No interim , not a minute's vacancy *— 
Both day and night did we keep company. 

Duke. Here comes the countess: now hearen walks on 
earth. — 
But for thee, fellow, — fellow, thy words are madness: 
Three months this youth hath tended upon me; 
But more of that anon. — Take him aside* 

Enter OuviA and Attendaats* 

OIL What would my lord , but that he may not hare , 
Wherein Olivia may seem serviceable? — 
Cesario, you do not keep promise with me. 

Vio. Madam! 

Duke. Gracious Olivia, — 

OIL What do you say, Cesario? -** GTood my lord, — 

Vio. My lord would speak; my duty hashes me. 

OIL If it be aught to the old tune , my lord, 
It is as fat and fulsome to mine ear 
As howling after music. 

Duke. Still 80 cniel? 

OIL Still so constant, lord. 

Duke. What, to perverseness? you uncivil lady, 
To whose ingrate and unauspicious altars 
My soul the faithfull'st offerings hatJi breath'd out 
That e'er devotion tender'dl What shall 1 do? 

OIL Even what it please my lord, that shall become him. 

Duke. Why should I not, had I the heart to do it, 

8hak€9ptar4, II. 15 
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Like to th' Egyptian thief at point of death, 

Kill what I loye? a sayage jealoosy 

That Bometime savours nobly. — But hear me this: 

Since jou to non-regardance cast my faith. 

And that I partly know the instrument 

That screws me from my true place in your favour, 

Live you, the marble-breasted tyrant, still; 

But this your minion, whom I know you love , 

And whom, by heaven I swear, I tender dearly. 

Him will I tear out of that cruel eye , 

Where he sits crowned in his master's spite. — 

Gome, boy, with me; my thoughts are ripe in mischief: 

m sacrifice the lamb that I do love , 

To spite a raven's heart within a dove. [Going, 

Vio, And J, most jocund, apt, and willingly, 
To do you rest, a thousand deaths would die. [Following. 

OH. Where goes Cesario ? 

Vio, After him I love 

More than I love these eyes , more than my life , 
More, by aU mores, than e'er I shall love wife. 
If I do feign, you witnesses above 
Punish my life for tainting of my love! 

Ol£. Ay me, detested! how am 1 beguil'd! 

Vio. Who does beguile you? who does do you wrong? 

Oli. Hast thou forgot thyself? is it so long? — 
Call forth the holy father. [Exit an Attendant. 

Duke. Come, away! [To Viola. 

Oli. Whither, my lord? — Cesario, husband, stay. 

Duke. . Husband! 

Oli. Ay, husband: can he that deny? 

Duke, Her husband, sirrah I 

Vio, No , my lord , not I. 

OIL Alas , it is the baseness of tiby fear 
That makes thee strangle thy propriety : 
Fear not, Cesario; take thy fortunes up; 
Be that thou know*st thou art^ and then thou art 
As great as that thou fear'st 
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Re-enter Attendant , uoiik Priest. 

0, welcome, father! 
Father, I charge thee, by thy reverence, 
Here to unfold — though lately we intended 
To keep in darkness what occasion now 
Beveals before 'tis ripe — what thou dost know 
Hath newly pass'd between this youth and me. 

Priest, A contract and eternal bond of love , 
Confirmed by mutual joinder of your hands. 
Attested by the holy close of lips , 
Strengthen'd by interchangement of your rings; 
And aJl the ceremony of tMs compact 
Seal'd in my function, by my testimony: 
Since when, my watch hath told me, ^ward my grave 
I have travelled but two hours. 

Duke. thou dissembling cub I what wilt thou be 
When time hath sow'd a grizzle on thy case? 
Or will not else thy craft so quickly grow, 
That thine own trip shall be thine overthrow? 
Farewell, and take her; but direct thy feet 
Where thou and I henceforth may never meet. 

Vio, My lord, I do protest, — 

Old, 0, do not swear! 

Hold little faith , though thou hast too much fear. 

Enter Sir Andbew Agueoheek with his head broken. 

Sir And, For the love of Ood, a sm*gcon! and send one 
presently to Sir Toby. 

OH. What's 'the matter? 

Sir And. 'Has broke my head across , and *has given Sir 
Toby a bloody coxcomb too : for the love of God, your help! 
I had rather than forty pound I were ai home. 

OIL Who has done this , Sir Andrew? 

Sir And. The count's gentleman, one Cesario: we took 
him for a coward , but he's the very devil incardinate. 
'" Duke, My gentleman Cesario? 

Sir And, 'Od's lifelings, here he is! — You broke my head 

15 ♦ 
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for nothing; and that that I did, I was set on to do *t by Sir 
Toby. 

Vio. Why do you speak to me? I never hurt you: 
You drew your sword upon me without cause; 
But I bespake you fair, and hurt you not 

Sir And. If a bloody coxcomb be a hurt, you haye hurt 
me: I think you set nothing by a bloody coxcomb. — Here 
comes Sir Toby halting, — you shall hear more : but if he had 
not been in drink, he would have tickled you othergates than 
he did. 

Enter Sir Tqbt Biloh, led by the Clown. 

Duke. How now, gentleman! how is 't with you? 

Sir To. That's all one: 'has hurt me, and there's the end 
on 't. — Sot, didst see Dick surgeon, sot? 

Clo. 0, he's drunk, Sir Toby, an hour agone; his eyes 
were set at eight i* the morning. 

Sir To. Then he's a rogue and a passy-measures pavin: 
I hate a dronken rogue. 

OH. Away with him! Who hath made this havoc with 
them? 

Sir And. Til help you. Sir Toby, because we'll be dressed 
together. 

Sir To. Will you help, — an ass-head and a coxcomb and 
a knave , — a thin-faced knave , a gull? 

OH. Q-et him to bed, and let his hurt be look'd to. 

[Exeunt Clown, Fabian^ Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew. 

Enter Sebastian. 

Seb. I'm sorry, madam , I have hurt your kinsman; 
But, had it been the brother of my blood , 
I must have done no less with wit and safety. 
You throw a strai^e regard upon m&, and by that 
I. do perceive it hath offended you: 
Pardon me, sweet one, even for the vows 
We made each other but so late ago. 

Duke. One face^ one voice, one habit, and two persom,— « 
A natural pc^rspective, that is and is not! 



k^ 
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Seb. Antonio, mj dear Antonio! 
How bare the honn ladc'd and tortur'd me, 
Since I have lost thee ! 

AnU Sebastian are you? 

Seh, Fear*st thou that, Antonio? 

AnU How haye 70a made division of yourself? — 
An apple, deft in two, is not more twin 
Than these two creatures. Which is Sebastian? 

OH, Most wonderful 1 

Seb. Do I stand there? Inever had a brother; 
Nor can there be that deity in my nature , 
Of here and every where. I had a sister, 
Whom the blind waves and surges have devoured. — 
Of charity, what kin are you to me? [To Violcu 

What countryman? what name? what parentage? 

Vio. Of Messaline: Sebastian was my father; 
Such a Sebastian was my brother too, 
So went he suited to his watery tomb : 
If spirits can assume bolii form and suit, 
You come to fright us. 

Seb, A spirit I am indeed; 

But am in that dimension grossly clad , 
Which from the womb I did participate. 
Were you a woman, as the rest goes even, 
I should my tears let fall up<m your cheek, 
And say, "Thrice- welcome, drowned Viola J" ' 

Vio. My father had a mole upon his brow, — 

Seb, And so had mine. 

Vio. And died that day when Viola from her birth 
Had numbered thirteen years. 

Seb. 0, that recdrd is lively in my soul I 
He finished, indeed, his mortal act 
That day that made my sister thirteen years. 

Vio. If nothing lets to make us happy both 
But this my mascuUne usurp'd attire , 
Do not embrace me till each circumstance 
Of place , time , fortune , do cohere and jump , 
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That I am Viola: wHcb to confirm, 

111 bring you to a captain's in this town , 

Where lie my maid's weeds; by whose gentle help 

I was preferr*d to serve this noble comit. 

All the occurrence of my fortune since 

Hath been between this lady and this lord. 

Seb. So comes it, lady, you have been mistook: [To Olivia. 
But nature to her bias drew in that. 
You would have been contracted to a maid; 
Nor are you therein, by my life, deceived, — 
You are betroth'd both to a maid and man. 

Duke. Be not amaz'd; right noble is his blood. — 
If this be so , as yet the glass seems true , 
I shall have share in this most happy wreck. — 
Boy, thou hast said to me a thousand times [To Viola. 

Thou never shouldst love woman like to me. 

Vio. And all those sayings will I over-swear; 
And all those swearings keep as true in soul 
As doth that orb^d continent the fire 
That severs day from night. 

Duke. Give me thy hand; 

And let me see thee in thy woman's weeds. 

Vio. The cap1<ain that did bring me first on shore 
Hath my maid's garments: he, upon some action, 
Is now in durance, at MalvoHo's suit, 
A gentleman and follower of my lady's. 

Oil. He shall enlarge him: — fetch Malvolio hither: — 
And yet, alas, now I remember me. 
They say, poor gentleman, he's much-distract. 

Re-enter Clown with a letter , and Fabun. 

A most extracting frenzy of mine own 

From my remembrance clearly banish'd his — 

How does he, sirrah? 

Clo. Truly, madam, he holds Beelzebub at the stave's end 
as well as a man in his case may do : 'has here writ a letter 
to you; I should have given 't you to-day morning, — but as a 
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madman's epistles are no gospels, so it skills not mach when 
they are deHvered. 

OIL Open 't , and read it 

Go, Look, then, to be well edified when the fool delivers 
the madman. [Reads] ^'By the Lord, madam," — 

OIL How now I art thou mad? 

do. No, madam, I do but read madness : an your lady- 
ship will have it as it ought to be , you must allow vox. 

OIL Prithee, read i' thy right wits. 

Clo. So I do, madonna; but to read his right wits is to 
read thus: therefore perpend, my princess, and give ear. 

OIL Read it you, sirrah. \To Fabian. 

Fab. [reads] "By the Lord, madam, you wrong me, and 
the world shall know it : thoughy ou have put me into darkness, 
and giyen your drunken cousin rule over me , yet have I the 
benefit of my senses as well as your ladyship. I have your 
own letter that induced me to the semblance I put on; with 
the which I doubt not but to do myself much right, or you 
much shame. Think of me as you please. I leave my duty 
a little unthought of, and speak out of my injury. 

Thb madlt-usbd Malvolio.'' 

OIL Did he write this? 

Clo. Ay, madam. 

Duke. This savours not much of distraction. 

OIL See him deliver*d, Fabian; bring him hither. 

[Exit Fabian. 
My lord, so please you, these things further thought on. 
To think me as well a sister as a vrife. 
One day shall crown th' alliance on*s, so please you. 
Here at my house, and at my proper cost 

Dvke. Madam, I am most apt t' embrace your ofier. — 
[To Viola] Your master quits you; and, for your service done 

him. 
So much against tiie mettle of your sex. 
So far beneath your soft and tender breeding, 
And since you caU'd me master for so long , 
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Here is my Hand: you shall from thii time be 
Your master's mistress. 

Oh, A sister I — • you are she. 

Re-enter Fibiait, with Malvolio. 

Duke, Is this the madman? 

OH, Ay, my lord, this same. — 

How now, Malvolio! 

Mai, Madam, youVe done me wrong. 

Notorious wrong. 

OH, Have I, Malvolio? no. 

MaL Lady, you hare. Pray you, peruse that letter: 
You must not now deny it is your hand , — 
Write from it, if you can, in hand or phrase; 
Or say *tis not your seal, not your invention: 
You can say none of this: well, grant it, then. 
And tell me, in the modesty of honour, 
Why you have given me such clear lights of favour, 
Bade. me come smiling and cross-garter'd to you. 
To put on yellow stockings , and to frown 
Upon Sir Toby and the lighter people; 
And, acting this in an obedient hope. 
Why have you suffered me to be imprisoned, 
Kept in a dark house, visited by the priest, 
And made the most notorious geek and gull 
That e*er invention play'd on? tell me why. 

OH, Alas , Malvolio , this is not my writing , 
Though, I confess, much like the character: 
But, out of question, *tis Maria's hand. 
And now I do bethiiik me, it was she 
First told me thou wast mad: thou cam st in smiling. 
And in suoh. forms which here were presupposed 
Upon ik»e in the letter. Prithee , be content : 
This practice hath most shrewdly pass'd upon thee; 
But, when we know the grounds tmd authors of it, 
Thou shalt be both the plaintiff and the judge 
Of thine own cause. 
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Fab. Grood madam, hear me flpeak; ' 

And let no qnairel nor no brawl to come 
Taint the condition of this present hour, 
Which I have wonder*d at. In hope it shall not. 
Most fireelj I confess, myself and Tohy 
Set this deyice against Malyolio here, 
Upon some stabbom and oncourteons parts 
We had conceiy'd in him: Maria writ 
The letter at Sir Toby's great importance; 
In recompense whereof he hath married her. 
How with a sportful maUce it was followed, 
May rather plack on laughter than revenge; 
If that the injuries be jastlj weigh'd 
That haye on both sides passed. 

OH, Alas , poor fool , how haye they baffled thee ! 

Clo. Why, '* some are bom great, some achieve greatness, 
and some have greatness thrown upon them." I was one, sir, 
in this interlude, — one Sir Topas, sir; but that*8 all one. — 
^^By the Lord, fool, I am not mad;" — but do you remem- 
ber? "Madam, why laugh you at such a barren rascal? an 
you smile not, he*s gagged:" and thus the whirligig of time 
brings in his revenges. 

McU. I'll be reveng*d on the whole pack of you. [Exit. 

on. He hath been most notoriously abus'd. 

Duke, Pursue him, and entreat him to a peace: — 
He hath not told us of the captain yet: 
When that is known, and golden time convents, 
A solemn combination shall be made 
Of our dear souls. Meantime , sweet sister , 
We will not part from hence. — Cesario, come; 
For so you shall be, while you are a man; 
But when in other habits you are seen, 
Orsino's mistress and his fancy's queen. 

[Exeunt aU, except dawn. 
Song. 

Clo, When thai I was and a little tiny hoy^ 
With hey, ho , the wind and the ram^ 
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' A foolish Hdng was but a toy , 
I For {he ram it raineth every day, 

\ But tohen I came to marCe estate^ 

' With hey, hoj the wind and (he raki, 

^Gainst knaves and thieves men shut (heir gate , 
/ For {he rain it raineth every day. 

9 
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But when I came , alas! to totoe, 

With hey J ho, (he wind and the rain , 
By swaggering could I never thrive. 

For (he rain it raineth every day. 

But when I came unto my bed, 
^ WOhhey, ho, the wind and (he rain, 

With tosS'poU still had drunks head. 
For (he ram it raine(h every day. 

A great while ago (he world begun, 
' With hey, ho, (he wind and (he rain: — 

But (hats ail one, our play is done. 
And w^ll strive to please you every day, 

[Exit. 
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ACT L 
SovhbL SicHia, An antechamber in the paktee of IjBonrRS. 

Enter Camillo and Abchidamub. 

Arch. If jou shall chance , Camillo , to visit Bohemia , on 
the like occasion whereon my semces are now on foot, you 
shall see, as I have said, great difference betwixt our Bohe- 
mia and jour Sicilia. 

Cam, I think, this coming summer, the King of Sicilia 
means to pay Bohemia the visitation which he justly owes him. 
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Arck Wherein our entertainment shall shame us we wiU 
be justified in our loves; for, indeed, — 

Cam, Beseech you, — 

Arch, Verily, I speak it in the freedom of my knowledge : 
we cannot with such magnificence — in so rare — ^ I know not 
what to say. — ^We will give you sleepy drinks, that your senses, 
unintelligent of our insufficience , may, though they cannot 
praise us, as little accuse us. 

Cam, You pay a great deal too dear for what's given 
freely. 

Arch. Believe me, I speak as my understanding instructs 
me, and as mine honesty puts it to utterance. 

Cam, SiciHa cannot show himself over-kind to Bohemia. 
They were trained together in their childhoods; and there 
rooted betwixt them then such an affection, which cannot 
choose but branch now. Since their more mature dignities 
and royal necessities made separation of their society, their 
encounters, though not personal, have been royally attomeyed 
with interchange of gifts, letters, loving embassies; that IJiey 
have seemed to be together, though absent; shook hands, as 
over a vast; and embraced, as it were, from the ends of op« 
posed winds. The heavens continue their love I 

Arch. I think there is not in the world either malice or 
matter to alter it. You have an unspeakable comfort of your 
young prince Mamillius: it is a gentleman of the greatest 
promise that ever came into my note. 

Cam. I very well agree with you in the hopes of him: it 
is a gallant child; one that, indeed, physics the subject, makes , 
old hearts fresh: they that went on crutches ere he was bom 
desire yet their life to see him a man. 

Arch. Wouhi they else be content to die? 

Cam, Yes ; if there w^:e no other excuse why they should 
desire to live. 

Arch. If the king bad no son ^ ihey would desire to live 
on crutches till he had one. 

[Exeunt, 
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SoBNB U. The same, A room of state in the palace. 

.Enter LbohtbSi Pouxbnbs, Hbrmionb, Mamillius, Camillo, 

and Attendants. 

PoL Nine changes of the wateiy star have been 
The shepherd's note since w^ have left our throne 
Without a burden: time as long again 
Would be filled up, my brother, with our thanks; 
And yet we should , for perpetuity, 
Go hence in debt: and therefore , like a cipher, 
Yet standing in rich place , 1 multiply 
With one we-thank-you many thousands more 
That go before it 

Leon. Stay your thanks awhile, 

And pay them when you part 

Pol. Sir, that*A to-morrow. 

I'm questioned by my fears, of what may chance 
Or breed upon our absence: that may blow 
No sneaping winds at home , to make us say, 
" This is put forth too truly 1 " Besides , IVe stay'd 
To tire your royalty. 

Leon. We are tougher, brother. 

Than you can put us to't 

Pol. No longer stay. 

Leon. One seyen-night longer. 

PoL Very sooth, to-morrow. 

Leon. Well part the time between's, then: and in that 
1*11 no gainsaying. 

Pol. Press me not, beseech you, so. 

There is no tongue that moves, none, none i' the world, 
So soon as yours, could win me: so it should now, 
Were there necessity in your request, although 
'Twere needful I denied it. My affairs 
Do even drag me homeward: which to hinder. 
Were, in your love, a whip to me; my stay, 
To you a charge and trouble: to aave both, 
Farewell, our brother. 
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Leon, Tongae-Hed our qneen? speak 70U. 

Her. I had thought, sir, to have held mj peace until 
You had drawn oaths from him not to stay. You, sir, 
Charge him too coldly. Tell him, you are sure 
All in Bohemia's well; this satisfaction 
The by-gone day proclaim'd: say this to him, 
He's beat from his best ward. 

Leon, Well said, Hermione. 

Her. To tell, he longs to see his son, were strong: 
But let him say so then, and let him go; 
But let him swear so, and he shall not stay, 
We'll thwack him hence with distaffs. — 
{To PoUxenes] Yet of your royal presence I'll adventure 
The borrow of a week. When at Bohemia 
You take my lord, I'll give you my commission 
To let him there a month behind the gest 
Prefix'd for's parting: — yet, good deed, Leontes, 
I love thee not a jar 0' the clock behind 
What lady should her lord. — You'll stay? 

Pol. No , madam. 

Her. Nay, but you will? 

Pol, I may not, verily. 

Her. Verily! 
You put me off with limber vows ; but I, 
Though you would seek t' imsphore the stars with oaths , 
Should yet say, " Sir, no going." Verily, 
You shall not go: a lady's "verily" 's 
As potent as a lord's. Will you go yet? 
Force me to keep you as a prisoner. 
Not like a guest; so you shall pay your fees 
When you depart, and save your thanks. How say you? 
My prisoner, or my guest? by your dread "verily," 
One of them you shall be. 

PoL Your g^est, then, madam: 

To be your prisoner should import offending; 
Which is for me less easy to commit 
Than you to punish. 
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Her. Not joxa gaoler, then , 

But jour kind hostess. Come, 1*11 questibn you 
Of mjr lord's tricks and yours when yoi\ were bojrs: 
You were pretty lordings then? 

Pol, We were, fair queen. 

Two lads that thought there was no more behind 
But such a day to-morrow as to-day, 
And to be boy eternal. 

Her, Was not my lord the yerier wag o' the two? 

Pol, We were as twinn'd lambs that did fiisk i' the sun , 
And bleat the one at th' other: what we chang*d 
Was innocence for innocence; we knew not 
The doctrine of ill-doing, no, nor dream*d 
That any did. Had we pursued that life , 
And our weak spirits ne'er been higher rear'd 
With stronger blood, we should have answered heavea 
Boldly, *'Not guilty;" th' imposition dear'd 
Hereditary ours. 

Her, By this we gather 

You have tripp'd since. 

Pol, my most sacred lady. 

Temptations haye since then been born to 's; for 
In those unfledg'd days was my wife a girl; 
Your precious self had then not cross'd the eyes 
Of my young playfellow. 

Her, Grace to boot! 

Of this make no conclusion, lest you say 
Your queen and I are devils: yet, go on; 
Th' offences we have made you do, we'll answer; 
If you first sinn'd with us , and that with us 
You did continue fault, and that you slipp'd not 
With any but with us. 

Leon, Is he won yet? 

Her. He'll stay, my lord. / 

Leon, At my request he wofuld not 

Hermione, my dear'st, thou never sx>ok'Bt 
To better purpose. 
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Her. Nerer? 

Leon. Never, but once. 

Her. What! hare I twice eaid well? when was 't before? 
I prithee tell me; cramps with praise, and make's 
As fat as tame things: one good deed dying tongueless 
Slaughters a tiiousand waiting upon that. 
Our praises are our wages: you may ride 's 
With one soft kiss a thousand furlongs , ere 
With spur we heat an acre. But to the goal: — 
Mj last good deed was to entreat his stay : 
What was my first? it has an elder sister, 
Or I mistake you: O, would her name were Grace! 
But once before I spoke to the purpose: when? 
Nay, let me have 't; I long. 

Leon. Why, that was when 

Three crabbed months had sour'd themselves to death, 
Ere 1 could make thee open thy white hand. 
And clap thyself my love: then didst thou utter, 
"I am yours for ever." 

Her, It is Grace indeed, — 

Why, la you now, Fve spoke to the purpose twice: 
The one for ever eam'd a royal husband; 
Th* other for some while a Mend. 

[Giving her Jiand to Polixenes^ 

Leon, [aside] Too hot, too hot! 

To mingle friendship far, is mingling bloods. 
I have tremor cordis on me, — my heart dances; 
But not for joy, — not joy. — This entertainment 
May a free face put on ; derive a liberty 
From heartiness, from bounty's fertile bosom. 
And well become the agent; 't may, I grant: 
But to be paddling palms and pinching fingers. 
As now they are; and making practised smiles, 
As in a looking-glass; and then to sigh, as 'twere 
The moit o' the deer; 0, that is entertainment 
My bosom likes not, nor my brows I — Mamillius, 
Art thou my boy? 
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Mam. Ajr, my goo4 Uwd. 

Leon, T fecka! 

Why, that's my baw^oct:. Whfit, hast smutched thy nose? — 
They say, it's a cQpy out of miiie. Come , captain, 
We must be neat; — not neat ^ 1;>ut cleanly, capt£^: 
And yet the steer, the heifer, a^d the calf, 
Are ail call'd ne^ti — Still virgix^alling 

[Obs&^ing Polixene$ and Hermwne* 
Upon his palm? — How now, y^ wantoi; calf! 
Art thou my caiif ? 

Mam, Yes , if you wUl , my lord. 

Lean, Thou want'st a rough pash, and the shoots thatlhi^^e. 
To be fall like me : — yet tiiey say we a:[fe 
Almost as like, a^ eggs; womex^ say so , 
That will say any ^bmg: but were they false 
As o'er-dy'd blacks, as winds, as waters, — false 
As dice are to be wish'd by one that fixes 
No bourn 'twixt his #id mine; yet were it true 
To say this boy were like me. — Come, sir p^ge. 
Look on me with your welkin eye: sweet yillain! 
Most dear'sti my coUopI — Can t^y dam? — may't be? — 
Affection 1 thy intentipn stabs the centre: 
Thou dost make possible things not so h^^ , 
Communi^Vst. Tfith creams; — how can this be? — 
With what's unfeal t|iou coactive art. 
And fellow'st notjiing: thep 'tis yery credent 
Thou mayst co-joiii with something; and thou dost, — 
And that beyond commisf^n; and I find it, -^ 
And that to the infectipn pf my brains 
And hardening of my brows. 

Ptil, What means Sidlia? 

Her. 8e sQQiethii^g ^^ems unsettled. 

PoL HQ,|nylordi 

What cheer? hfiw fe 't witjx ypu, best brother? 

Her. You look 

As if yQ\i hel4 ^ brow of much distraction: 
Are you mov'd, my loud? 

Shdktapeare. II. 16 
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Leon, No, in good earnest. — 

How Bometimes nature will betray its folly, 
Its tenderness, and make itself a pastime 
To harder bosoms! — Looking on the lines 
Of my boy's face , methought I did recoil 
Twenty-three years; and saw myself unbreech'd , 
In my green velvet coat; my dagger muzzled, 
Lest it should bite its master, and so prove. 
As ornaments oft do, too dangerous: 
How like, methought, I then was to this kernel. 
This squash, this gentleman. — Mine honest Mend, 
Will you take eggs for money? 

Mam, No , my lord , I'll fight. 

Leon, You wiU? why, happy man be 's dole! — My brother, 
Are you so fond of your yoimg prince as we 
Do seem to be of ours? 

Pol, If at home , sir , 

He's all my exercise, my mirth, my matter: 
Now my sworn friend, and then mine enemy; 
My parasite, my soldier, statesman, all: 
He makes a July's day short as December; 
And with his varying childness cures in me 
Thoughts that would thick my blood. 

Leon. So stands this squire 

Offic'd with me. We two will walk, my lord. 
And leave you to your graver steps. — Hermione , 
How thou lov'st us, show in our brother's welcome; 
Let what is dear in Sicily be cheap: 
Next to thyself and my young rover, he's 
Apparent to my heart. 

Her, If you would seek us , 

We are yours i' the garden: shall 's attend you there? 

Leon, To your own bents dispose you: you'll be found , 
Be you benealii the sky. — [Aside] I'm angling now, 
Though yon perceive me not how I give line. 
Go to , go to ! [Observing Polixenes and Hermonei 

How she holds up the neb, the bill to him! 



i 
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And aims her with the boldneu of a wife 

To her allowing husband! [Exeunt PoLy Her,, and Attend, 

Gone already! 
Inch-thick, knee-deep, o*er head and ean a fork*d one! —r 
€ro, play, boy, play: — thy mother plays, and I 
Play too; but so dkgrac'd a part, whose issue 
Will hiss me to my grave: contempt and clamour 
Will be my knell. — Go, play, boy, play. — There have been. 
Or I am much deceiv'd, cuckolds ere now; 
And many a man there is, — even at this present. 
Now while I speak this, — holds his wife by th' arm. 
That little thinks she has been sluic'd ia 's absence. 
And his pond fish'd by his next neighbour, by 
Sir Smile, his neighbour: nay, there 's comfort in 't, 
Whiles other men have gates, and those gates openU 
As mine, against their will: should all despair 
That have revolted wives, the tenth of mankind 
Would hang themselves. Physic for 't there is none ; 
It is a bawdy planet, that will strike 
Where *tis predominant; and 'tb powerful, think it, 
From east, west, north, and south: be it concluded, 
No barricade for a belly; know 't; 
It will let in and out the enemy 
With bag and baggage: many thousand on 's 
Have the disease, and feel *t not. — How now, boy I 

Mam. I am like you, they say. 

Leon. Why, that's some comfort. — 

What, Camillo there? 

Cam. Ay, my good lord. 

Leen. Go , play, Mamillius ; thou 'rt an honest man. 

[Exit Mamillius. 
Camillo, this great sir will yet stay longer. 

Cam. You had much ado to make Us anchor hold: 
When you cast out, it still came home. 

Zeon. Didst note it? 

Cam. He would not stay at your petitions; made 
His business more material. 

16» 
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Leon. Didst perceive it? — 

[Aside] They're here with me already; whimperings roundiqgi 
'^ Sicilia is a — so-forth:" 'tis far gone, 
When I shall gust it last. — How oame 'i, CawOilo , 
That he did stay? 

Cam, At the good queen's entreaty. 

Leon, At the queen's be 't: ''good" should be pertinent; 
But, so it is, it is not. Was this token 
By any understanding pate but thine? 
For thy conceit is soaking, will draw in 
More than the common blocks: — not noted 9 ia 't, 
But of the finer natures? by some severals 
Of head-piece extraordinary? lower messes 
Perchance are to this business purblind? say. 

Cam, Business, my lord I X think most understand 
Bohemia stays here longer. 

Leon. Hal 

Cam. Stays here longer. 

Leon. Ay, but why? 

Cam, To satisfy your highness, and th' entreaties 
Of our most gracious mistress. 

Leon. Satisfy 

Th' entreaties of your mistress! — satisfy! — 
Let that suffice. I've trusted thee, Gamillo, 
With all the near'st things to my heart, as well 
My chamber-councils; wherein, priest-like, thou 
Hast deans'd my bosom, — I from thee departed 
Thy penitent reformed: but we have been 
Deceiv'd in thy integrity, deceiv'd 
In that which seems so. 

Cam. Be 't forbid , my lord ! 

Leon. To bide upon 't, — thou art not honest; or. 
If thou inclin'st that way, thou art a coward, 
Which boxes honesty behind, restraining 
From course requir'd; or else thou must be counted 
A servant grafted in my serious trust, 
And therein negligent; or else a fool 
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That seest a game play'd hoocne , the rich etake drawn , 
And tak'st it all for jest. 

Cam. My gracious lord, 

I may be negligent, foolish, «nd fearfdl; 
In every one of these no man is free , 
But that his negligence, his folly, fear, 
Among the infinite doings of the world, 
Sometime puts forth. In your affisdrs, my lord, 
If ever I were wilful-negligent. 
It was my folly; if industriously 
I play'd the fool, it was my negligence. 
Not weighing well the end; if ever fearful 
To do a thing, where I the issue doubted, 
Whereof the execution did cry out 
Against the non-performance , 'twas a fear 
Which oft infects the wisest: tiiese, my lord. 
Are such allowed infirmities that honesty 
Is never free oft But , beseech your grace , 
Be plainer with me; let me know my trespass 
By its own visage : if I then deny it, 
'Tis none of mine. 

Leon, Ha' not you seen , Ckunillo , — 

But that 's past doubt, you haT«, or your eye-glass 
Is thicker than a cuckold's hom; or heard, — 
For, to a vision so apparent, rumoar 
Cannot be mute; or thought, — for cogitation 
Besides not in that man that does not think 't, — 
My wife is slippery? If thou wilt confess, — 
Or else be impudiently negative , 
To have nor ef es n<» «ars nor thought, — then «Ay 
My wife 's a hobby-horse; deserves « name 
As rank as any flas- wench that puts-to 
Before her troth-plight: say 't, and justify 't. 

(Jam, I would »ot be a stander-by t«> iheair 
My sovereign misttiess clouded so, without 
My present vengeance taken: 'shrew my hearty 
You never spoike what did 4»eeonve you less 
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Than this; which to reiterate were sin 
Ab deep as that, though true. 

Leon. Ib whispering nothing? 

Is leaning cheek to cheek? is meeting noses? 
Kissing with inside lip? stopping the career 
Of laughter with a sigh? — a note infallible 
Of breaking honesty; — horsing foot on foot? 
Skulking in comers? wishing clocks more swift? 
Hours, minutes? noon, midnight? and all eyes 
Blind with the pin-and-web, but theirs, theirs only, 
That would unseen be wicked? is this nothing? 
Why, then the world and all that *s in 't is nothing; 
The covering sky is nothing; Bohemia nothing; 
My wife is nothing; nor nothing have these nothings. 
If this be nothing. 

Cam, Good my lord, be cur'd 

Of this diseas'd opinion, and betimes; 
For 'tis most dangerous. 

Leon, Say it be , 'tis true. 

Com. No , no , my lord. 

Leon, It is; you lie , you lie : 

I say thou liest, Camillo, and I hate thee; 
Pronounce thee a gross lout, a mindless slave; 
Or else a hovering temporizer, that 
Canst with thine eyes at once see good and evil, 
Inclining to them both: were my wife's liver 
Infected as her Hfe, she would not live 
The running of one glass. 

Cam. Who does infect her? 

Leon, Why, he that wears her like a medal, hanging 
About his neck, Bohemia: who — if I 
Had servants true about me, that bare eyes 
To see alike mine honour as their profits. 
Their own particular thrifte, — they would do that 
Which should undo more doing: ay, and thou, 
His cupbearer, — whom I from meaner form 
Have bench'd, and rear'd to worship; who mayst see 
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Plaiiily, as heayen sees earth, and earth sees heaven , 
How I am gall'd, — thou mightst besplce a cup, 
To giye mine enemy a lasting wink; 
Which draught to me were cordial. 

Cam, Sir, my lord, 

I could do this, and that with no rash potion, 
But with a lingering dram, that should not work 
Maliciously like poison : but I cannot 
Believe this crack to be in my dread mistress. 
So sovereignly being honourable. 
I have lov'd thee, — 

Leon, Make that thy question, and go rot! 

Dost think I am so muddy, so unsettled, 
T' appoint myself in this vexation; sully 
The purity and whiteness of my sheets, — 
Which to preserve is sleep, which being spotted 
Is goads, thorns, nettles, tails of wasps; 
Give scandal to the blood o' the prince my son, — 
Who I do think is mine, and love as mine, — 
Without ripe moving to 't? Would I do this? 
Could man so blench? 

Cam, I must believe you, sir: 

I do; and will fetch off Bohemia for 't; 
Provided that, when he 's removed, your highness 
Will take again your queen as yours at first. 
Even for your son's sake; and tiiereby for sealing 
The injury of tongues in courts and kingdoms 
Known and allied to yours. 

Leon, Thou dost advise me 

Even so as I mine own course have set down: 
rU give no blemish to her honour, none. 

Cam, My lord, 
Gh> then; and with a countenance as clear 
As friendship wears at feasts, keep with Bohemia 
And with your queen. I am his cupbearer: 
If &om me he have wholesome beverage, 
Account me not your servant. 
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Leon. This is all: --^ 

Do 't, and thou liast &e one hsAf of tnj heari; 
Do 't not, thou splitt'st tMn^ own. 

Cam, rUdo'*,ttiyl<M. 

Leon. I wiH he^tA Mendly, as thou hast advis'd mb. {^kit. 

Cam, miserable tody ! ^ But , »for irib , 
What case stand liA? I hra^t be Ihe ^oisoher 
Of good Polixenes: and iny ground to 'do *t 
Is i£e obedience to a ma^stid)r; onie 
Who , in rebellion with himself, #i!ll havlft 
All that are his so too. — To do this deed , 
Promotion follows: if I cbnld fmd example 
Of thousands that had stHick anoiiH^d kings, 
And flourished after, I*d ibot do 't; bnt dnce 
Nor brass nor stone nor ptirchment be^ars nt>t one , 
Let yillany itself forswear 't. I mtast 
Forsake the court: to do 't, or no, is certain 
To me a break-neck. — Happy stdr reign how! 
Here comes Bohemia. 

Re-enter Polxxenss; 

Pol TM^ in istriEtUge : methinks 

My favour here begins to "^ki^. Not sp^akt -^ 
Good day, Gttteillo. 

Cam. m^.mstit ^pa ifAtl 

Pol. Wfeat fs the newij r tJie coui^'? 

Cam. N<!me ra^ , t6f lord. 

Pol. The king hath on him sacSb. ^ 6cHlntenan<^ 
As he had lost 'Sc^e p^o^vih(26 , Md a region 
Lov'd as he loveis fdihii^^ "^^nsii iftof# I meft him 
With customary compliMflfenff ; Whfeh ^t , 
Wafting his eyes to tiie contraiy, and falling 
A lip of much contempt, ^ef^fdik 'fiilMh iui^; ami 
So leaves m^-, %b icoilslider What i6 birisedih]^ 
That changes thuis his ltiteiiECe!4s. 

Cam. I dare not Isjom, iny kM. 

Pol. Howl dare not! do not &d yoia ktt6V, ^d diili^ tK6t 
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For, to yourself, what you do knoir, yHM xtfast^ 
And cannot ^y yoU d^sit not. Good Camillo , 
Yonr chang'd comple^nii <a;^ to mfo a ttoitf^f 
Which shows me mine chang'd to'd; fdr I mittSl; be 
A party in this alterfttibii, finding 
Myself thus alleirM with 't. 

Cam, There is k dckn^tt 

Which puts some of lis in distiempet; but 
I cannot name the disease; and it id caught 
Of you that yet are well. 

PoL How) caught of met 

Make me not sighted ^e the basilisk: 
IVe look'd on thousands, who have sped the better 
By my regard , but kill'd none so. Casnillo , — 
As you are certainly a gentleman; thereto 
Clerk-like experienced , which no l^ss adorns 
Our gentry than our parents^ noble names, 
In whose success we are gentle, — I beseecb you. 
If you know aught which does behove my know^dge 
Thereof to be inform'^d, imprison 't not 
In ignorant concealment. 

Cam. 1 may AOt answer. 

PoL A sickness taught of one, md y^ I vdil 
I must be answer'd. <^ DofC tlum Iteor, OaaujU<\ 
I c6njure thee, by all the parts of nnit 
Which hondur <d!Oes aekncmiledge^ — whereof the least 
Is not this* suit "^^f nkie , >— ^ tiMit l3ioli dedare 
What incideaoy thou dost gvess of hamti 
Is creeping toward me; how fat orff, ^ow near; 
Which way to be ^wenM, if to be; 
If not, how best to ^bear it 

Cam. Sit, ni tell ybu; 

Since I am thAtfd ^ hoiiouf , aftd by hilft 
That I think honouii^ble: tiier^f^Mte maik ^f \iSotAm\, 
Which must be eydti aft trwiffly 'UHkM^ ^ . 
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I mean to utter 't, or both yourself and me 
Cry *4ost,*' and so good night 1 

Pol. On, good Camillo. 

Cam, I am appointed him to murder you. 

Pol, By whom, Camillo? 

Cam. By the king. 

Pol. ' For what? 

Cam. He thinks, nay, with all confidence he swears, 
As he had seen *t, or been an instrument 
To tice you to 't, that you have touch*d his queen 
Forbiddenly. 

Pol. 0, then my best blood turn 

To an infected jeUy, and my name 
Be yok'd with his that did betray the Best! 
Turn then my freshest reputation to 
A savour that may strike the dullest nostril 
Where I arrive, and my approach be shunn'd, 
Nay, hated too, worse than the greafst infection 
That e'er was heard or read! 

Cam. Swear his thought over 

By each particular star in heaven and 
By all their influences, you may as well 
Forbid the sea for to obey the moon. 
As or by oath remove, or counsel shake 
The fabric of his folly, whose foundation 
Is pil*d upon his faith, and will continue 
The standing of his body. 

Pol, How should this grow? 

Cam, I know not: but Fm sure 'tis safer to 
Avoid what 's grown than question how 'tis bom. 
If, therefore, you dare trust my honesty. 
That lies enclosed in this trunk, which you 
Shall bear along impawn'd, — away to-nightl 
Your followers I will whisper to the business; 
And will, by twos and threes, at several posterns, 
Clear them o' the city: for myself, I'll put 
My fortunes to your service , which are here 
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Bj this discoveiy lost. Be not uncertain ; 

For, by the honour of my parents, I 

Have utter*^ truth: whicli if you seek fo prove, 

I dare not stand by; nor shall you be safer 

Than one condemned by the king's own mouthy thereon 

His execution sworn. 

Pol. I do believe thee: 

I saw his heart in 's face. Give me thy hand: 
Be pilot to me, and thy places shall 
Still neighbour mine. My ships are ready, and 
My people did expect my hence-departure 
Two days ago. — This jealousy 
Is for a precious creature: as she 's rare , 
Must it be great; and, as his person 's mighty, 
Must it be violent; and as he does conceive 
He is dishonoured by a man which ever 
Profess'd to him, why, his revenges must 
In that be made more bitter. Fear o'ershades me: 
GK>od expedition be my friend, and comfort 
The gracious queen, part of his theme, but nothing 
Of his ill-ta'en suspicion I Come , Camillo ; 
I will respect thee as a father, if 
Thou bear'st my life off hence: let us avoid. 

Cam. It is in mine authority to command 
The keys of all the posterns: please your highness 
To take the urgent hour: come, sir, away. [Exeunt 

ACT XL 
Scsms I. SkUia. A room in the palace. 

Enter Hebmione , MAifn.LTUs , and Ladies. 

Her, Take the boy to you: he so troubles me, 
'Tis past enduring. 

First Lady, Come, my gracious lord, 
Shall I be your playfellow? 

Mam, No, 111 none of you. 

First Ladjf. Why, my sweet lord? 
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Mam, Youll kiss me hard, and speak to tne as if 
I were a baby still. — I lore 70a better. 

Sec. Lady, And why so, toy lord? 

Mam, Not for be^i^ttse 

Your brows are bladter; y^t black brows, they say, 
Become some women best, so that there be not 
Too much hair there , bttt in a semicircle , 
Or a half-moon made with a pen. 

Sec, Lady, Who taujght ye this? 

Mam, I leam'd it out of women's faces. — Pray now 
What colomr are your eyebrows? 

First Lady, Blue, my lord. 

Mam, Nay, that's a mock : IVe seen a lady^ii nose 
That has been blue, but not her eyebrowis. 

First Lady. Hark ye; 

The queen your mother rounds apace : we shall 
Present our services to a fine new prince 
One of these days ; and then you'd wanton witii us , 
If we would have you. 

Sec, Lady. She is spread t)f late 

Into a goodly bulk; good time encounter her! 

Her, What wisdom stirs amongst you? Come, sir, now 
I am for you again : pray you, sit by us , 
And tell 's a tale. 

Mam. Merry or sad shall 't b«? 

Her. As merry as you will. 

Mam, A sad tale's best for winter: I have one 
Of sprites and goblins. 

Her. Let's have that, good sir. 

Come on, sit down: — come on, and do your best 
To fright me with your sprites; you're powerful at it. 

Mam, There was a man , — 

Her. Nay, come, sit doWli ; then on. 

Mam, Dwelt by a chmrchyard : — I will tell it softly; 
Yond crickets shall not hear it. 

Her. Come on, then, 

And give't me in mine ear. 
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Enter Iaostis, Axtiookub, I^ords, and Guards. 

Leon. Was he met there? hifl train? Camillo with him? 

Firet LortL BeimA the toft of pines I met them; neyer 
Saw I men scour so OQ their wi^: I ey'd them 
Even to their ships. 

Leon. How blest am I 

In mj just censure, in my true opinion! — 
Alack, for lesser knowledge! how accursed 
In being so blest! — There maj be in the cup 
A spider steep'd^ and ome may drink, depart, 
And jet partake no venom; for his knowledge 
Is not infected: but if one present 
Th' abhorr'd Ingredient to his eye, make known 
How he hath drunk, he cracks his gorge, his sides, 
With violent hefts: — I have drunk, and seen the spider. 
CamiUo was his help in this, his pander: — 
There is a plot against my life, my crown; 
All's true that is mistrusted: — that falae villain. 
Whom I employed, was pre^employ'd by him: 
He has discovered my design, and I 
Bemain a pinch*d thing; yea, a very trick 
For them to play at w01. — How can^e the posterns 
So easily open? 

Fhst Lord. By his gpreat authority; 
Which often hath no less prevail'd than so. 
On your command. 

Leon. I know*t too well. — 

Give me the boy: — I*m glad you did not nurse him: 
Though he does bear some signs of me, yet you 
Have too much blood in him. 

Her. What is this? sport? 

Leon. Bear the boy hence; he shall not come about her; 
Away with him! — and let her sport herself 

[Exit ManUUius wWi some of the Guards. 
With that she's big with; — for 'tis Polizenes 
Has made thee swell thus. 

Her, But I'd si^ he had not, 
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And 111 be Bwom yon would believe my saying, 
Howe'er you lean to the nayward. 

Leon. You , my lords , 

Look on her, mark her well; be but about 
To say, ** She is a goodly lady," and 
The justice of your hearts will thereto add , 
"*Tis pity she's not honest-honourable:" 
Praise her but for this her without-door form, — 
Which, on my faith, deserves high speech, — and straight 
The shrug, the hmn, or ha, — these petty brands 
That calumny doth use: — 0, 1 am out. 
That mercy does; for calumny will sear 
Virtue itself: — these shrugs, these hums and ha*s, 
When you have said "she's goodly,'* come between. 
Ere you can say "she's honest:" but be 't known, 
From him that has most cause to grieve it should be. 
She's an adultress. 

Her, Should^ a villain say so. 

The most replenish'd vilMn in the world, 
He were as much more villain: you, my lord. 
Do but mistake. 

Leon. You have mistook, my lady, 

Polixenes for Leontes: thou thing. 
Which I'll not call a creature of thy place. 
Lest barbarism, making me the precedent. 
Should a like laiiguage use to all degrees. 
And mannerly distingnishment leave out 
Betwixt the prince and beggar! — I have said 
She's an adidtress; I have said with whom: 
More, she's a traitor; and Camillo is 
A fedary with her; and one that knows, 
What she should shame to know herself 
But with her most vile principal, that she 
Is a bed-Bwerver, even as bad as those 
That vulgars give bold'st titles; ay, and privy 
To this t^eir late escape. 

Her. No , by my life , 
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Piiyy to none of this. How will this giiere yon, 
When yon shall come to clearer knowledge, that 
Yon thns hare pnblish'd me ! Gentle my lord , 
Yon scarce can right me throughly then, to say 
Yon did mistake. 

Leon, No, no; if I mistake 

In those foundations which I build upon, 
The centre is not big enough to bear 
A schoolboy's top. — Away with her to prison! 
He who shall speak for her 's afar off guilty 
But that he speaks. 

Her. There's some ill planet reigns : 

I must be patient till the heavens look 
With an aspect more favourable. — Good my lords, 
I am not prone to weeping, as our sex 
Commonly are, — the want of which vain dew 
Perchance shall diy your pities; but I have 
That honourable grief lodg'd here which bums 
Worse than tears drown: beseech you all, my lords, 
With thoughts so qualified as your charities 
Shall best instruct you, measure me; — and so 
The king's will be perform'dl 

Leon, [to the Guards] Shall I be heard? 

Her, Who is 't that goes with me? — Beseech your high- 
ness, 
My women may be with me; for, you see, 
My plight requires it — Do not weep, good fools; 
There is no cause: when you shall know your mistress 
Has deserv'd prison, then abound in tears 
As I come out: this action I now go on 
Is for my better grace. — Adieu, my lord: 
I never wish'd to see you sorry; now 
I trust I shall. — My women, come; you have leave 

Leon. GK>, do our bidding; hence 1 

[Exeunt Queen and Ladies ^ with Ouards, 

First Lord. Beseedi your highness, call the queen again. 

Ant. Be certain what you do , sir , lest your justice 
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Prove violenqi9^) m iii^B> whieli tluFee great on^s goffer, 
Yourself, yomr q^qem, yaw P<W. 

i^</ Lord. For be? , my lor4 » 

I dare my life lay 4qvi)» a94 ^ ^9% sir. 
Please you t' accept it, that the queen is spotl^ 
r th' eyes of heaven an4 ^ you; I mea^, 
In this which you accp^ teri 

AnL If it prove 

She's otherwise , 111 Ice^B my st^^bl^ where 
I lodge my wife; 1,'U go in cq^pl^s with her; 
Than when I feel and see her no further tn^t her;. 
For every ^ich of wama« in tl^e FO^l^i 
Ay, every dram of woman's A'^V.t ^ ^^^i 
If she be, 

Leon, Hold your pQa^.e4(. 

Hrat Lord, Q^^ my lord , — 

Ant. It is for yi>i^ T^e fypies^, not for oumelv^: 
You are abus'd, ^d by ^m^ putter-on, 
That will be damp'd fo£'t; T^uld I knew ^bQ vil}^» 
I would land-damn bbio^^ 9^ she honour-4^W*4t -^ 
I have three daoghtf^ra; tbf) eldest is eleven; 
The second and die third , nine i^ fKWfxe five i 
If this prove true, they 'U pay for't: by mine bofiQ\ir| 
111 geld 'em all; fourteen diey shall n^^t se^, 
To bring false generations: they are co-heir^; 
And I had rather glib n^self than tboj 
Should not produce fair issue. 

Leon, Cease; no piore. 

You smell this business with a sei^e as cold 
As is a dead man's nose: but I do see'i l^ad feel'tf 
As you feel doing thus, and see withal 

[Ld&mg hold ofhi^ ^ri"» 
The instruments that feel. 

Aid, Ifitbeso, 

We need no gc^ve to bury honesty: 
There's not a grain of it ^e face to sweeten 
Of the whole 4ungy earth. 
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Leon. What! lack I credit? 

First Lord, I had rather you did lack than I , my lord , 
Upon this ground; and more it would content me 
To have her honour true than your suspicion, 
Be blam'd for*t how you might 

Leon. Why, what need we 

Commune with you of this, but rather follow 
Our forcefal instigation? Our prerogative 
CaUs not your counsels; but our natural goodness 
Imparts this: which, if you — or stupefied. 
Or seeming so in skill — cannot or will not 
Belish a truth, like us, inform yourselves 
We need no more of your advice: the matter. 
The loss, the gain, the ordering on't, is all 
Properly ours. 

Ant. And I wish , my liege , 

You had only in your silent judgment tried it. 
Without more overture. 

Leon. How could that be? 

Either thou art most ignorant by age. 
Or thou wert born a fool. Camillo*s flight , 
Added to their familiarity, — 
Which was as gross as ever touch*d conjecture , 
That lack'd sight only, nau^t for approbation 
But only seeing, all other circumstances 
Made up to the deed, — doth push on this proceeding: 
Yet, for a greater confirmation, — 
For, in an act of this importance 'twere 
Most piteous to be wild, — I have dispatched ia post 
To sacred Delphos, to Apollo's temple, 
Cleomenes and Dion, whom you know 
Of stufiTd sufficiency : now, from the oracle 
They will bring all; whose spiritual counsel had. 
Shall stop or spur me. Have I done well? 

First Lord. Well done, my lord. 

Leon. Though I am satisfied , and need no more 
Than what I know, yet shall the oracle 

8hak*apMr«. IL 17 
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Give rest to the minds of others; snch as he 
Whose ignorant credulity will not 
Gome up to the truth. So have we thought it good 
From our free person she should be confined, 
Lest that the treachery of the two fled hence 
Be left her to perform. Come , follow us ; 
We are to speak in public; for this business 
Will raise us all. 

Ant, [aside] To laughter, as I take it, 
If the good truth were known. [Exeunt 

ScENS n. The same, TJie outer room of a prison. 

Enter Pauuva and Attendants. 

Paul, The keeper of the prison, — call to him; 
Let him have knowledge who I am. [Exit an AttendanU 

Good lady! 
No court in Europe is too good for thee; 
What dost thou, then, in prison? 

Re-enter Attendant, with the Gaoler. 

Now, good sir. 
You know me, do you not? 

Gaol, For a worthy lady, 

And one who much I honour. 

Paul, Pray you , then , 

Conduct me to the queen. 

Gaol, I may not, madam: to the contrary 
I have express commandment. 

Paul. Here's ado, 

To lock up honesty and honour from 
Th* access of gentle yisitors! — Is *t lawful, 
Pray you, to see her women? any of them? 
EmiHa? 

Gaol, So please you, madam. 
To put apart these your attendants, I 
Shall bring Emilia forth. 
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Paul. I pray now, call her. — 

Withdraw yourselvea. [Exeunt Attend, 

Gaol. And, madam, 

1 must be present at your conference. 

Paul, Well, be't so, prithee. [Exit Gaoler. 

Here's such ado to make no stain a stain , 
As passes colouring. 

Re-enter Gaoler, toiih Eiolia. 
Dear gentlewoman, 
How fares our gracious lady? 

Emil, As well as one so great and so forlorn 
May hold together: on her frights and griefs, — 
Which never tender lady hath borne greater, — 
She is something before her time delivered. 

Paul. A boy? 

EmU. A daughter; and a goodly babe. 

Lusty, and like to live : the queen receives 
Much comfort in't; says, "My poor prisoner, 
I am innocent as you." 

Paul, I dare be sworn; — 

These dangerous unsafe lunes i' the king, beshrew them! 
He must be told on't, and he shall: the office 
Becomes a woman best; Til take*t upon me: 
If I prove honey-mouth'd , let my tongue blister, 
And never to my red-look*d anger be 
The trumpet any more. — Pray you, Emilia, 
Commend my best obedience to the queen: 
If she dares trust me with her little babe , 
ril show*t the king, and undertake to be 
Her advocate to the loud'st. We do not know 
How he may soften at the sight o' the chiI3: 
The silence often of pure innocence 
Persuades, when speaking fails. 

Emil. Most worthy madam, 

Your honour and your goodness is so evident. 
That your free undertaking cannot miss 
A thriving issue: there 's no lady living 

17» 
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So meet for this great errand. Please your ladyship 
To visit the next room, I'll presently 
Acquaint the queen of your most noble offer; 
Who but to-day hammered of this design, 
But durst not tempt a minister of honour, 
Lest she should be denied. 

Paid, Tell her , Emilia , 

111 use that tongue I have: if wit flow from 't. 
As boldness from my bosom, let 't not be doubted 
I shall do good. , 

Emil, Now be you bless'd for it! 

ril to the queen: please you, come something nearer. 

Gaol, Madam, ift please the queen to send the babe, 
I know not what I shall incur to pass it, 
Having no warrant. 

Paul. You need not fear it, sir: 

The child was prisoner to the womb, and is, 
By law and process of great nature , thence 
Freed and enfranchis'd; not a party to ' 
The anger of the king, nor guilty of. 
If any be, the trespass of the queen. 

Gaol, I do believe it. 

Patd, Do not you fear: upon mine honour, I 
Will stand *twizt you and danger. [Exeunt, 

ScBNB lU. The same, A room in the palace. 

Enter Lbomtes , Antioonus , Lords , and Attendants. 

Leon, Nor night nor day no rest: it is but weakness 
To bear the matter thus , — mere weakness. If 
The cause were not in being, — part o' the cause, 
She the adultress; for the harlot king 
Is quite beyond mine arm, out of the blank 
And level of my brain, plot-proof; but she 
I can hook to me: — say that she were gone, 
Given to the fire, a moiety of my rest 
Might come to me again. — Who's there? 
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First Aiien, [advancing] My lord? 

Leon, Uow does the boj? 

First Atten, He took good rest to-night; 

'Tis hop'd his Bickness is discharged. 

Leon. To see his nobleness! 
Conceiving the dishonour of his mother, 
He straight dedin'd, droop*d, took it deeplj, 
Fastened and fiz*d the shame on 't in himself, 
Threw off his spirit, his appetite, his sleep, 
And downright languished. — Leave me solely: — go. 
See how he fares. [Exit Farst Aiten,] — Fie , fie ! no thought 

of him; — 
The veiy thought of my revenges that way 
Becoil upon me: in himself too mighty. 
And in Us parties, his alliance, — let him be. 
Until a time may serve: for present vengeance. 
Take it on her. Camillo and Polizenes 
Laugh at me, make their pastime at my sorrow: 
They should not laif|;h, if I could reach them; nor 
Shall she, within my power. 

Enter Paulina, toith a ChUd, 

First Lord, You must not enter. 

Paul, Nay, rather, good my lords, be second to me : 
Fear you his tyrannous passion more, alas. 
Than the queen's life? a gracious innocent soul. 
More free than he is jealous. 

Ant That's enough. 

Sec, Atten, Madam, he hath not slept to-night; com- 
manded 
None should come at him. 

Paul, Not so hot, good sir: 

I come to bring him sleep. 'Tis such as you , — 
That creep like shadows by him, and do sigh 
At each his needless heavings, — such as you 
Nourish the cause of his awaking: I 
D6 come, with words as med'cinal as true, 
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Honest as either, to purge him of that humour 
That presses him from sleep. 

Leon, What noise there , ho? 

Paul, No noise, mj lord; but needful conference 
Abont some gossips for yonr highness. 

Leon. How! — 

Away with that audacious lady I — Antigonus, 
I charged thee that she should not come about me: 
I knew she would. 

AnU I told her so , my lord , 

On your di^leasure's peril and on mine, 
She should not visit you. 

Leon, What, canst not rule her? " 

Paid, From all dishonesty he can: in this, — 
Unless he take the course that you have done, 
Commit me for committing honour, — trust it. 
He shall not rule me. 

Ant, La you now, you liear: 

When she will take the rein, I let her run; 
But she'll not stumble. 

Paul, Good my liege , I come , — 

And, I beseech you, hear me, who, profess 
Myself your loyal servant, your physician. 
Your most obedient counseUor; yet that dare 
Less appear so, in comforting your evils, 
Than such as most seem yours: — I say, I come 
From your good queen. 

Leon. Grood queen! 

Paul, Grood queen, my lord, good queen; I say good 
queen; 
And would by combat make her good, so were I 
A man, the worst about you. 

Leon, Force her hence. 

Paul, Let him that makes but trifles of his eyes 
First hand me: on mine own accord 1*11 off; 
But first 111 do my errand. — The good queen — • * 
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For she is good — hath brought 70a forth a dangiiter; 
Here 'tis; commends it to joxa blessing. 

[Laying down the Child* 

Leon, Oat! 

A mankind witch! Hence with her, out o' door, — 
A most intelligencing bawd! ^ 

Paul. Not so: 

I am as ignorant in that as 70a 
In BO entitling me; and no less honest 
Than 70a are mad; which is enough, 111 warrant. 
As this world goes , to pass for honest. 

Leofi. Traitors! 

Will 70U not push her out? — Give her the bastard: — 
[To Anttgonus] Thou dotard, thou art woman-tir^d, unroosted 
B7 th7 Dame Partlet here: — take up the bastard; 
Take *t up, I sa7; give 't to th7 crone. 

Paul. For ever 

Unvenerable be th7 hands, if thou 
Tak*st up the princess b7 that forced baseness 
Which he has put upon 't! 

Leon. He dreads his wife. 

Paul, So I would 70U did; then 'twere past all doubt 
You 'd call 70ur children 70urs. 

Leon. A nest of traitors ! 

Ant. 1 am none , b7 this good light. 

Paul. Nor I; nor an7, 

But one, that 's here , and that 's himself; for he 
The sacred honour of himself, his queen's. 
His hopeful son's, his babe's, betra7s to slander, 
Whose stiag is sharper than the sword's; and will not — 
For, as the case now stands, it is a curse 
He cannot be compell'd to 't — once remove 
The root of his opinion, which is rotten 
As ever oak or stone was sound. 

Leon. A callet 

Of boundless tongue, who late hath beat her husband, 
And now baits me! — This brat is none of mine; 
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It is the issue of Polizenes: * 

Hence with it; and, together with the dam, 
Commit them to the fire! 

Paul. It is yours; 

And, might we lay th* old proverb to your charge , 
'"^So like you, *tis the worse. — Behold, my lords, 
Although the print be little, the whole matter 
And copy of Ihe father , — eye , nose , lip ; 
. The trick of 's frown; his forehead; nay, the valleyB, 
The pretty dimples of 's chin and cheek; his smiles; 
The very mould and frame of hand , nail, finger: — 
And thou, good goddess Nature, which hast made it ' 
So like to hun that got it, if thou hast 
The ordering of the mind too, *mong8t all colours 
No yellow in 't, lest she suspect, as he does. 
Her children not her husband's I 

Leon, A gross hag! — 

And, losel, thou art worthy to be hang'd. 
That wilt not stay her tongue. 

Ant Hang aU the husbands 

That cannot do that feat, youll leave yourself 
Hardly one subject. 

Leon, Once more, take her hence. 

Paul. A most unworthy and unnatural lord 
Can do no more. 

Leon. Ill ha* thee bum'd. 

Paul. 1 care not: 

It is an heretic that makes the ^Bj 
Not she which bums in *t. 1*11 not call you tyrant ; 
But this most cruel usage of your queen — 
Not able to produce more accusation 
Than your own weak-hinge*d fancy — something savours 
Of tyranny, and will ignoble make you, 
Yea, scandalous to the world. 

Leon. On your allegiance , 

Out of the chamber with her ! Were I a lyrant , 



\ 
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Where weie her lilb? the dunt not caQ me to» 
If die did kmow me one. Airaj with her! 

UmL I praj JOB, do not fMnh me; III be gone. — > 
Look to your hibe^ my lord; *tui jorns: Jove aend her 
A better-guiding ^uiit ! — What need thoM handi? 
Yoa, tiiat are thos so tender o'er hb foQiea, 
Will never do him good, not one of 70m. 
So, 80: — furewell; we are g«Hie. [JSnl. 

Leon, Thoa, traitor, hast set on thj wife to thia. — 
Mj child? away with it! — even thoa, that haat 
A heart so tender o'er it, take it henee. 
And see it instantly oonsom'd with fire; 
Even thou, and none bnt thon. Take it up straight: 
Within this hoor bring me word 'tis done, 
And by good testimony; or FU seize thy life. 
With what thou eUe call'st thine. If thou r^fose , 
And wilt encounter with my wrath, say so; 
The bastard-brains with these my proper hands 
ShaU I dash out. €h>, take it to the fire; 
For thou sett'st on thy wife. 

Ant. I did not, sir: 

These lords, my noble feUows, if they please, 
Can clear me in*t. 

First Lard, We can : — my royal liege , 
He is not guilty of her coming hither. 

Leon. Tou 're liars all. 

Hrst Lord. Beseech your highness , give us better credit: 
We 've always truly served you; and beseech you 
So to esteem of us: and on our knees we beg, — 
As recompense of our dear services 
Past and to come, — that you do change this purpose, 
Which being so horrible, so bloody, must 
Lead on to some foul issue: we all kneel. 

Leon. I am a feather for each wind that blows : -* 
Shall i Hye on, to see this bastard kneel 
And call me father? better bum it now 
Than curse it then. But be it; let it lire: — 
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It shall not neither. — Ton, sir, come yon hither; 

[To Antigonus, 
You that have been so tenderly officious 
With Lady Margery, your midwife , there , 
To save this bastard's life, — for 'tis a bastard, 
So sure as thy beard's gray, — what will you adventure 
To save this brat's life? 

Ant Any thing , my lord , 

That my ability may undergo, 
And nobleness impose: at least, thus much, — 
111 pawn the little blood which I have left 
To save the innocent: — any thing possible. 

Leon. It shall be possible. Swear by this sword 
Thou wilt perform my bidding. 

Ant. I wiU, my lord. 

Leon. Mark, and perform it, — seest thou? for the fail 
Of any point in 't shall not only be 
Death to thyself, but to thy lewd-tongu'd wife. 
Whom for this time we pardon. We enjoin thee, 
As thou art liegeman to us, that thou cany 
This female bastard hence; and that thou bear it 
To some remote and desert place , quite out 
Of our dominions; and that there thou leave it, 
Without more mercy, to its own protection 
And favour of the climate. As by strange fortune 
It came to us, I do in justice charge thee. 
On thy soul's peril and thy body's torture , 
That thou commend it strangely to some place 
Where chance may nurse or end it. Take it up. 

Ant. I swear to do this, though a present death 
Had been more merciful. — Come on, poor babe: 
Some powerful spirit instruct the kites and ravens 
To be thy nurses I Wolves and bears, they say, 
Casting tiieir savageness aside , have done 
Like offices of pity. — Sir, be prosperous 
In more than this deed does require I — and blessiog, 
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Against this cradty, fight on thy side. 

Poor thing, condemned to loss! [£^ with the Child. 

Leon, No, Til not rear 

Another's issue. 

Sec, Atten, Please your highness , posts 
From those you sent to th' oracle are come 
An hour since: Cleomenes and Dion, 
Being well arriv'd from Delphos, are both landed, 
Hasting to the court • 

First Lord, So please you, sir , their speed 

Hath been beyond account. 

Leon, Twenty-three days 

They have been absent: *tis good speed; foretells 
The great Apollo suddenly mU have 
The truth of this appear. Prepare you, lords; 
Summon a session , that we may airaign 
Our most disloyal lady; for, as she hath 
Been pubUcly accus*d, so shall she have 
A just and open trial. While she lives , 
My heart will be a burden to me. Leave me ; 
And think upon my bidding. [Ekeunt. 

ACT III. 
ScBNB L SicUia, A street m some town. 

Enter Cleomenes, Diok, cmd an Attendant. 

Cleo, The climate's delicate; the air most sweet; 
Fertile the isle; the temple much surpassing 
The common praise it bears. 

Dion, I shall report. 

For most it caught me, the celestial habits — 
Methinks I so should term them — and the reverence 
Of the grave wearers. O , the sacrifice ! 
How ceremonious, solemn, and unearthly 
It was r th' ofiEering! 

Cleo. But, of all, the burst 

And the ear*deafening voice o' th' oracle , 
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Kin to Joye*8 thunder , so soipiiz'd my sense , 
That I was nothing. 

Dion, If th' event o' the journey 

Prove as successful to the queen, — 0, be 't sol -^ 
As it hath been to us rare , pleasant, speedy, 
The time is worth the use on't. 

CUo, Great Apollo 

Turn all to the best I These proclamations, 
So forcing faults upon Hermione, 
I Httle like. 

Dion, The violent carriage of it 
Will clear or end the business: when the oracle — 
Thus by Apollo's great divine seal*d up — 
Shall the contents discover, something rare 
Even then will rush to knowledge. — [To Attendant] Go, — 

fresh horses : — 
And gracious be the issue ! [Exeunt. 

ScENB n. The same, A court of justice. 

LdsoNTES, Lords, and Officers, discovered. 

Leon. This session — to our great grief, we pronounce — 
£ven pushes 'gainst our heart; — the party tried. 
The daughter of a king, our wife, and one 
Of us too much belov*d. Let us be dear'd 
Of being tyrannous , since we so openly 
Proceed in justice; which shall have due course. 
Even to the guilt or the purgation. — 
Produce the prisoner. 

First Offi. It is his highness' pleasure that the queen 
Appear in person here in court. 

Crier. Silence I 

Hbbmionb is brought in guarded; Pauuha and Ladies 

attending. 
Leon. Bead the indictment. 

First OffL \reads\ *< Hermione, queen to the worthy Lecmtes, 
king of Sicilia, thou arfrhere accused and arraigned of high 
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treason, in committing adultery with Polixen^, king of Bohe- 
mia, and conspiring with Camillo to take away the life of our 
sovereign lord the king, thy royal husband: the pretence 
whereof being by circumstances partly laid open, thou, Her- 
mione, contrary to the faith and allegiance of a true subject^ 
didst counsel and aid them, for their better safety, to fly away 
by night." ^ 

Her, Since what I am to say must be but that 
Which contradicts my accusation, and 
The testimony on my part no other 
But what comes from myself, it shall scarce boot me 
To say, "Not guilty:" mine integrity 
Being counted falsehood, shall, as I express it, 
Be so receiy'd. But thus : — if powers divine 
Behold our human actions, as they do, 
I doubt not, then, but innocence shall make 
False accusation blush, and tyranny 
Tremble at patience. — You, my lord , best know — 
Who least will seem to do so — my past life 
Hath been as continent, as chaste, as true. 
As I am now unhappy: which is more 
Than history can pattern, though devis*d 
And play*d to take spectators; for, behold me, — 
A fellow ot the royal bed, which owe 
A moiety of the throne, a great king's daughter. 
The mother to a hopefal prince, — here standing 
To prate and talk for life and honour 'fore 
Who please to come and hear. For life, I prize it 
As I weigh grief, which I would spare: for honour, 
'Tis a derivative from me to mine; 
And only that I stand for. I appeal 
To your own conscience, sir, before Polizenes 
Came to your court, how 1 was in your grace. 
How merited to be so; since he came. 
With what encounter so uncurrent I 
Have strain'd , t*appear thus: if one jot beyond 
The bound of honour, or in act or will 
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That way induung, hardenM be the hearts 
Of all that hear me , and my near*Bt of kin 
Cry "Fie" upon my grave! 

Leon. I ne*er heard yet 

That any of these bolder vices wanted 
Less impudence to gainsay what they did 
Than to perform it first. 

Her, That's true enough; 

Though 'tb a saying, sir, not due to me. 

Leon, You will not own it. 

Her, More than mistress of 

Which comes to me in name of fault, I must not 
At all acknowledge. For Polixenes, — 
With whom I am accus'd , — I do confess 
I lov'd him , as in honour he required ; 
With such a kind of love as might become 
A lady like me; with a love even such, 
So and no other, as yourself commanded: 
Which not to have done, I think had been in me 
Both disobedience and ingratitude 
To you and toward your friend; whose love had spoke, 
Even since it could speak, from an infant, freely, 
That it was yours. Now, for conspiracy, 
I know not how it tastes; though it be dish'd 
For me to try how : all 1 know of it 
Is, that Camillo was an honest man; 
And why he left; your court, the gods themselves, 
Wotting no more than I, are ignorant. 

Leon, You knew of his departure , as you know what 
YouVe undertaken to do in 's absence. 

Her, Sir, 

You speak a language that I understand not: 
My life stands in the level of your dreams, 
Which 1*11 lay down. 

Leon. Your actions are my dreams; 

You had a bastard by Polixenes, 
And I but dream'd it: -^ as you were past all shame, — 
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Those of your &ct are so, — so past all troth: 
Which to deny concerns more than ayails; 
For as 

Thj brat hath been cast out, like to itself, 
No father owning it, — which is, indeed, 
More criminal in thee than it, — so thou 
Shalt feel our justice \ in whose easiest passage 
Look for no less than death. 

Her. Sir, spare your threats: 

The bug which you would fright me with I seek. 
To me can life be no commodity: 
The crown and comfort of my life, your favour} 
I do give lost; for I do feel it gone , 
But know not how it went: my second joy 
And first-fruits of my body, from his presence 
I*m barr*d, like one infectious: my third comfort, 
Starred most unluckily, is from my breast. 
The innocent milk in its most innocent mouth , 
Hard out to murder: myself on every post 
Froclaim'd a strumpet; with immodest hatred 
The child-bed privilege denied , which longs 
To women of all fashion; lastly, hurried 
Here to this place, i' th' open air, before 
I have got strength of limit. Now, my liege , 
Tell me what blessings 1 have here alive , 
That I should fear to die? Therefore, proceed. 
But yet hear this; mistake me not: — for life, 
I prize it not a straw; but for mine honour. 
Which I would free, if 1 shall be condemned 
Upon surmises, all proofs sleeping else, 
But what your jealousies awake, — I tell you, 
'Tis rigour, and not law. — Your honours all, 
I do refer me to the oracle: 
Apollo be my judge! 

Ftrsi Lord. This your request 

Is altogether just: — therefore, bring forth, 
And in ApoUo^s name , his oracle. [Exeunt certain Officers, 
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Her, The Emperor of Russia was mj father: 
0, that he were alive, and here beholding 
His daughter's trial I that he did but see 
The flatness of my misery, — yet with eyes 
Of pity, not revenge I 

lU'enter Officers, with Cleombnes and Dion. 

First Offi, You here shall swear upon this sword of justice. 
That you, Cleomenes and Dion, have 
Been both at Delphos; and from thence have brought 
This seal'd-up oracle , by the hand delivered 
Of great Apollo's priest; and that, since then, 
You have not dar'd to break the holy seal. 
Nor read the secrets in 't. 

Cleo, and Dion, All this we swear. 

Leon, Break up the seals , and read. 

First Offi, [reads] "Hermione is chaste; Polixenes blame- 
less; Camillo a true subject; Leontes a jealous tyrant; his 
innocent babe truly begotten; and the king shall live without 
an heir, if that which is lost be not found." 

Lords, Now blessed be the great Apollo! 

Her. Praised I 

Leon, Hast thou read truth? 

First Offi, Ay, my lord; even so 

As it is here set down. 

Leon, There is no truth at all i* th' oracle : 
The session shall proceed: this is mere falsehood. 

Enter an Attendant hastily, 

Atten, My lord the king , the king ! 

Leon, What is the business? 

Atten, sir, I shall be hated to report it! 
The prince your son , with mere conceit and fear 
Of the queen's speed, is gone. 

Leon, How! gone! 

Aften. Is dead. 

Leon, Apollo's angry; and the heavens themselves 
Do strike at my iiyustice. [Hermione faints J] How now there 1 
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Paul. This news is mortal to the queen: — look down, 
And see what death is doing. 

Leon, Take her hence: 

Her heart is but o'ercharg'd; she will recover: — 
I have too much beliey'd mine own suspicion: — 
Beseech jou, tenderlj apply to her 
Some remedies for life. [Exeunt Paul, and Ladies, wiih Her. 

ApoUo, pardon 
My great profaneness 'gainst thiie oracle! — 
1*11 reconcile me to Polixenes; 
New woo my queen; recall the good Camillo, 
Whom I proclaim a man of tru^ , of mercy; 
For, being transported by my jealousies 
To bloody thoughts and to revenge, I chose 
Camillo for the minister, to poison 
My friend Polizenes: which had been done, 
But that the good mind of CamiUo tardied 
My swift command, though I with death and with 
Reward did threaten and encourage him. 
Not doing it and being done: he, most humane. 
And filled with honour, to my kingly guest 
Unclasped my practice; quit his fortunes here, 
Which you knew great; and to the certain hazard 
Of all incertainties himself conmiended , 
No richer than his honour: — how he glisters 
Thorough my rust I and how his piety 
Does my deeds make the blacker! 

Re-enter Pauusa. 

Paul. Woe the while! 

0, cut my lace, lest my heart, cracking it. 
Break tool 

Fh-si Lord. What fit is this , good lady ? 

Paul, What studied torments , tyrant , hast for me ? 
What wheels? racks? fires? what flaying? or what boiling 
In lead or oil? what old or newer torture 
Must I receive, whose every word deserves 

Skdkesptart. IL 13 



274 TffiS WIKtflR'B tAJUE. [A0T«lt 

To taste of thy moat worst? thy tyi'Anny 

Together working with thy jealoaaiefr, ^-- 

Fancies too weak for boys , too green and idle 

For girls of nine, -j- O, liiink what they have detae , 

And then ran mixd indeed , ^^ ^i»}rk mad ! for idi 

Thy by-gone fooleries were but spices of it. 

That tiiou betray'dst ^if^olizehes , 'twas nothing, — 

That did hut show the6, of a fool, inconstant, 

And damnable ingratefiil; nor was 't much. 

Thou wouldst have poison'd good Camillo's honour, 

To have him kill a king; — poor trespasses , 

More monstrous staiiding by: whereof I reckon 

The casting forth to crows thy baby daughter. 

To be or none, or Htfi^, •*- though a devil 

Would have shed water out of fire ere done H; 

Nor is 't directly laid to thee, tihe death 

Of the young prince, whose honourable thoughts — * 

Thoughts high for one so tender — cleft the heart 

That could conceive a gross and foolish sire 

Blemish'd his gtacious dam: this is not, no. 

Laid to thy answer: but the last, - — O lords. 

When I have said, cry, "Woe!" — the queen, the queen, 

The sweet*st, dear'st creature^s dead; and vengeance for 't 

Not dropp'd down yet. 

First Lord. The higher powers fotbidl 

Paul, I say she's dead; 111 swear 't. If word nor oath 
Prevail not, go and see: if you can bring 
Tincture or lustre in her lip , her eye , 
Heat outwardly or breath within, 1*11 serve you 
As I would do the gods. — But, thou tyrant! 
Do not repent these things ; for they are heavier 
Than all thy woes can stir: therefore betake thee 
To nothing but despair. A thousand knees 
Ten thousand years together, naked, fastmg, 
Upon a barren mountain, and still winter 
In storm perpetual, could not move the gods 
To look that way thou wert 
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Thou canst not speak too much; I have deserved 
All tongues to talk thtoir bitterest. 

JFh-st Lord. ^ Saj no more: 

Howe'er the business goes, jou have made fiftult 
I' the boldness of yotfr speech. 

Paul. I 'm sorry for *t: 

All faults I make , when I shall come to know them, 
I do repent Alas , I Ve ^ow*d too much 
The rashness of a woman I he is touched 
To the noble heart. — What's gone, and wfaat*s past help, 
Should be past grief: do not receive affliction 
At mj petition; I beseech you, rather 
Let me be punish'd, that lutve minded you 
Of what you should forget. Now, good my liege, 
Sir, royflJ sir, forgive a foofieAi weman: 
The love I bore your queen, — lo, fool againt — 
I'll speak of her no more, nor of your children; 
I'll not remember you of my own lord. 
Who is lost too: take you your patience to you, 
And 111 say nothing. 

Leon, Thou didst speak but well, 

When most the truth; which I receive much better 
Than to be pitied of thee. Prithee , bring me 
To the dead bodies of my queen and son : 
One grave shall be for both; upon them shall 
The causes of their death appear, unto 
Our shame perpetual. Once a day I'll visit 
The chapel where they lie; and tears shed there 
Shall be my recreation: so long as nature 
Will bear up witii this exercise, so long 
I daily vow to use it. Come, and lead me 
Unto these sorrows. 

[Exeunt, 
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ScEHi ni. Bohemia. A desert country near the sea. 

Enter Aktiookus mOi the CkUd^ and a Mariner. 

Ant, Thoa 'i^ perfect, then, our ship hath touch*d upon 
The desertB of Bohemia? 

Mar. Aj, my lord; and fear 

We Ve landed in ill time: tiie skies look grimly, 
And threaten present blusters. In my conscience , 
The heavens with that we have in hand are angry, 
And frown upon 's. 

Ant. Their sacred wills be done! — Go, get aboard; 
Look to thy bark: 111 not be long before 
I call upon thee. 

Mar. Make your best haste; and go not 
Too far i' the land: 'tis like to be loud weather; 
Besides, this place is famous for the creatures 
Of prey that k^ep upon % 

Ant. Gk) thou away: 

rU foUow instjftntly. 

Mar. 1 *m glad at heart 

To be so rid o* the business. [Exit. 

Ant. Come , poor babe : — 

r ye heard, — but not believ'd, — tiie spirits o' the dead 
May walk again: if such thing be, thy mother 
Appeared to me last night; for ne*er was dream 
So like a waking. To me comes a creature. 
Sometimes her head on one side, some another; 
I never saw a vessel of like sorrow, 
So fill'd and so becoming: in pure white robes, 
Like very sanctity, she did approach 
My cabin where I lay; thrice bow'd before me; 
And, gasping to begin some speech, her eyes 
Became two spouts: the fury spent, anon 
Did this break from her: *' Gk>od Antigonus, 
Since fate, against thy better disposition, 
Hath made thy person for the thrower-out 
Of my poor babe, according to thine oath, — 



SCEnsm.] XHB WXNTEB*S TALB. 277 

Places remote enough are in Bohemia, 

There wend, and leave it crying; and, for the babe 

Is counted lost for ever, Perdita, 

I prithee, call*t. For this ungentle business. 

Put on thee bj my lord, thou ne'er shalt see 

Thy wife Paulina more:" — and so, with shrieka, 

She melted into air. Afirighted much , 

I did in time collect myself; and thought 

This was so, and no slumber. Dreams are toys: 

Yet, for this once, yea, superstitiously, 

I will be squar*d by this. I do believe 

Hermione hath suffered death; and that 

Apollo would, this being indeed the issue 

Of king Polixenes, it should here be laid, 

£ither for life or death, upon the earth 

Of its right father. — Blossom, speed thee well! 

[Laying down the Child ^ with a scroll. 
There lie; and there thy character: there these; 

[Laying down a bundle. 
Which may, if fortune please, both breed thee, pretty. 
And still rest thine. — The storm begins: — poor wretch, 

[Thunder. 
That, for thy mother's fault, art thus ezpos'd 
To loss and what may follow! — Weep I cannot, 
But my heart bleeds: and most accurs'd am I 
To be by oath enjoin'd to this. — Farewell! — 
The day frowns more and more: — thou 'rt like to have 
A lullaby too rough: — I never saw 
The heavens so dim by day. — A savage clamour! — 

[Noise of hunters^ dogsy and hears within. 
Well may I get aboard! — This is the chiase: 
I am gone for ever. [ExU^ pureued by a bear* 

Enter an old Shepherd. 

Shep, I would there were no age between ten and three- 
and-twenty, or that youth would sleep out the rest; for there 
is nothing in the between but getting wenches with childf 



278 THE WINTER^S TALE. • [actuL 

wronging the ancientry, irtealing, fighting — Hark you now! 

— Would any but these boiled brains of nineteen and two- 
and-twenty hunt this weather? They have scared away two 
of my best sheep, which I fear ike wolf will sooner find than 
the master: if any where I have them, 'tis by tiie» sea-side, 
browzing of ivy. G^ftod luck, an 't be thy will! what have we 
here? [Seeing the Child.] Mercy on '^, a bam; a very pretty 
bam! A boy or a child, I wonder? A pretty one*; a very 
pretty one: sure, some scape: though I am not bookish, yet 
I can read waiting-gentlewoman in the scape. Thia has been 
some stair- work, some trunk- work, some behindrdoor- work : 
they were warmer that got iAns than the poor thing is here. 
I'U take it up for pity: yet 1*11 tarry till my son oome; he 
hallooed but even now. — Whoa, ho, hoa! 

Clo, [within] Hilloa,loa! 

Shep, What, art so near? If thou 'It see a thing to talk 
on when thou art dead and rotten, come hither. 

Enter Clown. 

What ailest thou, man? 

Clo. I have seen two such sights, by sea and by land ! — 
but I am not to say it is a sea, for it is now the sky: betwixt 
the firmament and it you cannot thrust a bodkin's point. 

SJiep. Why, boy, how is it? 

Clo. I would you did but see how it chafes, how it rages, 
how it takes up the shore! — but that's not to the point O, 
the most piteous cry of the poor souls! sometimes to see 'em, 
and not to see 'em; now the ship boring the moon with her 
main-mast, and anon swallowed with yest and frotii, as you'd 
thrust a cork into a hogshead. And then for the land-service, 

— to see how the bear tore out his showkler-bone; how he 
cried to me for help, and said his name was Antigpnos, a 
nobleman: — but to make an end of the ship, — to see how 
the sea flap-dragoned it: — but, first, how the poor souls 
roared, and the sea mocked fhem ; — and how the poor gentle- 
man roared, and the bear mocked him^ both roaring louder 
than the sea or weather. 
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Shep. ' Name of mercy, whe« was this, boy? 

Clo. Now, now; I, bave i^ot winked w.ce I, ^^y|^ ^^fe 
sights: the men 9xe not yet cfold imdei: wt^te^j W^ the be^ 
half dined on the gentleman, — he 's at it i^ow. 

Shep. Would I had been by, to have helped ihe old ni^! 

Clo. I would you had been by the ship-side,, to l^re 
helped her: there your charity wonjb4 have lacked footing. 

Sh^. Heavy matters! heavy matters! bi^it look thee here, 
boy. Now bless thyself: thou mettest with things dying, I 
with things new-born. Here*s a sight for thee; look thee, a 
bearing-cloth for a squire's child! look thee here; take upi 
take up, boy; open *t. So, let's see; — it was told me I 
should be rich by the fairies; this is some changeU^ig: --- 
open 't. What's within, boy? 

Clo. You're a made pld man: if the sins of yo^r youth 
are forgiven you, you're well to live. Gold! all gold! 

STiep. This is fairy gold, boy, and 'twill prove so; up 
with 't, keep it close: home, home, the next way. We are 
lucky, boy; and to be ao still, requires i^othing but secrecy. 
— Let my sheep go: — come, good boy, the next way home. 

Clo. Go you the next way with vour findings, I'll go see 
if the bear be gone from the gentleman, and how much 1^ 
hath eaten: they are never curst, but when they are hungry: 
if there be any of hirfi left, I'U buiy it. 

STiep, That's a good deed. If thou mayest discern by 
that which is left of him what he is, fetch me to the sight 
of him. 

Clo, Marry, will I; and you shall help to put bim i' the 
ground. 

Shep, ' 'Tis a lucky day, boy, and well do good deeds 
on't. \ExewnX. 

ACT IV. 

Enter Time , as Chorus. 
Time. I, — that please some, try all; both joy and terror 
Of good and bad; that make and unfold error, — 
Now take upon me, in the name of Time, 
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To use my wings. Impute it not a crime 

To me or my swift passage, that I slide 

0*er sixteen years, and leave the growth untried 

Of that wide gap ; since it is in my power 

To o'erthrow law, and in one self-bom hour 

To plant and o*erwhelm custom. Let me pass 

The same I am, ere ancienfst order was, 

Or what is now received: I witness to 

The times that brought them in; so shall I do 

To the freshest things now reigning, and make stale 

The glistering of this present, as my tale 

Now seems to it. Your patience this allowing, 

I turn my glass, and give my scene such growing 

As you had slept between. Leontes leaving, 

Th' effects of lus fond jealousies so grieving 

That he shuts up himself, — imagine me , 

Gentle spectators, that I now may be 

In fair Bohemia; and remember well, 

I mention'd a son o* the king's, which Florizel 

I now name to you; and with speed so pace 

To speak of Perdita, now grown in grace 

Equal with wondering: what of her ensues, 

I list not prophesy; but let Time's news 

Be known when 'tis brought forth: — a shepherd's daughter, 

And what to her adheres, which follows after. 

Is th' argument of Time. Of this allow. 

If ever you have spent time worse ere now; 

If never, yet that Time himself doth say 

He wishes earnestly you never may. [Exit 

ScBHB L Bohemia, A room in (he palace o/Tolixbnes. 

Enter Poleebkes and Cjjcillo. 

PoL I pray thee, good Camillo, be no more importunate: 
*tis a sickness denying thee any thing; a death to grant this. 

Cam, It is sixteen years since I saw my country: though 
I have, for the most part, been aired abroad, I desire to lay 
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my bones there. Besides, the penitent king, mj master, hath 
sent for me; to whose feeling sorrows I might be some allay, 
or I o'erween to think so, — which is another spur to mj de- 
parture. 

Pol. As thou lovest me, Camillo, wipe not out the rest of 
thy services by leaving me now: the need I have of thee, thine 
own goodness hath made; better not to have had thee than 
thus to want thee: thou, having made me businesses which 
none without thee can sufficiently manage, must either stay to 
execute them thyself, or take away with thee' the very services 
thou hast done; which if I have not enough considered, — as 
too much I cannot, — to be more thankM to thee shall be my 
study; and my profit therein, the heaping friendships. Of that 
fatal country Sicilia, prithee speak no more; whose very 
naming punishes me with the remembrance of that penitent, 
as thou callest him, and reconciled king, my brother; whose 
loss of his most precious queen and children are even now to 
be afresh lamented. Say to me, when sawest thou the Prince 
Florizel, my son? Kings are no less unhappy, their issue not 
being gracious, than they are in losing them when they have 
approved their virtues. 

Cam, Sir, it is three days since I saw the prince. What 
his happier affairs may be, are to me unknown: but I have 
missingly noted, he is of late much retired from court, and 
is less frequent to his princely exercises than formerly he hath 
appeared. 

PoL I have considered so much, Camillo, and with some 
care; so far, that I have eyes under my service which look 
upon his removedness; from whom I have this intelligence : — 
that he is seldom from the house of a most homely shepherd ; a 
man, they say, that from vezy nothing, and beyond the imagin- 
ation of his neighbours, is grown into an unspeakable estate. 

Cam. I have heard, sir, of such a man, who hath a daugh- 
ter of most rare note: the report of h<er is extended more than 
can be thought to begin from such a cottage. 

Pol. That's likewise part of my inteUigence; but I fear 
the angle that plucks our son thither. Thou shalt aocom- 
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panj UB to the place; ^ere we will, not appeariog what we 
are, liay# some question wi^h the shepherd; from whose sim- 
plicity I think it not uneasy ta get the ca^usQ of my &on'9 re- 
sort thither. Prithee, he my present partner in this hu^^iness, 
and lay aside the thoughts of Sicilia. 

Cam. I willingly ohey your command. 

Pol, My hest Camillo ! — We must disguise ourselves. 

[ExeunU 

Scene II. The same. A road near the Shepherd's cottage. 

Enter Autoltcus, singing. 

When daffodils begin to peer ^ — 

Withy hey I the doxy over the dale, — 
Why, then comes in the sweet 6* the year; 

For the red blood reigns in the tointer^s pale. 

The while skeet bleaching on the hedge, — 

WUhy heyl the sweei birds, 0, how they sing I — 

Doth set my pugging tooth an edge; 
Far a quart of ale is a dish for a king. 

The lark, that tirra-lirra chants, — 

WiSi, hey I with, hey I the thrush and ike jay, — 
Are summer songs for me and my aunts. 
While we He tumbling in the hay, 
1 have served Prince Florizei, and, in my time, wore three- 
pile; hut now I am out of service: 

But shaji I go mourn for that, my dear? [Singing. 

The pale moon shines by night: 
And when I wander here and there, 
I then do most go right. 

If tinkers may have leave to live^ 
And bear the sow-skin budget ^ 
Then my account I well may give, 
And in the stocks avouch it. 
My traffic is sheets; when the kite huilds, look to lesser linen. 
My father named me Autolycus; who heiog, as I am, littered 
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nnder Mercury, was likewise a snapper-up of iuicoiui<iered 
trifles. With die and drab I purchased this caparison; and 
my revenue is the silly-cheat: gallows and ]Lnock are too 
powerful on the highway; beating and hanging are terrors to 
me ; for the Hfe to come , I sleep out the tiiiought of it. — A 
prize! a prize I 

Enter Clown. 

Clo. Let me see: — every 'leven wether tods; every tod 
yields pound and odd shilling: fifteen hundred shorn, what 
comes the wool to? 

Afit, [aside] If the springe hold , the cock 's mine. 

Clo. I cannot do't without counters. — Let i^e see; what 
am I to buy for our sheep-shearing feast? Three pound of 
sugar; ^ve pound of currants; rice — what will this sister of 
mine do with rice ? But my father hath made her mistress of 
the feast, and the lays it on. She hath made me four-and- 
twenty nosegays for the shearers, — three-man songmen all, 
and very good ones ; but they are most of them means and 
bases; but one puritan amongst them, and he sings psalms to 
hornpipes. I must have saffi*on, to colour the waxden-pies; 
mace; dates, — none, that's out of my note; nutmegs, seven; 
a race or two of ginger, — but that I may beg; four pound of 
prunes, and as many of raisins o' the sun. 

Aut. O, that ever I was bom I [Grovelling om the ground, 

Clo. r the name of me, — 

Aut. 0, help me, help me! pluck but off these rags; and 
then, death, death! 

Clo. Alack, poor soul! thou hast need of more rags to lay 
on thee , rather than have these off. 

Aut. sir, the loathsomeness of them offend me more 
than the stripes I have received, which are mighty ones and 
millions. 

Clo. Alas, poor man! a million of beating may come to a 
great matter. 

Aut. I am robbed, sir, and beaten; my money and apparel 
ta'en from me , and these detestable things put upon me* 

Clo. What, by a horseman or a footman? 
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To see you so attired; swoon, I think, 
To show myself a glass. 

Flo. I bless the time 

When my good falcon made her flight aeross 
Thy father's groniKi. 

Per. Now Jove afford yo« cause! 

To me the difference forges dread; your greatness 
Hath not been os'd to fear. Even now I ti^emble 
To think, your father, by some accident, 
Should pass this way, as you did: 0, the Fates! 
How would he look, to see his work, so noble, 
Vilely bound up? What would he say? Or how 
Should I, in these my borrow'd flaunts, behold 
The sternness of his presence? 

Flo. Apprehend 

Nothing but jollity. The gods themselves , 
Humbling their deities to love, have taken 
The shapes of beasts upon them: Jupiter 
Became a bull, and beUow'd; the green Neptune 
A ram, and bleated; and the fire-rob'd god, 
Grolden Apollo, a poor humble swain. 
As I seem now: — their transformations 
Were never for a piece of beauty rarer, — 
Nor in a way so chaste, since my desires 
Kun not before mine honour, nor my lusts 
Bum hotter than my faith. 

Per. 0, but, sir. 

Your resolution cannot hold, when 'tis 
Oppos*d, as it must be, by tiie power o' the king: 
One of these two must be necessities , 

Which then wiU speak, — that you must change this purpose, 
Or I my life. 

Flo. Thou dearest Perdita, 

With these fore'd thoughts, I prithee , darken not 
The mirth o* the feast: or Fll be thine, my fair, 
Or not my father's; for I cannot be 
Mine own, nor any thing to any, li 
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I be not thine: to this I am most constant, 
Though destiny say no. Be meny, gentle; 
Strangle such Noughts as these with any tlimg 
That you behold the while. Your guests are coming : 
Lift up your countenance, as it Mfere the day 
Of celebration of that nuptial which 
We two have sworn shall come. 

Per, O Lady Fortune, 

Stand you auspicious! 

Flo. See , your guests approach : 

Address yourself to entertain them sprightly, 
And let's be red with mirth. 

Enter Shepherd, wiA Pozjzbhbs and Caiollo disguised; Clown, 
MopsA , DoBCAs , and other Shepherds and Shepherdesses. 

Shep, Fie, daughter! when my old wife liv'd, upon 
This day she was both pantler, butl», cook; 
Both dame and servant; welcomed all; served all; 
Would sing her song and daiice her turn ; now here , 
At upper end o* the table, now i' tiie middle; 
On his shoulder, and his; her iaice o' fite 
With labour, and the thing she took to qn^ch it. 
She would to each one sip. You are retired , 
As if you were a feasted one, and not 
The hostess of the meeting: pray you, bid 
These unknown friends to 's welcome ; for it is 
A way to make us better fidends, more known. 
Come, quench your blushes, and present yourself 
That which you are, mistress o* the feast: come on, 
And bid us welcome to your sheep-shearing. 
As your good flock shall prosper. 

Per, [to Pol] . Sir, welcome: — 

It is my father's will I should take on m^ 
The hostess-ship o' the day. — [To Cam,] YouVe welcome, 

sir. — 
Give me those flowers there, Doroas. — Rererend sirs. 
For you there's rosemcuy and rue;, these keep 



288 THE winter's talh. [activ* 

Seeming and savour all the winter long: 
Grace and remembiance be to you bo^, 
And welcome to our shearing! 

Pol. Shepherdess, *- 

A fair one are you, — well you fit our ages 
With flowers of winter. 

Per, Sir, the year growing ancient, — 

Not yet on summer's death, nor on the birth 
Of trembling winter, — the fair*st flowers o' the season 
Are our carnations, and streak'd giliyvors, 
Which some call nature's bastards: of that kind 
Our rustic garden's barren; and I care not 
To get slips of them. 

Pol. Wherefore , gentle maiden , 

Do you neglect them? 

Per. For I hare heard, it said , 

There is an art which , in their piedness, shares 
With great creating nature. 

PoL Say there be; 

Yet nature is made better by no mean. 
But nature makes that mean: so, o'er that art 
Which you say adds to nature , is an art 
That nature makes. You see, sweet maid, we marry 
A gentler scion to the wildest stock. 
And make conceive a bark of baser kind 
By bud of nobler race : this is an art 
Which does mend nature, — change it rather; but 
The art itself is nature. 

Per. So it is. 

Pol. . Then make your garden rich in giliyvors, 
And do not call them bastards. 

Per. Ill not put 

The dibble in earth to set one slip of them; 
No more than, were I painted, I would wish 
This youth should say, 'twere well, and only therefore 
Desire to breed by me. — Here's flowers for you; 
Hot lavender, mints, savory, maijoram; 
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The marigold , that goes to bed wi* the sun , 
And with him rises weeping; these are ijpwe^s 
Of middle summer, and, I think, they 're given 
To men of middle age. Y^Ve vejy welcome. 

Cam, I should leave grazing, were I of your flock, 
And only live by gazing. 

Per. Out, alasl 

You'd be so lean, that blasts of Januaiy 
Would blow you through and through. — Novr, py f^ir'st 

^ friend , 
I would I had soscve flowers o' the spring that might 
Become your tinae of day; — and yours, and yours. 
That wear upon your virgin branches yet 
Your maidenheads growing: — Proserpina, 
For the flowers now, that, frighted, thou lett'st fall 
From Dis's wagon! daflbdils. 
That come before the swallow dares, and take 
The winds of March with beauty; violets dim, 
But sweeter than the lids of Juno's eje& 
Or Cytherea's breath; pale primroses. 
That die unmarried, ere they can behold 
Bright Phoebus in his strength, — a malady 
Most incident to maids; bold oxlips and 
The crown-imperial; lilies of all kinds, 
The flower-de-luce being one! 0, these Hack, 
To make you garlands of; and my sweet friend, 
To strew him o'er and o'er! 

Flo, What, like a corse? 

Per, No, like a bank for love to lie and play on; 
Not like a corse ; or if, — not to be buried , 
But quick, and in mine arms. — Come, take your flowers: 
Metfalnks I play as I have seen them do 
In Whitsun pastorals: sure, this robe of mine 
Does change my disposition. 

Flo, What you do 

Still betters what is done. When you speak , sweet, 
I'd have you do it ever: when you sing, 

Shak«spewr§, 11. 19 
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rd have you boy and sell so; bo give alms; 

Pray so; and, for the ordering your affairs, 

To sing them too: when you do dance, I wish you 

A wave o* the sea , that you might ever do 

Nothing but that; move still, still so. 

And own no other fimction: each your doing, 

So singular in each particular, 

Crowns what you're doing in the present deeds. 

That all your acts are queens. 

Per, O Doricles, 

Your praises are too large: but that your youth, 
And l^e true blood which peeps so fairly through't, 
Do plainly give you out an unstain*d shepherd, 
Witii wisdom I might fear, my Doricles, 
You woo*d me the false way. 

Flo. I think you have 

As little skill to fear as I have purpose 
To put you to 't. — But, come ; our dance , I pray : 
Your hand, my Perdita: so turtles pair, 
That never mean to part. 

Per. TU swear for 'em. 

Pol. This is the prettiest low-bom lass that ever 
Ban on the green-sward: nothing she does or seems 
But smacks of something greater than herself. 
Too noble for this place. 

Cam. He tells her something 

That makes her blopd look out: good sooth, she is 
The queen of curds and cream. 

Clo. Come on , strike up I 

Dor. Mopsa must be your mistress: marry, garlic. 
To mend her kissing with I 

Mop. Now, in good time! 

Clo. Not a word, a word; we stand upon our manners. — 
Come, strike up I 

[AftMte. Here a dance of ShqnJierds and Shepherdesses. 

Pol. Pray, good shepherd, what fair swain is fJus 
Which dances with your daughter? 
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iS^. They call him Doricles; and hoasts himself 
To have a worthy feeding: I hut have it 
Upon his own report, and I believe it; 
He looks like sooth. He says he loves my daughter: 
I think so too ; for never gaz'd the moon 
Upon the water, as he'll stand, and read, 
As 'twere, my daughter's eyes: and, to be plain, 
1 think there is not half a kiss to choose 
Who loves another best. ' 

Pol. She dances featly. 

Shep. So she does any thing; though I report it, 
That should be silent: if young Doricles * 
Do light upon her, she shall bring him that 
Which he not dreams of. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. master, if you did but hear the pedler at the 
door, you would never dance again after a tabor and pipe; 
no, the bagpipe could not move you: he sings several tunes 
faster than you'll tell money; he utters them as he had eaten 
ballads, and all men's ears grew to his tunes. 

Clo. He could never come better; he shall come in: I 
love a ballad but even too well, if it be doleful matter mer- 
nly set down, or a very pleasant thing indeed and sung 
lamentably. 

Serv, He hath songs for man or woman, of all sizes, — 
no milliner can so fit his customers with gloves: he has the 
prettiest love-songs for maids; so without bawdry, which is 
strange; with such delicate burdens of ^^dildos" and "fad- 
ings," "jump her and thump her;" and where some stretch- 
mouthed rascal would , as it were , mean mischief, and break 
a foul jape into the matter, he makes the maid to answer, 
"Whoop, do me no harm, good man;" puts him off, slights 
him, with "Whoop, do me no harm, good man." 

PoL This is a brave fellow. 

Clo. Believe me, thou talkest of an admirable-conceited 
fellow. Has he any onbraided wares? 

19» 
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iS'^t^. He Mth ribandil of idl the <iok>tcreri' the rainbow; 
points more than all the lawyers in Bohemia can learnedly 
handle, though thej com€$ to him by ih6 gi^oss; inMes, cad«> 
disses, caxnbries, lawns: why, be sings *em vretf as they were 
gods or goddesses; you would think a smock Were a rfi&- 
angel, he so chants to the flle€^e-hand, and the work about 
the square on't. 

Clo. Prithee, bring him in; 6Ad let hini approach singing. 

Per. Forewarn Imn that he use no scuii^loiis words in's 
tunes. [Exit SehoanU 

Clo. Yoti hav^ Of thes^ pedletB, that ha^e more Ib them 
than you*d think, sistei^. 

Per, Ay, good brOHier^ Oir gO About to think. 

Enter Autoltcus, smging. 

Lctton as toMte HB driven Mow} 
Cypru9 Hack ds i&r was crow; 
Gloved as sweet as damask roses f 
Masks for faces and for noses; 
Bugle-bracelet y necklace-amber ^ 
Perfume for a ladifs chamber f 
Chlden quoifs €md stomachers ^ 
For my lads to give their dears; 
Pins and poking-sticks of steely 
What maids lack from head to heel: 
Come buy ofme^ come; come 6f^, come bug; 
Bug, iadSy or else your lasses erg: 
' Come buy. 

Cla. If I wete not in love with Mopsa^ tliou shouldst take 
no money of nie; but being enthralled aB I am, it will also be 
the bondage of certain ribands and gloves. 

Mcfp. I itas ptr6mi)9^d them agsdnst the feast; but; they 
com& not to([> late now. 

Dor. He hath pi^omised you more thaoi that, or there be 
liars. 

Mtfp. He hath paid you Ml he promised you: may be, he has 
paid you more, — which Will lihame you to give him again. 
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Clo. .Is there no mamneni left lu^ong made? wOl they 
wear their {daeketi where they should h^if tfteir faces? Is 
there not milking-time, when you are going if> be4j or kiln- 
hole, to whistle-off these seesets, hiM: yPU in)m^ be tittle-tat- 
tling he£oM all «iir guesiB? 'fifi w^U they ane ^hi^ering. 
Clamour your tongues, and 90t .1^ word ^M>re. 

Mop. I hftye done. Come, you promised p/e a tawdiy- 
laee and a pair of sweet ^otos. 

Clo. Bme I not told thee h^ow.I was qoswed by the way, 
4ind lost all my money? 

Aut, And, indeed, sir, there ai^ co«eiiepi ajbroad; there- 
fore it behoves men to tie wary. 

CZo. Fear not tJion, mMi, thou shaltioae notjring here. 

Aut I hope so, sir; for I have .about i^e mwy p^xo^ of 
charge. 

ao. What hast here? ballads? 

Mop. Pray now, buy some: I love a ballad in print a- 
life, for .then we are sure they are true. 

Aut. Here 's one to a veiy dolefid tune. How a insurer's 
wife was brought to bed of twenty money-bags at a burden, 
and how she longed to ei^t adders* heads and toads carbona- 
doed. 

Mop. Is it true, think you? 

Aut. Very true; and but a month old. 

Dor. Bless me from marrying a usurer I 

Aut. Here 's the midwife's name to 'i, one Mistsess Tale- 
porter, and five or six honest wives' that were present. Why 
should I carry lies abfroad? 

Mop. Pray you now, buy it 

•Clo. Come on, lay it by: and Isi 's first see.more ballaAB; 
we 11 buy the other things anon. 

Aut. Here 's another ballad, Of a £ih, /that appeared upon 
^e coast on Wednesday .the .fourscore of April, iofify thou- 
sand fathom above water, and aung this bfldlad .against the 
hard hearts of maids: it ;v^as.t|M)Ught she was a woman, and 
was turned into a cold fish for she would not exchange flesh 
with one that loved her: the haJladjs veiy |»tiful, and as true^ 
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Dor, Is it trae too, think you? 

Aut, Fire justices' hands at it, and witnesses moxe than 
mj pack will hold. 

Clo. Layit by too: another. 

Aut. Tlds is a merry ballad, but a very pretty one. 

Mop. Let 's have some merry ones. 

Aut. Why, this is a passing meny one , and goes to the 
tone of, '^Two maids wooing a man:" there *s scarce a maid 
westward but she sings it; 'tis in request, I can tell you. 

Mop. We can both sing it: if thou 'It bear a part, thou 
shalt hear; 'tis in three parts. 

Dor. We had the tune on 't a month ago. 

Aut. I can bear my part; you must know 'tis my occu- 
pation: have at it with you I 

Song. 

Aut. Gel you hence , for I must go ; 
WJierej it fits not you to know. 

Dor. WMtkerf Mop. 0, wMherf Dor. WUtherf 
Mop. It becomes ihy oath fiill well, 
Thou to me thy secrets tell: 

Dor. Me too, let me go thither. 

Mop. Or tJiou go*st to the grange or mill: 
Dor. If to either, thou dost ill. 

Aut. Neither. Dob. What, neither f Aut. Neither. 
Dor. Thou hast sworn my love to be; 
Mop. Thou hast sworn it more to me: 
Then, whither go^stf say, whither f 
Clo. We 11 have this song out anon by ourselves: my 
father and the gentlemen are in sad talk, and we '11 not 
trouble them. — Come, bring away thy pack after me. — 
Wenches, I 'U buy for you both. — Pedler, let 's have the 
first choice. — Follow me, girls. [Exit with Dorcas andMopsa. 
Aut, And you shall pay well for 'em. — 

Will you buy any tape^ [Singing. 

Or lace for your cape. 
My dainty duck, my dear-af 
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Any sUk^ any thready 

Any toys for your Jieadj 
Of the newest and firCst, finest toear-af 

Come to (hepedier; 

Moneys a meddler^ 
Thai doth xdter all mexie toare-a, 

[Exit. 

Re-enter Servant. 

Serv. Master, there is three carters, three shepherds, 
three neat-herds, three swine-herds, that have made them- 
selves all men of hair, — thej call themselves Saltiers: and 
thej have a dance which the wenches saj is a gallimaufry of 
gambols, because thej are not in 't; but thej themselves are 
o' the mind, — if it be not too rough for some that know little 
but bowling, — it will please plentifully. 

Shep. Away! we 'U none on 't: her^ has been too much 
homely foolery already. — I know, sir, we weary you. 

Pol, You weary those that refresh us: pray, let 's see 
these four threes of herdsmen. 

Serv, One three of them, by their own report, sir, hath 
danced before the king; and not the worst of the three but 
jumps twelve foot and a half by the squire. 

Shep, Leave your prating: since these good men are 
pleased, let them come in; but quickly now. 

Serv, Why, they stay at door, sir. [Exit. 

Enter twelve Rustics habited like SaiyrSj who dance^ and 

ihen exeunt, 

Pol, 0, father, you 'U know more of that hereafter. — 
]To Com.] Is it not too far gone? 'Tis time to part them. 
He 's simple and tells much. — How now, fair shepherd ! 
Your heart is full of something that does take * 

Your mind firom feasting. Sooth , when I was young, 
And handed love as you do, I was wont 
To load my she with knacks: I would have ransacked 
The pedler*s silken treasury, and have poured it 
To her acceptance; you have let him go. 
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And nothing marted with hSm. If your lass 
Interpretation should ahnse, and call this 
Your lack of love or bounty, jotL were straited 
For a reply, at least if you make care 
Of happy holding her. 

Flo. Old sir, I know 

She prizes not such trifles as these are : 
The gifts she looks from me are pack'd and lock'd 
Up in my heart; which I have given already, 
Btit not delivered. -^ O, hear me btvathe my life 
Before this ancient sir, who, it leifaould seem, 
fiath sometime lov'd! I take thy hand, -^ this hand , 
As ^offc as dove^B down and'ais white as it, 
Or &£hiop'8 tooth , or tiie fatmM snow that's bolted 
By the northern blasts twice o'e^. 

PoL What follows this ? — 

How preYtSly ^e young swain seems to wash 
The hand was fair before! *— IVe put you out: — 
But to your protestation ; let m^ heair 
What you profess. 

Mo. Do , and be 'witness to % 

PoL And this my neighbour too? 

Flo. And he , and more 

Than he, and men, the earth, the heavens, tind aU: — 
That, were I crown'd the most imperial momoreh, 
Thereof most worthy; were I the fairest youth 
That ever macLe eye swerve; had force and knowledge 
More than was ever man's , — 1 would not prize them 
Wi&but h6r love; for her employ them all; 
Commend them, and cOndeiCnn them, to her service, 
Or to their own perdition. 

Pol. f'alifly offered. 

Cain. This shoT^ a sound affection. 

Sh^. But , my daughter , 

Say you the like to hifn? 

Per. 1 cannot spea:k 

So well, nothing so well; no, nor mean better: 
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By the pattern of mine own thoagbti I oat out 
The purify of his. 

Ship. Tfifee hands , a bargainl ^^ 

And, Mends unknown, you shall baar awltnMM to^t: 
I give my daughter to kun , and will make 
Her portion equal his. 

Fto, O, that mast tm 

r the Tirtae of y out daughter: one being dead, 
I shall have more than j&a <caa dream of ^et; 
Enough then for your wonder. Bttt, come on, 
Contract us 'fore these tv^ftacMses. 

Shep. Come , year hand; — 

And, dau^^iter, youts. 

Pol. Soft, swain, awhile, beseech you; 

Have you a father? 

Flo, I hav« : but what of him ? 

Pol. Enowshe ofihis? 

Ho. He ndtiier does nor shttU. 

Pol. Methinks a father 
Is , at the nuptial of his son , a guest 
That best becomes the table. Pray you, once more; 
Is not your father grown incapable 
Of reasonable affairs? is he not stupid 
With age and altering rheums? can he i^eak? tiear? 
Know man from man? dispute his^wn estate? 
Lies he not bed-^rid? and agam does*noth!ng 
But what he did bemg ehildish? 

JPlo. No,good'fi&; 

He has his lieal& , <and ampler 0treng& indeed 
Than moM h&ye of las nge. 

Pol. By -my wldte beard , 

You offer htm, If this be io, a wrong 
Something unfiliai: reason my sen 
Should choose Hmself a wife; but as good i^easbn 
The father, — all'Whose joy is nofliing else 
But fair posterity, -^iriiould hold^ome counsel 
In such a business. 
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Flo. I yield all this; 

But, for some other reasons, my grave sir, 
Which 'tis not fit 70a know, I not acquaint 
My father of this business. 

PoL Let him know 't 

Fto. He shall not. 

PoL Prithee, let him. 

Flo. No , he most not. 

Shep, Let him, my son: he shall not need to grieve 
At knowing of thy choice. 

Flo. Come , come , he most not — 

Mark our contrlUst. 

PoL Mark your divorce, young sir, 

[Discovering Mmself. 
Whom son I dare not call; thou art too base 
To be acknowledg'd: thou a sceptre's heir, 
That thus afPect'st a sheei^-hookl — Thou old traitor, 
I'm sorry that, by hanging thee, I can but 
Shorten thy life one week. — And thou, fresh piece 
Of excellent witchcraft, who, of force, must know 
The royal fool thou cop'st with, — 

Shep. 0, my heart! 

PoL I'll have thy beauty scratch'd wilh briers, and made 
More homely than thy state. — For thee, fond boy. 
If I may ever know thou dost but sigh 
That thou no more shalt see this knack, — as never 
I mean thou shalt, — we'll bar thee from succession; 
Not hold thee of our blood , no , not our kin , 
Far' than Deucalion off: — mark thou my words: — 
Follow us to the court. — Thou churl, for this time. 
Though full of our displeasure, yet we free thee 
From the dead blow of it. — And you, enchantment. 
Worthy enough a herdsman; yea, him too 
That makes himself, but for our honour therein, 
Unworthy thee, — if ever henceforth thou 
These rural latches to his entrance open, 
Or hoop his body more with thy embraces, 
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I will devise a death as eraei for thee 

As thou art tender to 't. [ExU* 

Per, Even here undone! 

1 was not much afeard; for once or twice 
I was about to speak, and tell him plainly, 
The selfsame sun that shines upon his court 
Hides not his visage from our cottage , but 
Looks on alike. — [To Flo J] Will*t please you, sir, be gone? 
I told you what would come of this: beseech you, 
Of your own state take care: this dream of mine, — 
Being now awake, TU queen it no inch further. 
But milk my ewes and weep. 

Cam. Why, how now, &ther! 

Speak ere thou diest. 

Shep. I cannot speak, nor think. 

Nor dflure to know that which I Imow. — [To Ftorizel] sir, 
You have undone a man of fourscore three , 
That thought to fill his grave in quiet, — yea. 
To die upon the bed my father died. 
To lie close by his honest bones! but now 
Some hangman must put on my shroud, and lay me 
Where no priest shovels-in dust — [To Perdita] cursM 

wretch, 
That knew'st this was the prince, and wouldst adventure 
To mingle faith with him! — Undone! undone! 
If I might die within this hour, IVe liv'd 
To die when I desire. [Exit. 

Ho. Why look you so upon me? 

I am but sorry, not afeard; delayed. 
But nothing alter'd: what I was, I am; 
More straining on for plucking back; not following 
My leash unwillingly* 

Cam. G^douB my lord. 

You know your father's temper: at this time 
He will aUow no speech, — which I do guess 
You do not purpose to him; — and as hardly 
Will he endure your sight as yet, I fear: 
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Then, till the foxy of Ms inghness «ettle, 
Come not before him. 

Ho. I noat punpiwfi it. 

I think Camillo? 

Cam. JC8enl(e^.]n7lard. 

Per. How offcem kaytt I tpld you 'twonid be iktml 
How often said my dagmty nrould last 
But tili ''tnere knowal 

Flo. It eannot fail bvA iby 

The yiokktion of my faith; <and then 
Let nature croak the aidtts o' W eaid|i together, 
And mar the seeds within! — Lift up ihy looks : •*«• 
From my succession wi|»e me, father! I 
Am heir to my affection. 

Cam. Beadios'd. 

JFlo. I am , — and iy my featey : if my reason 
Will thereto be obedient, I imve reason; 
If not, my senses, better pleas^d/wittunadness, 
Do bid it welcome. 

Cam. -This is fieq9«rate,4nr. 

Flo. So callitf bvtitilDe9ifulfiliiiy)vx>w; 
I needs must 4hsnk it hc^^siij^* (DmalHo , 
Not for Bohemia, nor the pomp that may 
Be thereat gle«ii!dj; /for ali theisiqisees.,.or 
The close earth wimibs, (or the ppofoundisea hides 
In unknown fathoms , ^siill I break lay lOath 
To this my fair belov'd: therefore , I pray yon. 
As youVe e'er befininy £Eitfaer!s honour'd fnend. 
When he shall miss me, -^ as.,)indkith,.IjmeaniBOt 
To see him any more, < — oastsyourigood oounsds 
Upon his fMbssion: hi s^yasM sffid£mi^xsB 
Tug for the time to come. This you may jEDMr, 
And so deliver, — I am^ratitojiaa 
With her who here J cBDnnt halU.iua. aitons^ 
And, most oppdstnoe <to aurjofted, I Jn^e 
A vessel rides fadt by, bnt not prepared 
For this design. What cftipw I mewi etoihiotd 
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Shall nothing benefit fom knoiAedge, nor 
Concern me the reporting. 

Cam. Q my lord, 

I would joxa spirit were easier fi>r adfioe, 
Or stronger for your need I 

Flo. Hark, P«rdita. -^ [Taking her aaide. 

[To Camilh] 111 heat jOn by and by. 

Cam, He's kiremovable , 

Besolv'd for flight Now were I happy, if 
His going I coidd frame to serve my torn; 
Save him from danger, do him lore and honotir; 
Purchase the sight again of dear SidHa, 
And that imhappy king my master, whom 
I so much thirst to see. 

Fto. Now, good Camillo, 

I am so fraught with curious business, that 
I leave out ceremony. 

Cam, Sir, I think 

You've heard of my poor servicee, i' the love 
That I have borne your father? 

FU), Very nobly 

Have you deserv'd: it is my father's music 
To speak yout deeds; not Htde of bis care 
To have them recompensed as thought on. 

Cam. Well, my brd , 

If you may please to think I love the king^ 
And, through him, what w near'st to him, which is 
Your gracious self, embraee but my direetion, -^ 
If your more ponderous and settled project 
May suffer alteration, — on mine honour 
m point you where you shall have such reoeiviag 
As shall become your highness | where yeu may 
Enjoy your mistress, -~ from the whom, I see, 
There's no disjunction to be made, but by, 
As heavens forfendl your miu; — many her; 
And — with my best endearours in your absence — 
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Your discontenting fi&tlier striye to qualify, 
And bring him up to liking. 

Flo. How, Camillo, 

May this, almost a miracle, be done? 
That I may call thee something mOre than man , 
And, after that, trust to thee. 

Cam. Have you thought on 

A place whereto youll go? 

F2o. Not any yet: 

But as th' unthought-on accident is guilty 
To what we wildly do, so we profess 
Ourselves to be the slaves of chance, and flies 
Of every wind that blows. 

Cam. Then list to me : 

This follows, — if you will not change your purpose, 
But undergo this flight, — make for Sicilia; 
And there present yourself and your fair princess — 

For so I see she must be — 'fore Leontes: 

She shall be habited as it becomes 

The partner of your bed. Methinks I see 

Leontes opening his free arms, and weeping 

His welcomes forth; asks thee, the son, forgiveness. 

As 'twere i' the father's person; kisses the hands 

Of your fresh princess; o'er and o'er divides him 

'Twixt his unkindness and his kindness, — th' one 

He chides to hell, and bids the other grow 

Faster than thought or time. 

Bo. Worthy Camillo , 

What colour for my visitation shall I 
Hold up before him? 

Cam. Sent by the king your father 

To greet him and to give him comforts. Sir , 
The manner of your bearing towards him, with 
What you, as from your fatiier, shall deliver. 
Things known betwixt us three, I'll write you down: 
The which shall point you forth at every sitting 
What you must say; that he shaU not perceive 
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But that you have jonr father's bosom there , 
And speak his veiy heart 

Ro, I am bound to you: 

There is some sap in this. 

Cam, A course more promising 

Than a wild dedication of yourselves 
To unpath'd waters, undream'd shores, most certain 
To miseries enough: no hope to help you; 
But, as you shake off one, to take another; 
Nothing so certain as your anchors; who 
Do their best office, if they can but stay you 
Where you'll be loth to be; besides, you know 
Prosperity's the very bond of love. 
Whose fresh complexion and whose heart together 
Affliction alters. 

Per, One of these is true : 

I think affliction may subdue the cheek, 
But not take in the mind. 

Cam, Yea, say you so? 

There shall not, at your father's house, these seven years 
Be bom another such. 

Flo, My good Camillo, 

She is as forward of her breeding as 
She is i' llie rear 'our birth. 

Cam, I cannot say 'tis pity 

She lacks instructions , for she seems a mistress 
To most that teach. 

Per, Your pardon , sir , for this ; 

111 blush you thanks. 

Flo, My prettiest Perdital — 

But, 0, the thorns we stand upon! — Camillo , — 
Preserver of my father , now of me, 
The medicine of our house! — how shall we do? 
We are not fumish'd like Bohemia's son. 
Nor shall appear in Sicilia. 

Cam, My lord, 

Fear none of this : I think you know my fortunes 
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Do all lie there : it ahaU be so n^ oare 

To have you royally appointed as if 

The scene you play wor^ mihiAv For instance, sir, 

That you may know you shall not w^, -^ oiiuB word. 

[They talk a^ide. 

Be-eat^ AuToweus* 

Aut, Ha, ha! what a foojL Honesty is! and Trust. hi9 
sworn brother, a yery simple gentleman I X have sold all my 
trumpery; not a counterfeit stone, not a riband, glass, p^o** 
mander, brooch, table-book, ballad, knife, tape, glove, shoe- 
tie, bracelet, hem-nng, to keep my pack from fastU^: thc^ 
throng who should buy first, as if my trinkets had b^en 
hallowed, aaad brong^t 9^ benediction to the buyer: by whidi 
means I saw whose purse was best in picture; and wbat I 
saw, to my good use I remembered. My down — ^^ who wants 
but something to be a reasonable man — gre^ so ii^ love with 
the wenches' song, that he would not stir hisr pettitoes till he 
had both tune ax%d words; which so drew the rest of the herd 
to [me, that aU their other senses stuck in ears: you might 
have pinched a placket, — it was senseless; 'twas nothing to 
geld a codpiece of a purse, — I would have filed keys off tidat 
hung in ehains: no hearing, no feeling, but my sir's song, 
and admiring the nothing of it. ^ So that, in this time of 
lethargy, I picked and cat most of their festival purses; and 
had not the old man come in with a wboobub against his 
daughter and the king's son, and scared my choughs from 
the chaff, I had not left a purse alive in the whole army. 

[Camtllo^ Florizel^ and Perdita come forward. 

Cam, Nay, but my letters, by this means being there 
So soon as you arrive , shaU clear that doubt 

Flo, And those that you'll procure from Eong Leoutes,— 

Cam. Shall satbfy your fatitier. 

Per, Happy be youl 

All that you speak shows fsur. 

Cam, Wbo have we here? 

[Seeing AMnfli/cuak 
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Well make an instmrnent of this; omit 
Nothing may give us aid. 

AxU. [aside] If they have overheard me now, — why, 
hanging. 

Cam. How now, good fellow! why shakest thou so? Fear 
not, man; here's no harm intended to thee. 

Aut, I am a poor fellow, sir. 

Cam, Why, be so still; here's nobody wHl steal that from 
thee: yet, for the outside of thy poverty, we must make an 
exchange; therefore disease thee instantly, — thou must think 
there's a necessity in't, — and change garments with this gen- 
tleman: though the pennyworth on his side be the wOrst, yet 
hold thee , there's some boot. [Giving money. 

Aut I am a poor fellow, sir. — [Aside\ I know ye well 
enough. 

Cam, Nay, prithee, dispatch : the gentleman is half flayed 
already. 

Aut Are you in earnest, sir? — [Aside\ I smell the trick 
on't. 

Ko. Dispatch, I prithee. 

Aut. Indeed, I have had earnest; but I cannot with con* 
science take it. 

Cam. Unbuckle, unbuckle. — 

[Florizel and Autolycus exchange garments. 
Fortunate mistress , — let my prophecy 
Come home to ye! — you must retire yourself 
Into some covert: take your sweetheart's hat. 
And pluck it o'er your brows; muffle your face; 
Dismantle you; and, as you can, dislUcen 
The truth of your own seeming; that you may — 
For I do fear eyes over 's — to shipboard 
Get undescried. 

Per, I see the play so lies 

That I must bear a part. 

Cam. No remedy. — 

Have you done there? 
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Flo. Should I now meet my fktlier , 

He would not call me son. 

Cam, Naj, 70U shall have no hat. — 

[Giving it to PercUta, 

Come, lady, come. — Farewell, my friend. 

AuU Adieu, sir. 

Flo, Perdita, what have we twain forgot I 
Praj you, a word. [They converse apart. 

Cam. [aside] What I do next, shall be to tell the king 
Of this escape, and whither they are bound; 
Wherein, my hope is, I shall so prevail 
To force him after: in whose company 
I shall review Sicilia, for whose sight 
I have a woman's longing. 

Flo. Fortune speed us! — 

Thus we set on, Camillo, to the sea-side. 

Cam. The swifter speed the better. 

[Exeunt Florizely Perdita, and Camillo. 

Aut. I understand the business, I hear it: to have an 
open ear, a quick eye, and a nimble hand, is necessary for a 
cut-purse; a good nose is requisite also, to smell out work for 
the other senses* I see this is the time that the unjust man 
doth thrive. What an exchange had this been without boot! 
what a boot is here with this exchange! Sure, the gods do 
this year connive at us, and we may do any thing extempore. 
The prince himself is about a piece of iniquity, — stealing 
away firom his father with his clog at his heels: if I thought 
it were not a piece of honesty to acquaint the king wilhal, I 
would do 't: I hold it the more knavery to conceal it; and 
therein am I constant to my profession. 

Re-enter Clown and Shepherd. 
Aside, aside; — here is more matter for a hot brain: every 
lane's end, every shop, church, session, hanging, yields a 
careful man work. 

Clo. See, see; what a man you are now! There is no 
other way but to tell the king she 's a changeling, and none 
of your flesh and blood. 
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i^hep. Nay, but hear me. 

Clo. Nay, but hear me. 

Ship. Gk) to, then. 

Clo, She being none of your flesh and blood, your flesh 
and blood has not offended the king; and so your flesh and 
blood is not to be punished by him. Show those things you 
found about her; those secret things, all but what she has 
with her : this being done, let the law go whistle ; I warrant you. 

Shep, I will tell the king aU, every word, yea, and Ms 
son's pranks too, — who, I may say, is no honest man neither 
to his father nor to me, to go about to make me the king's 
brother-in-law. 

Clo, Indeed, brother-in-law was the furthest off you could 
have been to him; and then your blood had been tiie dearer 
by I know not how much an ounce. 

Aut [<uide] Very wisely, puppies! 

Shep, Weil, let us to the king: there is that in this fardel 
will make him scratch Ms beard. 

Aut, [aside] I know not what impediment this complaint 
may be to the flight of my master. 

Clo, Pray heartily he be at the palace. 

Aut [aside] Though I am not naturally honest, I am so 
sometimes by chance: — let me pocket up my pedler's excre- 
ment. [Takes off Jus false beard.] — How now, rustics I whither 
are you bound? 

SJiep, To the palace, an it like your worship. 

Aut Your affairs there, what, with whom, the condition 
of that fardel, the place of your dwelling, your names, your 
ages, of what having, breeding, and any thing that is fitting 
to be known, discover. 
Clo, We are but plain fellows, sir. 

Aut. A lie; you are rough and hairy. Let me have no 
lying: it becomes none but tradesmen, and they often give 
us soldiers the lie : but we pay them for it with stamped coin, 
not stabbing steel; therefore they do not give us the lie. 

Clo. Your worship had like to have given us one, if you 
had not taken yourself with the manner. 

20* 
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Shep, Are you a courtier, an't like you, sir? 

Aut, Whether it like me or no, I am a courtier. See'st 
thou not the air of the court in these enfoldingsV hath not 
my gait in it the measure of the court? receives not thy nose 
court-odour from me? reflect I not on thy baseness court- 
contempt? Thinkest thou, for that I insinuate, or touse from 
thee thy business, I am therefore no courtier? 1 am courtier 
cap-a-pe; and one that will either push on or pluck back thy 
business there: whereupon I command thee to open thy 
aflair. 

Shep, My business, sir, is to the king. 

AuU What advocate hast thou to him? 

Shep. I know not, an't like you. 

Clo, [aside to Shep.\ Advocate 's the court- word for a pre- 
sent: say you have none. 

Shep. None, sir; I have no pheasant, cock nor hen. 

Aut How bless'd are we that are not simple men! 
Yet nature might have made me as these are , 
Therefore I'll not disdain. 

Clo, [aside to SliepJ] This cannot be but a great courtier. 

Shep, [aside to Clo,] His garments are rich, but he wears 
them not handsomely. 

Clo, [aside to Shep,] He seems to be the more noble in 
being fantastical: a great man, I'll warrant; I know by the 
picking on 's teeth. 

Aut. The fardel there? what's i* the fardel? Wherefore 
that box? 

Shep. Sir, there lies such secrets in this fardel and box, 
which none must know but the kiQg; and which he shsdl 
know within this hour, if I may come to the speech of him. 

Aut. Age, thou hast lost thy labour. 

Shep, Why, sir? 

Aut. The king is not at the palace; he is gone aboard a 
new ship to purge melancholy and air himself: for, if thou 
beest capable of things serious, thou must know the king is 
faU of grief. 
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Shep, So 'tis said, sir, — about his son, that should have 
married a shepherd's daughter. 

Aut, If that shepherd be not in hand-fast, let him fly: 
the curses he shaU have , the tortures he shall feel, will break 
the back of man, the heart of monster. 

Clo. Think you so, sir? 

AuL Not he alone shall suffer what wit can make heavy 
and vengeance bitter; but those that are germane to him, 
though removed fifty times , shall all come under the hang- 
man: which though it be great pity, yet it is necessary. An 
old sheep- whistling rogue, a raip-tender, to offer to have his 
daughter come into grace I Some say he shall be stoned; but 
that death is too soft for him, say I: draw our throne into a 
sheep-cote! all deaths are too few, the sharpest too easy. 

Clo, Has the old man e'er a son, sir, do you hear, an't 
like you, sir? 

Aut. He has a son, — who shall be flayed alive; then, 
'nointed over with honey, set on the head of a wasps' nest; 
there stand till he be three quarters and a dram dead; then 
recovered again with aqua-vitae or some other hot infusion; 
then, raw as he is, and in the hottest day prognostication 
proclaims, shall he be set against a brick-wall, the sun look- 
ing vrith a southward eye upon him, — where he is to behold 
him with flies blown to death. But what talk we of these 
traitorly rascals, whose miseries are to be smiled at, their 
offences being so capital? Tell me — for you seem to be 
honest plain men — what you hare to the king: being some- 
thing gently considered, I '11 bring you where he is aboard, 
tender your persons to his presence, whisper him in your be- 
halfs; and if it be in man besides the king to effect your 
suits, here is man shall do it. 

Clo, [aside to Shep,"] He seems to be of great authority: 
dose with him; give him gold: an though authority be a 
stubborn bear, yet he is oft led by the nose with gold: show 
the inside of your purse to the outside of his hand, and no 
more ado. Remember, — stoned, and flayed alive. 

Skep. An't please you, or, to undertake the business for 
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110 , here is that gold I liave : 1 11 make it as much more , and 
leave this yomig man in pawn till I bring it you. 

Aut. After I have done what I promised? 

Shep, Ay, sir. 

Aut. Well, give me the moiety. — Are yon a party in. 
this business? 

Clo. In some sort, sir: but though my case be a pitiful 
one, I hope I shall not be flayed out of it. 

Aut 0, that's the case of the shepherd's son: — hang 
him, he H be made an example. 

Clo, [aside to Shep.] Comfort, good comfort! We must to 
the king, and show our strange sights: he must know 'tis 
none of your daughter nor my sister; we are gone else. — 
Sir, I will give you as much as this old man does, when the 
business is performed; and remain, as he says, your pawn 
till it be brought you. 

Aut. 1 will trust you. Walk before toward the sea- 
side; go on the right hand: I will but look upon the hedge, 
and follow you. 

Clo. [aside to Shep.] We are blessed in this man, as I may 
say, even blessed. 

Shep. [aside to Clo.] Let's before, as he bids us: he was 
provided to do us good. [Exeunt Shepherd arid Clown. 

Aut. If I had a mind to be honest, I see Fortune would 
not suffer me: she drops booties in my mouth. I am courted 
now with a double occasion, — gold, and a means to do the 
prince my master good; which who knows how that may turn 
back to my advancement? I will bring these two moles, these 
blind ones, aboard him: if he think it fit to shore them again, 
and that the complaint they have to the king concerns him 
nothing, let him (»dl me rogue for being so far officious; for 
I am proof against that title, and what shame else belongs 
to 't To him will I present them: there may be matter in it. 

[ExiL 
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ACT V. 
SoBCT I. SicUia. A room in ihepalouie o/'Lbontbs. 

Enter Lbonteb, Clbohbmbs, Dion, Paulina, and osiers. 

Cleo, Sir, 70a have done enough, and have perform'd 
A saint-like sorrow: no fault could 70U make, 
Which 70U have not redeemed; indeed, paid down 
More penitence than done trespass: a^the last, 
Do as the heavens have done, forget 70ur evil; 
With them, forgive 70uiBelf. 

Leon. Whilst I remember 

Her and her virtues , I cannot forget 
M7 blemishes in them; and so stiU think of 
The wrong I did m7Belf : which was so much. 
That heirless it hath made m7 kingdom; and 
Destro7'd the sweet'st companion tiiat e'er man 
Bred his hopes out of. 

Paul. True , too true , m7 lord : 

If, one b7 one, 70U wedded all the world. 
Or from the all that are took something good , 
To make a perfect woman, she 70U kili'd 
Would be unparalleled. 

Leon, I think so. Eoll'dl 

Kill'd! — she I kill'dl I did so: but thou strik'st me 
Sorel7, to sa7 1 did; it is as bitter 
Upon th7 tongue as in m7 thought: now, good, now, 
Sa7 so but seldom. 

Cleo, Not at all, good lad7: 

You might have spoke a thousand things that would 
Have done the time more benefit, and graced 
Your kindness better. 

Paul, You are one of those 

Would have him wed again. 

Dion, K 70U would not sOy 

You pit7 not the state, nor the remembrance 
Of his most sovereign name; consider little 
What dangers, b7 his highness' fail of issue. 
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May drop upon liis kingdom , and devour 
Incertain lookers-on. Wliat were more holy 
Than to rejoice the former queen is well? 
What holier than, — for royalty's repair, 
For present comfort, and for future good, — 
To bless the bed of majesty again 
With a sweet fellow to 't? 

Paul. There is none worthy, 

Bespecting her that's gone. Besides , the gods 
Will have fulfilled their secret purposes; 
For has not the divine Apollo said, 
Is 't not the tenour of his oracle, 
That King Leontes shall not have an heir 
Till his lost child be found? which that it shall. 
Is all as monstrous to our human reason 
As my Antigonus to break his grave 
And come again to me; who, on my life. 
Did perish ^th the infant 'Tis your counsel 
My lord should to the heavens be contrary. 
Oppose against their wills. — [To Leontes] Care not for issue; 
The crown will find an heir: great Alexander 
Left his to the worthiest; so his successor 
Was like to be the best. 

Leon. Good Paulina, 

Who hast the memory of Hermione, 
I know, in honour, — 0, that ever I 
Had squar'd me to thy counsel! — then, even now, 
I might have look'd upon my queen's full eyes; 
Have taken treasure from her Ups, — 

Paul. And left them 

More rich for what they yielded. 

Leon. Thou speak'st truth. 

No more such wives; therefore, no wife: one worse. 
And better us*d, would make her sainted spirit 
Again possess her corpse, and on this stage — - 
Where we offend her now — appear soul-vez'd, 
And begin, "Why to me?" 
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PtnU, Had she sacli power, 

She had just cause. 

Leon. She had; and would incense me 

To murder her I married. 

Paid. I should so. 

Were I the ghost that walk'd , I'd bid you mark 
Her eye, and tell me for what dull part in't 
You diose her; then I'd shriek, that even jour ears 
Should riffc to hear me ; and the words that followed 
Should be , " Remember mine." 

Leon. Stars, stars, 

And aU ejes else dead coals! — fear thou no wife; 
I'll have no wife, Paulina. 

PatU. Will you swear 

Never to marry but by my free leave? 

Leon. Never, Paulina; so be bless'd my spirit! 

Pcful. Then, good my lords, bear witness to his oath. 

Cleo. You tempt him over-much. 

PatU, ^ Unless another. 

As like Hermione as is her picture , 
Affiront his eye. 

Cleo. Good madam, — 

PauL I have done. 

Yet, if my lord will marry, — if you will, sir. 
No remedy, but you will, — give me the office 
To choose you a queen: she shall not be so young 
As was your former; but she shall be such 
As, walk'd your first queen's ghost, it should take joy 
To see her in your arms. 

Leon, My true Paulina, 

We shall not marry tiU thou bidd'st us. 

Paul. That 

Shall be when your first queen's again in breath; 
Never till then. 

EnUr a Gentleman. 
Oent, One that gives out himself Prince Florizel , 
Son of Polizenes, with his princess, — she 
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The fair*8t Fve yet beheld, — desires access 
To your high presence. 

Leon, What with him? he comes not 

Like to his fftther's greatness: his approach, 
So out of circumstance and sudden, tells us 
'Tis not a visitation fram'd, but forc'd 
By need and accident. What train? 

Gent Put few, 

And those but mean. 

Leon. His princess, say you, with him? 

Gent. Ay, the most peerless piece of eaxth , I think , 
That e'er the sun shone bright on. 

Paul. Hermione , 

As eveiy present tune doth boast itself 
Above a better gone, so must thy grave 
Give way to what's seen now! Sir , you yourself 
Have said and writ do; but your writing now 
Is colder than that theme, ^'She had not been. 
Nor was not to be equalled;" — thus your verse 
Plow'd with her beauty once: 'tis shrewdly ebb'd, 
To say you've seen a better. 

Genu Pardon, madam: 

The one I have almost forgot, — yoiu* pardon; 
The other, when she has obtain'd your eye. 
Will have your tongue too. This is a creature , 
Would she begin a sect, might quench the zeal 
Of all professors else; make proselytes 
Of who she but bid follow. 

Paul. How! not women? 

Gent. Women will love her, that she is a woman 
More worth than any man; men, that she is 
The rarest of all women. 

Leon. Gk>, Cleomenes; 

Yourself, assisted with your honour'd friends, 
Bring them to our embracement. [Exeunt Cleo. and others. 

Still, 'tis strange 
He thus should steal upon us. 
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Paul, Had oar prince , 

Jewel of children, seen this hour, he had pair'd 
Well with this lord: there was not fiill a month 
Between their births. 

Leon, Prithee, no more; cease; thou know'st 

He dies to me again when talk'd of: sure, 
When I shall see this gentleman, thy speeches 
Will bring me to consider that which may 
Unfdmish me of reason. — They are come. 

Re-enter CLEOMsinis and others, toith Flobikbl and Perdita. 

Your mother was most true to wedlock, prince; 
For she did print your royal father off, 
Conceiving you: were I but twenty-one, 
Your father's image is so hit in you, 
His very air, that I should call you brother. 
As I did him, and speak of something wildly 
By us performed before. Most dearly welcome! 
Ajid your fair princess-goddess I — 0, alas, 
I lost a couple , that 'twixt heaven and earth 
Might thus have stood, begetting wonder, as 
You, gracious couple, do! and ^en I lost — 
All mine own folly — the society. 
Amity too , of your brave father , whom , 
Though bearing misery, I desire my life 
Once more to look on him. 

Flo. By his command 

Have I here touched Sicilia, and from him 
Give you all greetings, that a king, at Mend, 
Can send his brother: and, but infirmity — 
Which waits upon worn times — hath something seiz'd 
His wish'd ability, he had himself 
The lands and waters 'twixt your throne and his 
Measured to look upon you; whom he loves — 
He bade me say so — more than aU the sceptres. 
And those that bear them, living. 

Leon. my brotheri 
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Good gentleman, the Trrongs I liave done thee stir 

Afresh within me; and these thy offices, ^ 

So rarely kind, are as mterpreters 

Of my behindhand slackness I — Welcome hither, 

As is the spring to the earth. And hath l^e too 

Ezpos*d this paragon to the fearful nsage — 

At least ungentle — of the dreadful Neptune, 

To greet a man not worth her pains , much less 

Th* adventure of her person? 

Flo. Good my lord. 

She came from Libya. 

Leon, Where the warlike Smalus, 

That noble honoured lord, is fear*d and loy'd? 

Flo. Most royal sir, from thence ; from him, whose daughter 
His tears proclaimed his, partiog with her: thence, 
A prosperous south- wind friendly, we have crossed. 
To execute the charge my father gave me , 
For visiting your highness: my best train 
I have from your Sicilian shores dismiss'd; 
Who for Bohemia bend , to signify 
Not only my success in Libya, sir. 
But my arrival, and my wife's, in safety 
Here where we are. 

Leon. The blessed gods 

Purge all infection from our air whilst you 
Do climate here I You have a holy father , 
A gracefrd gentleman; against whose person, 
So sacred as it is , I have done sin : 
For which the heavens, taking angry note. 
Have left me issueless; and your fatiier's bless'd. 
As he from heaven merits it, with you, 
Worthy his goodness. What might I have been, 
Might I a son and daughter now have looked on, 
Such goodly things as yoal 

Enter a Lord. 
Lord. Most noble sir. 

That which I shall report will bear no credit. 
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Were not the proof bo nigh. Please yon, great sir, 

Bohemia greets you from himself by me; 

Desires yoa to attach his son , who has — 

His dignity and duty both cast off — 

Fled from his father, &om his hopes, and with 

A shepherd's daughter. 

Leon, Where's Bohemia? speak. 

Lord. Here in your city; I now came from him: 
I speak amazedly; and it becomes 
My marvel and my message. To your court 
Whiles he was hastening, — in the chase, it seems, 
Of this fair couple, — meets he on the way 
The father of this seeming lady, and 
Her brother, haying both their country quitted 
With this young prince. 

Flo, Camillo has betray 'd me; 

Whose honour and whose honesty till now 
Endur'd all weathers. 

Lord, Lay't so to his charge: 

He's with the king your father. 

Leon, Who? Camillo? 

Lord, Camillo, sir; I spake with him; who now 
Has these poor men in question. Never saw I 
Wretches so quake: they kneel, they kiss the earth; 
Forswear themselves as often as they speak: 
Bohemia stops his ears , and threatens them 
With divers deaths in death. 

Per^ my poor father! — 

The heaven sets spies upon us , will not have 
Our contract celebrated. 

Leon, You are married? 

Flo, We are not, sir, nor are we like to be; 
The stars, I see, will kiss the valleys first: — 
The o(ids for high and low's alike. 

Leon. My lord. 

Is tliis the daughter of a king? 
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Flo, She is, 

When once she is my wife. 

Leon. That ^^once," I see by your good father's speed, 
Will come on very slowly. I am sorry, 
Most sorry, yon have broken from his liking, 
Where you were tied in duty; and as sorry 
Your choice is not so rich in worth as beauty, 
That you might well ei\joy her. 

Flo, Dear , look up : 

Though Fortune, idsible an enemy, 
Should chase us, with my father, power no jot 
Hath she to change our loves. — Beseech you, sir, 
Bemember since you ow'd no more to time 
Than I do now: with thought of such affections. 
Step forth mine advocate; at yoiu* request 
My father will grant precious things as trifles. 

Leon. Would he do so, I'd beg your precious mistress. 
Which he counts but a trifle. 

Paul. Sir, my liege, 

Your eye hath too much youth in 't: not a month 
*Fore your queen died , she was more worth such gazes 
Than what you look on now. 

Leon, I thought of her , 

Even in these looks I made. — [To Florizel] But your petition 
Is yet unanswer'd. I will to your father: 
Your honour not o'erthrown by your desires , 
I'm friend to them and you: upon which errand 
I now go toward him; tixerefore follow me, 
And mark what way I make: come, good my lord. [Exeunt, 

BoEKE n. The same. Before (he palace o/TiEONTSs. 

Enter Autoltods and a Gentieman. 

Aut. Beseech you, sir, were you present at this relation? 

First Gent, I was by at the opening of the fardel, heard 
the old shepherd deliver the manner how he found it: where- 
upon, after a littie amazedness, we were all commanded out 
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of the chamber; only this, methought I heard the shepherd 
say he found the child. 

Aut. I would most gladly know the issue of it 
Farsi Gent. I make a broken delivery of the business; •— 
but the changes I perceived in the king and CamiUo were 
very notes of admiration: they seemed almost, with staring 
on one another, to tear the cases of their eyes; there was 
speech in their dumbness, language in their very gesture; 
they looked as tiiey had heard of a world ransomed, or one 
destroyed: a notable passion of wonder appeared in them; 
but the wisest beholder, that knew no more but seeing, could 
not say if the importancCi were joy or sorrow, — but in the 
extremity of the one, it must needs be. — Here comes a gentle- 
man that happily knows more. 

Enter another G-entleman. 
The news, Bogero? 

Sec, Gent, Nothing but bonfires: the oracle is fulfilled; 
the king's daughter is found: such a deal of wonder is broken 
out within this hour, that ballad-makers cannot be able to 
express it. — Here comes the Lady Paulina's steward: he can 
deliver you more. 

Enter a third Gentleman. 
How goes it now, sir? this news, which is called true, is so 
like an old tale, that the verity of it is in strong suspicion: 
has the king found his heir? 

Third Gent. Most true, if ever truth were pregnant by 
circumstance: that which you hear you'll swear you see, there 
is such unity in the proofs. The mantle of Queen Hennione's ; 
her jewel about the neck of it; the letters of Antigonus, found 
with it, which they know to be his character; the majesty of 
the creature, in resemblance of the mother; the affection of 
nobleness, which nature shows above her breeding; and many 
other evidences, — proclaim her with all certainty to be the 
king's daughter. Did you see the meeting of the'two kings? 

Sec. Gent, No. 

ITdrd Gent, Then have you lost a sight, which was to be 
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seen, cannot be spoken of. There might you have beheld one 
J07 crown another, so and m such manner, that it seemed 
sorrow wept to take leave of them , — for their J07 wad^d in 
tears. There was casting up of eyes, holding up of hands, 
with countenance of such distraction, that they were to be 
known by garment, not by favour. Our king, being ready to 
leap out of himself for joy of his found daughter, as if that 
joy were now become a loss, cries, "0, thy mother, thy 
mother!" then asks Bohemia forgiveness; then embraces hi^ 
son-in-law; then again worries he his daughter with clipping 
her; now he thanks the old shepherd, which stands by like 
a weather-bitten conduit of many kings' reigns. I never heard 
of such another encounter, which lames report to foUow it, 
and undoes description to do it. 

Sec. Gent. What, pray you, became of Antigonus, that 
carried hence the child? 

Third Gent. Like an old tale still, which will have matter 
to rehearse, though credit be asleep, and not an ear open. 
He was torn to pieces with a bear: this avouches the shep* 
herd's son; who has not only his innocence, which seems much, 
to justify him, but a handkerchief and rings of his, that 
Paulina knows. 

First Gent. What became of his bark and his followers? 

Third Gent. Wrecked the same instant of their master's 
death, and in the view of the shepherd: so that all the in- 
struments which aided to expose the child were even then lost 
when it was found. But, 0, the noble combat that, 'twixt 
joy and sorrow, was fought in Paulina! She had one eye de- 
clined for the loss of her husband, another elevated that the 
oracle was fulfilled: she lifted the princess from the earth; 
and so locks her in embracing, as if she would pin her to her 
heart, that she might no more be in danger of losing. 

Hrst Gent. The dignity of this act was worth the audience 
of kings and princes, for by such was it acted. 

TUrd Gent. One of the prettiest touches of all, mid that 
which angled for mine eyes — caugnt the water, Ihough not 
the fish — was when, at the relation of the queen's death. 
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with the maimer how she came to % — bravely confessed and 
lamented hy the king, — how attentiveness wounded his 
daughter; till^ from one sign of dolour to another, she did, 
with an "Alas," I would fain say, bleed tears; for I am sure 
my heart wept blood. Who was most marble there changed 
colour; some swooned, all sorrowed: if all the world could 
have seen 't, the woe had been universal. 

First Gent. Are they returned to the court? 

Third Gent, No: the princess hearing of her mother's 
statue , which is in the keeping of Paulina, — a piece many 
years in doing, and now newly performed by that rare Italian 
master, Julio Bomano, who, had he himself eternity, and 
could put breath into Ids work, would beguile Nature of her 
custom, so perfectly he is her ape: he so near to Hermione 
hath done Hermione, that they say one would speak to her, 
and stand in hope of answer: — ihither with all greediness 
of affection are tiiey gone; and there they intend to sup. 

Sec. Gent, I thought she had some great matter there in 
hand; for she hath privately twice or thrice a day, ever since 
the death of Hermione, visited that removed house. Shall 
we thither, and with our company piece the rejoicing? 

First Gent, Who would be thence that has the benefit of 
access? every wink of an eye, some new grace will be bom: 
our absence makes us unthrifty to our knowledge. Let's 
along. [Exeunt Gentlemen, 

Aut, Now, had I not the dash of my former life in me, 
would preferment drop on my head. I brought the old man 
and his son aboard the prince; told him I heard them talk of 
a fardel, and I know not what: but he at that time, overfond 
of the shepherd's daughter, — so he then took her to be, — 
who began to be much sea-sick, and himself little better, ex- 
tremity of weather continuing, this mystery remained undis- 
covered. But 'tis all one to me; for had I been the finder-out 
of this secret, it would not have relished among my other dis- 
credits. — Here come those I have done good to against my 
will, and already appearing in the blossoms of their fortune. 

Shaktapsan, II. 21 
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Enter Shepherd and Clown , ricMy dressed. 

Shep. Come , boy; I am past more children, but thy sons 
and daughters will be all gentlemen bom. 

Clo, You are well met, sir. You denied to fight with me 
this other day, because I was no gentleman born. See you 
these clothes? say you see them not, and think me still no 
gentleman bom: you were best say these robes are not gen- 
tiemen bom: give me the lie, do; and try whether I am not 
now a gentleman bom. 

Aut I know you are now, sir, a gentleman bom. 

Clo. Ay, and have been so any time these four hours. 

Shep. And so have I , boy. 

Clo. So you have: — but I was a gentleman bom before 
my father; for the king's son took me by the hand, and called 
me brother; and then the two kings called my father brother ; 
and then the prince my brother and the princess my sister 
called my father father; and so we wept, — and there was 
the first gentleman-like tears that ever we shed. 

Sliep. We may live, son, to shed many more. 

Clo. Ay; or else 'twere hard luck, being in so prepos- 
terous estate as we are. 

Aut I humbly beseech you, sir, to pardon me all the 
faults I have committed to your worsMp , and to give me your 
good report to the prince my master. 

Shep. Prithee, son, do; for we must be gentle, now we 
are gentlemen. 

Clo. Thou wilt amend thy life? 

Aut. Ay, an it like your good worship. 

Clo. Grive me thy hand: I will swear to the prince thou 
art as honest a true fellow as any is in Bohemia. 

^S*^. You may say it, but not swear it. 

Clo. Not swear it, now I am a gentleman? Let boors and 
franklins say it, I'll swear it. 

Shep. How if it be fake , son ? 

Clo» If it be ne'er so false, a true gentleman may swear 
it in the behalf of his Mend: — and I'll swear to the prince 
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thou art a tall fellow of thy hands, and that thou wilt not be 
drunk; but I know thou art no tall fellow of thy hands, and 
that thou wilt be drunk: but 1*11 swear it; and I would thou 
wouldst be a tall fellow of thy hands. 

Aiit, I will prove so, sir, to my power. 

Clo, Ay, by any means prove a taU fellow: if I do not 
wonder how thou darest venture to be drunk, not being a taU 
fellow, trust me not — [Trumpets toithmj] Hark I the kings 
and the princes, our kindred, are going to see the queen's pic- 
ture. Come, follow us: well be thy good masters. [Exeunt^ 

ScEMB in. Hie same. A chapel in Pauliha's house. 

Enter Lxohtbs, Pouzbnbs, Flobizel, Pebdita, Camuxo, 
PAULUfA, Lords, and Attendants. 

Leon, grave and good Paulina, the great comfort 
That I have ^ui of thee! 

Paul, What, sovereign sir, 

I did not well, I meant weU. All my services 
You have paid home: but that you have vouchsaf d • 
With yoiu* crowned brother and these your contracted 
Heirs of your kingdoms my poor house to visit, 
It is a surplus of your grace , which never 
My life may last to answer. 

Leon. Paulina, 

We honour you with trouble: — but we came 
To see the statue of our queen : your gallery 
Have we pass'd through , not without much content 
In many singularities; but we saw not 
That which my daughter came to look upon, 
The statue of her mother. 

Paul. As she liv*d peerless. 

So her dead likeness, I do well believe, 
Excels whatever yet you look'd upon , 
Or hand of man hath done; therefore 1 keep it 
Lonely, apart. But here it is: prepare 

21* 
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To see the life as lively mock'd as ever 

Still sleep mock'd deatii: behold, and say 'tis welL 

[Paulina draws back a eurtain,and discovers 
Hermione standing as a statue, 
I like your silence , — it the more shows off 
Your wonder: but yet speak; — first, you, my liege: 
Comes it not something near? 

Leon. Her natural posture ! — 

Chide me , dear stone , that I may say indeed 
Thou art Hermione; or rather, thou art she 
In thy not chiding, for she was as tender 
As infancy and grace. — But yet, Paulina, 
Hermione was not so much wrinkled , nothing 
So ag^d as this seems. 

Pol. , not by much. 

Paul. So much the more our carver's excellence; 
Which lets go by some sixteen years , and makes her 
As she liv'd now. 

Leon. As now she might have done, 

So much to my good comfort , as it is 
Now piercing to my soul. O, thus she stood. 
Even with such life of majesty, — warm life , 
As now it coldly stands, — when first I woo'd her! 
I am asham'd: does not the stone rebuke me 
For being more stone than it? — royal piece. 
There's magic in thy majesty; which has 
My evils conjur'd to remembrance, and 
From thy admiring daughter took the spirits. 
Standing like stone with thee! 

Per. And give me leave, 

And do not say 'tis superstition that 
I kneel, and then implore her blessing. — Lady,' 
Dear queen, that ended when I but began, 
Ghre me that hand of yours to kiss. 

Paul. 0, patience! 

The statue is but newly fix'd, the colour's 
Not dry. 
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Cam, Mj lord, jour sonow was too sore laid on, 
Which sixteen winters cannot blow away, 
So many summers dry : scarce any joy 
Did ever so long lire ; no sorrow 
But kill'd itself much sooner. 

Pol. Dear my brother. 

Let him that was the cause of this have power 
To take off so mach grief from you as he 
Will piece up in himself. 

Paul. Indeed, my lord. 

If I had thought the sight of my poor image 
Would thus have wrought you, — for the stone ib mine, — 
rd not have show'd it. 

Leon, Do not draw the curtain. 

Paul, No longer shall you gaze on't, lest your fancy 
May think anon it moves. . 

Leon, Let be , let be. — 

Would I were dead, but that, methinks, already — 
What was he that did make it? — See , my lord, 
Would you not deem it breathed? and that those veins 
Did verily bear blood? 

Pol, Masterly done: 

The very life seems warm upon her lip. 

Leon. The fixure of her eye has motion in*t, 
As we are mock'd with art. 

Paul. I'll draw the curtain: 

My lord's almost so far transported, that 
He'll think anon it lives. 

Leon. sweet Paulina , 

Make me to think so twenty years together! 
No settled senses of the world can match 
The pleasure of that madness. Let 't alone. 

Paul. Fm sorry, sir, I have thus far stirr'd you; but 
I could afflict you fiirther. 

Leon. Do, Paulina; 

For this affliction has a taste as sweet 
As any cordial comfort — Still, metlunks 
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There ib an air comes from her: what fine chisel 
Could ever jet cut breath? Let no man mock me. 
For I wiU kiss her. 

Paul. Good my lord, forbear: 

The raddiness upon her lip is wet; 
You'll mar it, if you kiss it; stain your own 
With oily painting. Shall I draw the curtain? 

Leon, No , not these twenty years. 

Per. So long could I 

Stand by, a looker-on. 

Paul. Either forbear, 

Quit presently the chapel, or resolve you 
For more amazement, if you can behold it, 
1*11 make the statue move indeed, descend 
And take you by the hand: but then you'll think , — 
Which I protest against, — I am assisted 
By wicked powers. 

Leon. What you can make her do, 

I am content to look on: what to speak, 
I am content to hear; for 'tis as easy 
To make her speak as move. 

Paul, It is requir'd 

You do awake your faith. Then all stand still; 
Or those that think it is unlawful business 
I am about, let them depart. 

Leon. Proceed: 

No foot shall stir. 

Paul. Music, awake her; strike! — [Music. 

'Tis time; descend; be stone no more; approach; 
Strike all that look upon with marvel. Come ; 
I'll fill your grave up: stir; nay, come away; 
Bequeath to death your numbness, for from him 
Dear life redeems you. — You perceive she stirs: 

[HemUone comes down from the pedestal. 
Start not; her actions shall be holy as 
You hear my spell is lawful: do not shun her, . 
Until you see her die again; for then 
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You idQl her double. Nay, present jour hand: 
When she was jonng, you woo'd her; now in age 
Is she become tiie suitor. 

Leon, 0, she's wann! [Embracing her. 

If this be magic, let it be an art 
LawM as eating. 

Pol, Shp embraces him. 

Cam, She hangs about his neck: 
If she pertain to life, let her speak too. 

Pol. Ajy and make *t maoifest where she has liVd, 
Or how stoFn from the dead. 

Paul. That she is living, 

Were it but told 70U, should be hooted at 
Like an old tale: but it appears she lives , 
Though jet she speak not. Mark a little while. — 
Please you to interpose , fair madam; kneel. 
And pray your mother's blessing. — Turn, good lady; 
Our Perdita is found. 

[Presenting Perdxta^ who kneels to Hermione, 

Her, You gods, look down. 

And from your sacred vials pour your graces 
Upon my daughter's head! — Tell me, mine own, 
Where hast thou been preserv'd? where liv'd? how found 
Thy father's court? for thou shalt hear that I , — 
Knowing by Paulina that the oracle 
Gave hope thou wast in being, — have preserv'd * 
Myself to see the issue. 

Paul, There's time enough for that; 

Lest they desire, upon this push, to trouble 
Your joys with like relation. — Go together. 
You precious winners all; your exultation 
Partake to every one. I , an old turtle , 
WiU wing me to some wither'd bough, and there 
My mate, that's never to be found again. 
Lament till I am lost. 

Leon, 0, peace, Paulina! , 

Thou shouldst a husband take by my consent, 
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Ab I by fhine a wife: this is a match, 

And made between's by tows. Thou hast found mine 

But how, is to be questioned, — for I saw her, 

As I thought, dead; and have, in vain, said many 

A prayer upon her grave. TU not seek far, — 

For hhn, I partly know his mind, — to find thee 

An honourable husband. — Ck)me , Camillo , 

And take her by the hand; whose worth and honesty 

Is richly noted; and here justified 

By us, a pair of kings. — Let's from this place. — 

What! look upon my brother: — both your pardons, 

That e*er I put between your holy looks 

My ill suspicion. — This' your son-in-law. 

And son unto the king, whom heavens directing, 

Is troth-plight to your daughter. — Grood Paulina, 

Lead us firom hence; where we may leisurely 

Each one demand, and answer to his part 

Performed in this wide gap of time , since first 

We were dissever'd; hastily lead away. [Exeunt. 
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I put you o'er to heaven and to my mother: — 
Of that I doubt, as all men's children may. 

Eli, Out on thee, rude man! thou dost shame thy mother 
And woimd her honour with this diffidence. 

B<i8t. I, madam? no, I have no reason for it, — 
That is my brother's plea, and none of mine; 
The which if he can prove, 'a pops me out « 

At least from fair five hundred pound a year: 
Heaven guard my mother's honour and my landl 

K. John, A good blunt fellow. — Why, being younger bom, 
Doth he lay claim to thine inheritance? 

Bast, I know not why, except to get the land. 
But once he slander'd me with bastardy: 
But wher I be as true begot or no , 
That still I lay upon my mother's head; 
But, that I am as well begot, my liege , — 
Fair fall the bones that took the pains for me! — 
Compare our faces , and be judge yourself. 
If old Sir Eobert did beget us both , 
And were our father, and this son like him, — 

old Sir Robert, father, on my knee 

1 give heaven thanks I was not like to thee! 

K, John. Why, what a madcap hath heaven lent us here ! 

Eli, He hath a trick of Coeur-de-lion's face; 
The accent of his tongue affecteth him: 
Do you not read some tokens of my son 
In the large composition of this man? 

K, John. Mine eye hath well examined his parts, 
And finds them perfect Richard. — Sirrah , speak , 
What doth move you to claim your brother's land? 

Bast, Because he hath a half-face, like my father, 
With that half-face would he have all my land: 
A half-fae'd groat five hundred pound a year! 

Rob. My gracious liege , when that my father liv'd , 
Your brother did employ my father much, — 

Bast. WeD , sir , by this you cannot get my land: 
Your tale must be , how he employ'd my mother. 
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Rob. And once dispatch'd him in an embasay 
To Gknnany, there with the emperor 
To treat of high affairs touching that time. 
Th' advantage of his absence took the king, 
And in the mean time sojoum'd at my father's; 
Where how he did prevail, I shame to speak, — 
But truth is truth: large lengths of seas and shores 
Between my father and my mother lay, — 
As I have heard my father speak himself, — 
When this same lusty gentleman was got. 
Upon his death-bed he by will bequeathed 
His lands to me; and took it, on lus death, 
That this , my mother's son , was none of his ; 
And if he were, he came into the world 
Full fourteen weeks before the course of time. 
Then, good my liege, let me have what is mine, 
My father's land, as was my father's will. 

K.J6hn. Sirrah,your brother is legitimate, — 
Your father's wife did after wedlock bear him; 
And if she did play false, the fault was hers; 
Which fault lies on the hazards of all husbands 
That many wives. Tell me , how if my brother , 
Who, as you say, took pains to get this son, 
Had of your father daim'd this son for his? 
In sooth, good Mend, your father might have kept 
This calf, bred from his cow, from all the world; 
In sooth, he might: then, if he were my brother's, 
My brother might not claim him; nor your father. 
Being none of his , refuse him: tins concludes, — 
My mother's son did get your father's heir; 
Your father's heir must have your father's land. 

Boh, Shall , then, my father's will be of no force 
To dispossess that child which is not his? 

Bast, Of no more force to dispossess me , sir , 
Than was his will to get me, as I think. 

Eli, Whether hadst thou rather be a Falconbridge, 
And like thy brother, to eiyoy thy land, 
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Or the reputed son of Oosar-de-lion, 
Lord of thy presence, and no land bedde? 

Bcist Madam, an if my brother had my shape, 
And I had his. Sir Eobert his, like him; 
And if my legs were two such riding-rods , 
My arms such eel-skins stuff 'd; my face so thin. 
That in mine ear I durst not stick a rose, 
Lest men should say, "Look, where three-farthings goes I" 
And, to his shape, were heir to all this land, — 
Would I might never stir from off this place , 
rd give it every foot to have this face; 
I would not be Sir Nob in any case. 

Eli, I like thee well : wilt thou forsake thy fortune , 
Bequeath thy land to him, and follow me? 
I am a soldier, and now bound to France. 

Bast, Brother, take you my land, TU take my chance: 
Your face hath got five hundred pound a year; 
Yet sell your face for ^Ye pence, and 'tis dear. — 
Madam, I'll follow you unto the death. 

EIL Nay, I would have you go before me thither. 

Bast. Our country manners give our betters way. 

K. John. What is thy name? 

Bast. Philip , my liege , — so is my name begun, — 
Philip , good old Sir Robert's wife's eld'st son. 

K. John. From henceforth bear his name whose form 
thou bear'st: 
Kneel thou down Philip, but arise more great, — 
Arise Sir Richard and Plantagenet. 

Bast. Brother by the mother's side , give me your hand : 
My father gave me honour, yours gave land. — 
Now blessed be the hour, by night or day. 
When 1 was got, Sir Robert was away! 

Eli. The very spirit of Plantagenet! — 
I am thy grandam , Richard: call me so. 

Bast. Madam, by chance, but not by truth: what though? 
Something about, a little from the right. 
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In at the window, or else o'er the hateh; 
Who dares not stir by day must walk by night; 

And have is have, however men do catch; 
Near or fax off, well won is still well shot; 
And I am I, however I was begot. 

K. John, Go, Falconbiidge: now hast thou thy desire ; 
A landless knight makes thee a landed sqnire. — 
Come, madam, — and come, Richard; we must speed 
For France , for France; for it is more than need. 

Bast. Brother, adieu: good fortone come to thee I 
For thou wast got i' the way of honesty. 

[Exeunt ail except ihe Bartard, 
A foot of honour better than I was; 
But many a many foot of land the worse. 
Well, now can I make any Joan a lady: — 
"Gtood den, Sir Richard:" — " Qod-a-mercy, fellow;" — 
And if his name be George , I'U call him Peter; 
For new-made honour doth forget men's names, — 
'Tis too respectiye and too sociable 
For your conrersion. Now your traveller , — 
He and his toothpick at my worship's mess; 
And when my knightly stomach is suffic'd, 
Why then I suck my teeth, and catechize 
My pickM man of countries : — " My dear sir," 
Thus, leaning on mine elbow, I begin, 
'*! shall beseech you" — that is question now; 
And then comes answer like an Abcee-book: — 
^'0 sir," says answer, "at your best command; 
At your employment; at your service, sir: " 
"No, sir," says question, "I, sweet sir, at yours:" 
And so, ere answer knows what question would, — 
Saving in dialogue of compliment, 
And talking of the Alps and Apennines, 
The Pyrenean and the river Po , — 
It draws toward supper in conclusion so. 
But this is worshipful society, 
And fits the mounting spirit like myself; 
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For he is but a bastard to the tune, 

That doth not smack of observation, — 

And so am I, whether I smack or no; 

And not alone in habit and deyice, 

Exterior form , outward accoutrement , , i 

But from the inward motion to deliver i 

Sweet, sweet, sweet poison for the age's tooth: 

Which, though I will not practise to deceive, 

Yet, to avoid deceit, I mean to learn; 

For it shall strew the footsteps of my rising. — 

But who comes in such haste in riding-robes? 

What woman-post is this? hath she no husband, 

That will take pains to blow a horn before her? 

Enter Ladj FALcONSBmaE and James Gubnet. 

me I it is my mother. — How now, good lady! 
What brings you here to court so hastily? 

Lady F. Where is that slave, thy brother? where is he, 
That holds in chase mine honour up and down? 

Bast. My brother Bobert? old Sir Bobert's son? 
Ck)lbrand the giant, that same mighty man? 
Is it Sir Bobert's son that you se^ so? 

Lady F. Sir Bobert*s son I Ay, thou unreverend boy, 
Sir Bobert's son: why scom'st thou at Sir Bobert? 
He is Sir Bobert's son; and so art thou. 

Bast, James Q-umey, wilt thou give us leave awhile? 

Gfur. Good leave, good Philip. 

Bast, Philip ? — sparrow I — James , 

There's toys abroad: anon I'll tell thee more. [Exit Gumey. 
Madam, I was not old Sir Bobert's son; 
Sir Bobert might have eat his part in me 
Upon Good-Friday, and ne'er broke his fast: 
Sir Bobert could do well: marry, to confess, 
Ck)uld he get me? Sir Bobert could not do it, — 
We know his handiwork: — therefore, good mother, 
To whom am I beholding for these limbs? 
Sir Bobert never holp to make this leg. 
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Lady F. Hast thou conspired with thy brother too, 
That for thine own gala shouldst defend mine honour? 
What means this scorn, thou most untoward knave? 

Bast, Knight, knight, good mother, — Basilisco-like : 
What! I am dubb'd; I have it on my shoulder. 
But, mother, I am not Sir Robert's son; 
I have disclaimed Sir Robert; and my land. 
Legitimation, name, and all is gone: 
Then, good mj mother, let me know my father, — 
Some proper man, I hope: who was it, mother? 

Lady F, Hast thou denied thyself a Falconbridge ? 

Beat. As faithfully as I deny the devil. 

Lady F, King Richard Coeur-de-lion was thy father : 
By long and vehement suit I was seduc'd 
To make room for him in my husband's bed: — 
Heaven lay not my transgression to my charge ! — 
Thou art the issue of my dear offence. 
Which was so strongly urg'd, past my defence. 

Bast, Now, by this light, were I to get again , 
Madam, I would not wish a better father. 
Some sins do bear their privilege on earth. 
And so doth yours; your fault was hot your folly: 
Needs must you lay your heart at his dispose , 
Subjected tribute to commanding love , 
Against whose fiiry and unmatched force 
The awless lion could not wage the fight. 
Nor keep his princely heart ^om Richard's hand : 
He that perforce robs lions of their hearts 
May easily win a woman's. Ay, my mother. 
With all my heart 1 thank thee for my father. 
Who lives and dares but say, thou didst not well 
When 1 was got, I'll send his soul to hell. 
Come, lady, 1 will show thee to my kin; 

And they shall say, when Richard me begot, 
If thou hadst said him nay, it had been sin : 

Who says it was, he lies; I say 'twas not. [FkeumU 

Skak$9ptar9. //. 22 
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ACT II. 
SoEVK I. France. Before the waUs ofJngiers, 

Enter, on one side, Phujp, king of France, Louis, Constance, 
Arthur, and Forces; on the other, ike Archduke of Austria 

and Forces. 

K. PM, Before Angiers well met, brave Austria. — 
Arthur, that great forerunner of thy blood, 
Bichard, that robb*d the lion of his heart, 
And fought the holy wars in Palestine , 
By this brave duke came early to his grave: 
And, for amends to his posterity. 
At our importance hither is he come.. 
To spread his colours, boy, in thy behalf; 
And to rebuke the usurpation 
Of thy unnatural uncle, English John: 
Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither. 

Arth. Q-od shall forgive you Coeur-de-lion*s death 
The rather that you give his offspring life , 
Shadowing their right under your wings of war: 
I give you welcome with a powerless hand. 
But with a heart fuU of imstainM love : 
Welcome before the gates of Angiers, duke. 

K. PM. A noble boy I Who would not do thee right? 

Aust. Upon thy cheek lay I this zealous kiss , 
As seal to this indenture of my love; — 
That to my home I will no more return, 
Till Angiers , and the right thou hast in France , 
Together witii that pale , that white-fac'd shore , 
Whose foot spurns back the ocean's roaring tides. 
And coops from other lands her islanders, — 
Even till that England, hedg'd in with the main, 
That water-waUed bulwark , still secure 
And confident from foreign purposes, — 
Even till that utmost comer of the west 
Salute thee for her king: till then , fair boy. 
Will I not think of home, but follow arms. 
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Const Of take hiB mother's thanks , a widow's thanks , 
Till yoxa strong hand shall help to give him strength 
To make a more requital to your love ! 

Aust. The peace of heaven is theirs that lift their swords 
In such a just and charitable war. 

K, JP9ii. Well, then, to work: our cannon shall be bent 
Against the brows of this resisting town. — 
Csdl for our chief est men of discipline, 
To cull the plots of best advantages: 
We '11 ]&j before this town our royal bones. 
Wade to the market-place in Frenchmen's blood, 
But we will make it subject to this boj. 

Const, Stay for an answer to your embassy, 
Lest imadvis'd you stain your swords with blood : 
My Lord ChatiUon may from England bring 
That right in peace, which here we urge in war; 
And then we shall repent each drop of blood 
That hot rash haste so indirectly shed. 

K, Phi, A wonder, lady, — lo , upon thy wish , 
Our messenger Chatillon is aniv'dl 

Enter Chatillon. 

What England says, say briefly, gentle lord; 
We coldly pause for thee; Chatillon, speak. 

Chat, Then turn your forces from this paltxy siege, 
And stir them up against a mightier task. 
England , impatient of your just demands , 
Hath put himself in arms: the adverse winds. 
Whose leisure I have stay'd, have given him time 
To land his legions all as soon as I; 
His marches are expedient to this town. 
His forces strong , his soldiers confident. 
With him along is come the mother-queen. 
An At^, stirring him to blood and strife; 
With her her niece, the Lady Blanch of Spain; 
With them a bastard of the king's deceas'd: 
And all th' unsettled humours of the land, — 

22* 
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Bash, inconsiderate, fiery Toluntaries, 

With ladies' faces and fierce dragons' spleens , — 

Have sold their fortunes at their native homes , 

Bearing their birthrights proudly on their backs , 

To make a hazard of new fortunes here: 

In brief, a braver choice of dauntless spirits , 

Than now the English bottoms have waft o'er. 

Did never float upon the swelling tide , 

To do offence and scathe in Christendom. 

The interruption of their churlish drums [Drums within. 

Cuts off more circumstance: they are at hand, 

To parley or to fight; therefore prepare. 

K, Phi. How much unlook'd for is this expedition ! 

Aust By how much unexpected, by so much 
We must awake endeavour for defence; 
For courage mounteth with occasion: 
Let them be welcome, then; we are prepared. 

Enter King John, Eunob, Blanch, the Bastard, Lords, 

and Forces, 

K. John. Peace be to France , if France in peace permit 
Our just and lineal entrance to our own! 
If not, bleed France, and peace ascend to heaven! 
Whiles we, God's wrathful agent, do correct 
Their proud contempt that beat his peace to heavcD. 

K. Phi. Peace be to England , if that war return 
From France to England , there to live in peace ! 
England we love; and for that England's sake 
With burden of our armour here we sweat. 
This toil of ours should be a work of thine ; 
But thou from loving England- art so far , 
That thou hast under- wrought his lawful king. 
Cut off the sequence of posterity, 
Out-facM infant state , and done a rape 
Upon the maiden virtue of the crown. 
Look here upon thy brother Geffrey's face ; — 
These eyes, these brows, were moulded out of his: 
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This little abstract doth contain that large 
Which died in Geffirej; and the hand of time 
Shall draw this brief into as huge a volume. 
That Geflfrey was thy elder brother bom, 
And this his son; England was Gefi&ey's right, 
And his is GeflSrey's : in the name of God, 
How comes it, then, that thou art call'd a king. 
When living blood doth in these temples beat. 
Which owe the crown that thou o'ermasterest? 

K, John, From whom hast thou this great commission, 
France , 
To draw my answer from thy articles ? 

K, FM. From that supernal judge, that stirs good thoughts 
In any breast of strong authority. 
To look into the blots and stains of right. 
That judge hath made me guardian to this boy: 
Under whose warrant I impeach thy wrong; 
And by whose help I mean to chastise it. 

K. John. Alack, thou dost usurp authority. 

K. Phi. Excuse , — it is to beat usurping down. 

EIL Who is it thou dost call usurper, France? 

Const. Let me make answer; — thy usurping son. 

Eli. Out, insolent! thy bastard shall be king, 
That thou mayst be a queen, and check the world! 

Const. My bed was ever to thy son as true 
As thine was to thy husband; and this boy 
Liker in feature to his father Geflfrey 
Than thou and John in manners , — being as like 
As rain to water, or devil to his dam. 
My boy a bastard! By, my soul, I think 
His father never was so true begot: 
It cannot be, an if thou weit his mother. 

EU. There 's a good mother , boy, that blots thy father. 

Const. There 's a good grandam, boy, that would blot thee. 

Ausi, Peace! 

Bast, Hear the crier. 

Au8t. What the devi) art thou? 
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Bast, One that will play the dcTil, sir, with yott, 
And 'a may catch your Mde and you alone : 
You are the hare of whom the proverb goes, 
Whose Talour plucks dead lions by the beard: 
111 smoke your skin-coat, an I catch you right; 
Sirrah, look to't; i* faith, I wiU, V faith. 

Blanch, 0, well did he become that lion's robe 
That did disrobe the lion of that robe I 

Bast It lies as sightly on the back of him 
As great Alcides' shows upon an ass: — 
But, ass, rU take that burden from your back, 
Or lay on that shall make your shoulders crack. 

Aust, What cracker is this same that deafs our ears 
With this abundance of superfluous breath? — 
King Philip, determine what we shall do straight. 

K, PU, Women and fools, break off your conference. — 
King John, this is the veiy sum of all, — 
England and Ireland, Anjou, Touraine, Maine, 
In right of Arthur do I claim of thee : 
Wilt thou resign them, and lay down thy arms? 

K, John, My life as soon: — I do defy thee, France. — 
Arthur of Bretagne , yield thee to my hand ; 
And, out of my dear love, I'll give thee more 
Than e'er the coward hand of France can win: 
Submit thee, boy. 

Eli, Come to thy grandam, child. 

Const. Do, child, go to it' grandam, child; 
Give grandam kingdom, and it' grandam will 
Give it a plum, a cherry, and a ^gi 
There's a good grandam. 

Arik, Good my mother, peace! 

1 would that I were low laid in my grave: 
I am not worth this coil that's made for me. 

Eli, His mother shames him so, poor boy, he weeps. 

Const, Now shame upon you, wher she does or no! 
His grandam's wrongs, and not his mother's shames, 
Draw those heaven-moYing pearls from his poor eyes, 
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Which heaven shall take in nature of a fee ; 

Ay, with these ciystal beads heaven shall be biib'd 

To do him justice , and revenge on 70a. 

EIL Thou monstrous slanderer of heaven and earth I 
Const. Thou monstrous injurer of heaven and earth 1 

Call not me slanderer; thou and thine usurp 

The dominations, royalties, and rights 

Of this oppressed boy: this is thy eldest son's son, 

Infortunate in nothing but in thee : 

Thy sins are visited in this poor child ; 

The canon of the law ia laid on him, 

Being but the second generation 

Removed from thy sin-conceiving womb. 
K, John, Bedlam, have done. 

Const. I have but this to say, — 

That he's not only plagued for her sin, 
But Ood hath made her sin and her the plague 
On this removed issue, plagu'd for her, 
And with her plagu'd; her sin his injury, 
Her iiyury the beadle to her sin ; 
All punish'd in the person of this child. 
And all for her; a plague upon her! 

Eli Thou unadvised scold, I can produce 
A will that bars the title of thy son. 

Const. Ay, who doubts that? a will I a wicked will; 
A woman's will; a canker'd grandam's will I 

K. Phi. Peace, lady! pause, or be more temperate: 
It ill beseems this presence to cry aim 
To these ill-tun^d repetitions. — 
Some trumpet summon hither to the walls 
These men of Anglers: let us hear them speak. 
Whose title they admit, Arthur's or John's. 

Trumpet sounds. Enter Citizens upon the walls. 

First CU. Who is it tiiat hath wam'd us to the walk? 
K, Phi. 'Tis France , for England. 
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K John. England, for itself: — 

Ton men of Angien , and my loring sabjects , — 

K Pfu. You loving men of Angiera, Arthur's subjects, 
Our trumpet call'd you to this genUe parle, — 

K, John, For our advantage; therefore hear us first. 
These flags of France, that are advanced here 
Before the eye and prospect of your town, 
Have hither march'd to your endamagement: 
The cannons have their bowels full of wrath, 
And ready moimted are they to spit forth 
Their iron indignation 'gainst your walls: 
All preparation for a bloody siege 
And merciless proceeding by these French 
Confront your city's eyes, your winking gates; 
And, but" for our approach, those sleeping stones, 
That as a waist do girdle you about, 
By the compulsion of their ordnance 
By this time from their fiz^d beds of lime 
Had been dishabited , and wide havoc made 
For bloody power to rush upon your peace. 
But , on the sight of us , your lawful king , — 
Who painfully, with much expedient march, 
Have brought a countercheck before your gates, 
To save unscratch'd your city's threaten'd cheeks, — 
Behold, the French, amaz'd, vouchsafe a parle; 
And now, instead of bullets wrapp'd in fire. 
To make a shaking fever in your walls , 
They shoot but cidin words, folded up in smoke. 
To make a faithless error in your ears : 
Which trust accordingly, kind citizens, 
And let us in, your kmg; whose labour'd spirits, 
Forwearied in this action of swift speed, 
Crave harbourage within your dty-waUs. 

K. Phi. When I have said, make answer to us both. 
Lo, in this right hand, whose protection 
Is most divinely vow'd upon the right 
Of him it holds, stands young Plantagenet| 
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Son to the elder brother of this man. 

And king o'er him, and all that he enjoys: 

For this down-trodden equity, we tread 

In warlike march these greens before your town; 

Being no further enemy to you 

Than the constraint of hospitable zeal 

In the relief of this oppress^ child 

Beligiousiy provokes. Be pleased, then, 

To pay that duty which you truly owe 

To him that owes it, namely, this young prince: 

And then our arms, iike to a muzzled bear. 

Save in aspect, have aU offence seal'd up; 

Our cannons' malice vainly shall be spent 

Against th' invulnerable clouds of heaven; 

And with a blessed and unvei:*d retire, 

With unhack'd swords and helmets all unbruis'd, 

We will bear home that lusty blood again, 

Which here we came to spout against your town, 

And leave your children, wives, and you in peace. 

But if you fondly pass our proffered offer, 

'Tis not the rondure of your old-fac'd walls 

Can hide you from our messengers of war. 

Though ail these English, and their discipline, 

Were harboured in their rude circumference. 

Then, tell us, shall your city call us lord. 

In that behalf which we have challeng'd it? 

Or shall we give the signal to our rage , 

And stalk in blood to our possession? 

First at. In brief, we are the king of England's subjects: 
For him, and in his right, we hold this town. 

K. John. Acknowledge , then , the king , and let me in. 

Hrst dU That can we not; but he that proves the king, 
To him will we prove loyal: till that time 
Have we ramm'd up our gates against the world. 

K. John, Doth not the crown of England prove the king? 
And if not that, I bring you witnesses, 
Twice fifteen thousand hearts of England's breed, — 
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Bcut. Bastardfl, and eUie. 

K. John. To yerify our title with their lives. 

K. PJd, As many and as well-bom bloods as those , — 

Bast, Some bastards too. 

K, PU. Stand in his face , to contradict his claim. 

First at. Till 70a compound whose right is worthiest, 
We for the worthiest hold tiie right from both. 

K. John. Then God forgive the sin of all those souls 
That to their everlasting residence , 
Before the dew of evening fall, shall fleet, 
In dreadful trial of our kingdom's king! 

K. PU. Amen, amen! — Mount, chevaliers! to arms! 

Bast. Saint Greorge, that swingc'd the dragon, and e'er 
since 
Sits on his horse' back at mine hostess' door. 
Teach us some fence! — [To Austrid\ Sirrah, were I at home. 
At your den, sirrah, with your lioness, 
I'd set an oz-head to your lion's hide , 
And make a monster of you. 

Aasu Peace ! no more. 

Bast. 0, tremble , for you hear the lion roar ! 

K. John. Up higher to the plain; where we'll set forth 
In best appointment all our regiments. 

Bast, Speed , then, to take advantage of the field. 

K. PU, It shall be so; — [To Louis\ and at the other hill 
Command the rest to stand. — God and our right ! 

[Exeunty severally, the English and French Kings, ffc. 

After excursions, enter a French Herald, with trumpets, to 

the gates. 

F, Her. You men of Anglers , open wide your gates , 
And let young Arthur , Duke of Bretagne , in , 
Who, by the hand of France , this day hath made 
Much work for tears in many an English mother, 
Whose sons lie scatter'd on the bleeding ground: 
Many a widow's husband grovelling lies , 
Coldly embracing the discolour'd earth; 
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And victory, with little loss, doth play 
Upon the dancing banners of the French, 
Who are at hand, trinmphantlj display'd, 
To enter conqnerors, and to proclaim 
Arthur of Bretagne England's king and yours. 

Enter an English Herald , with trumpets, 
E. Her. iUjoice, you men of Angiers, ring your bells; 

Eling John, your king and England's, dotli approach, 

Commander of this hot malicious day: 

Their armours, that march'd hence so silver-bright, 

Hither return all gilt with Frenchmen's blood; 

There stuck no plume in any English crest 

That is removed by a staff of France; 

Our colours do return in those same hands 

That did display them when we first march'd forth; 

And , like a jolly troop of huntsmen , come 

Our lusty English, all with purpled hands, 

Dy'd in the dying slaughter of their foes: 

Open your gates , and give the victors way. 

First at. Heralds, from off our towers we might behold, 

From first to last, the onset and retire 

Of both your armies; whose equality 

By our best eyes cannot be censured: 

Blood hath bought blood, and blows have answer'd blows; 

Strength match'd with strength , and power confronted 
power: 

Both are alike; and both alike we like. 

One must prove greatest: while they weigh so even, 

We hold our town for neither; yet for both. 

Re-enter^ on one side. King Joes, Elinob, Blahch, th^ Bastard, 
Lords, and Forces; on the other, King Philip, Louis, Austbia, 

and Forces. 

K. John, France, hast thou yet more blood to cast away? 
Say, shall the current of our right run on? 
Whose passage, vez'd with thy impediment, 
Shall leave his native channel, and o'erswell 
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With course disturb'd eyen thy confining shores, 
Unless thou let his silver waters keep 
A peaceful progress to the ocean. 

K, Phi. England, thou hast not sav'd one drop of blood, 
In this hot trial, more than we of France; 
Bather, lost more: and by this hand I swear, 
That sways the earth this climate overlooks , 
Before we will lay down our just-borne arms , 
We'll put thee down, 'gainst whom these arms we bear, 
Or add a royal number to the dead , 
Gracing the scroll that tells of this war's loss 
With slaughter coupled to the name of kings. 

Bast. Ha, majesty! how high thy glory towers, 
When the rich blood of kings is set on fire ! 
0, now doth Death line his dead cha|)s with steel; 
The swords of soldiers are his teeth, his fangs; 
And now he feasts, mousing the flesh of men,' 
In undetermined diifferences of kings. — 
Why stand these royal fronts amazed thus? 
Cry "havoc," kings! back to the stainM field. 
You equal-potent, fieiy-kindled spirits! 
Then let confusion of one part confirm 
The other's peace; tUl then, blows, blood, and death! 

K. John^ Whose party do the townsmen yet admit? 

K. Phi, Speak, citizens, for England; who's your king? 

First at. The king of England, when we know the king. 

K. Plii. Enow him in us, that here hold up his right. 

K. John. In us, that are our own great deputy. 
And bear possession of our person here ; 
Lord of our presence. Anglers, and of you. 

Rrst Cit. A greater power than we denies all this ; 
And tiU it be undoubted , we do lock 
Our former scruple in our strong-barr'd gates; 
Eing'd of our fears , until our fears , resolv'd, v. 

Be by some certain king purg'd and depos'd. 

Bast. By heaven, these scroyles of Anglers flout you, 
kingsy 
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And stand securely on their battlements, 

As in a theatre , whence they gape and point 

At jour industrious scenes and acts of death. 

Your royal presences be rul'd by me : — 

Do like the mutines of Jerusalem , 

Be friends awhile, and both conjointly bend 

Your sharpest deeds of malice on this town: 

By east and west let France and England mount ' 

Their battering cannon , charged to the mouths , 

Till their soul-fearing clamours have brawl'd down 

The flinty ribs of this contemptuous city: 

I'd play incessantly upon these jades. 

Even till imfenc^d desolation 

Leave thqm as naked as the vulgar air. 

That done, dissever your united strengths, 

And part your mingled colours once again; 

Turn face to face, and bloody point to point; 

Then, in a moment. Fortune shall cull forth 

Out of one side her happy minion, 

To whom in favour she shall give the day. 

And kiss him with a glorious victory. 

How like you this wild counsel, mighty states? 

Smacks it not something of the policy ? 

K, John. Now, by fiie sky that hangs above oui; heads, 
I like it well. — France, shall we knit our powers. 
And lay this Anglers even with the ground ; 
Then, after, fight who shall be king of itV 

Bast. An if thou hast the mettle of a king, — 
Being wrong'd, as we are, by this peevish town, — 
Turn thou the mouth of thy artillery. 
As we will ours, against these saucy walls; 
And when that we have dash'd them to the ground. 
Why, then defy each other, and, pell-mell. 
Make work upon ourselves , for heaven or hell. 

K, Phi, Let it be so. — Say, where will you assault? 

K. John, We from the west will send destruction 
Into this city's bosom. 
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Atut, I from the north. 

K. Phi, Our thunders from the south 

Shall rain their drift of bullets on this town. 

Bast, [aside] prudent discipline! From north to south,— 
Austria and France shoot in eadi other's moutii: 
111 stir them to it. — Come, away, awayl 

First Cit. Hear us , great kings : vouchsafe awhile to stay, 
And I shall show you peace and fair*fac'd league; 
Win you this city without stroke or wound; 
Bescue those breathing lives to die in beds , 
That here come sacrifices for the field: 
Perseyer not, but hear me, mighty kings. 

K. John, Speak on, with favour; we are bent to hear. 

First CH, That daughter there of Spain, the Lady Blanch, 
Is niece to England: — look upon the years 
Of Louis the Dauphin and that lovely poaid: 
If lusty love should go in quest of beauty. 
Where should he find it fairer than in Blanch? 
If zealous love should go in search of virtue , 
Where should he find it purer than in Blanch? 
If love ambitious sought a match of birth, 
Whose veins bound richer blood than Lady Blanch? 
Such as she is , in beauty, virtue , birth , 
Is the young Dauphin every way complete, ~ 
If not complete, , say he is not she ; 
And she again wants nothing, to name want, 
If want it be not, that she is not he : 
He is the half part of a blessed man. 
Left to be finished by such a she; 
And she a fair divided excellence. 
Whose fulness of perfection lies in him. 
O, two such silver currents, when they join. 
Do glorify the banks that bound them in; 
And two such shores to two such streams made one, 
Two such controlling bounds shall you be, kings, 
To these two princes, if you marry them. 
This union shall do more than batteiy can 
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To our faat-closM gates; for, at this matdh, 
With swifter spleen than powder can enforce, 
The mouth of passage shall we fling wide ope , 
And give jou entrance: but without this match, 
The sea enraged is not half so deaf, 
Lions more confident, mountains and rocks 
More free from motion; no, not Death himself 
In mortal finy half so peremptory, 
As we to keep this city. 

Bast Here*s a staj. 

That shakes the rotten carcass of old Death 
Out of his rags! Here's a large mouth, indeed , 
That spits forth death and mountains, rocks and seas; 
Talks as familiarly of roaring lions 
As maids of thirteen do of puppy-dogs ! 
What cannoneer begot this lusty blood? 
He speaks plaia cannon, — fire and smoke and bounce; 
He gives the bastinado with his tongue: 
Our ears are cudgell'd; not a word of his 
But buffets better than a fist of France: 
Zounds , I was never so bethump'd with words 
Since I first called my brother's father dad. 

Eli, [aside to K John] Son, list to this conjunction, make 
this match; 
Give with our niece a dowry large enough: 
For by this knot thou shalt so surely tie 
Thy now-unsur'd assurance to the crown. 
That yon green boy shall have no sun to ripe 
The bloom that promiseth a mighty fruit. 
I see a yielding in the looks of France; 
Mark, how they whisper: urge them while their souls 
Are capable of this ambition, 
Lest zeal, now melted by the windy breath 
Of soft petitions, pity, and remorse, 
Cool and congeal again to what it was. 

Hrst CU, Why answer not the double migesties 
This friendly treaty of our threaten'd town? 



352 KlNa JOfiK. t^CTIl. 

K. Phi. Speak England first, that hath been forward first 
To speak unto this city: what say you? 

K, John, If that the Dauphin there , thy princely son, 
Can in this book of beauty read ^* I love ," 
Her dowry shall weigh equal with a queen: 
For Anjou, and fair Touraine, Maine, Poictiers, 
And all that we upon this side the sea — 
Except this city now by us besieg'd — 
Find liable to our crown and dignity, 
Shall gild her bridal bed; and make her rich 
In titles, honours, and promotions. 
As she in beauty, education, blood. 
Holds hand with any princess of the world. 

K, Phi, What say'st thou, boy? look in the lady's face. 

Lou, I do, my lord; and in her eye I find 
A wonder, or a wondrous miracle, 
The shadow of myself formed in her eye; 
Which, being but the shadow of your son. 
Becomes a sun, and makes your son a shadow: 
1 do protest I never lov'd myself. 
Till now infixM I beheld myself 
Drawn in the flattering table of her eye. 

[Whispers with Blanch. 

Bast, [aside] Drawn in the flattering table of her eye I — 
Hang'd in the frowning wrinkle of her brow ! — 
And quartered in her heart! — he doth espy 
Himself love's traitor: — this is pity now, 
That, hang'd and drawn and quarter'd, there should be 
In such a love so vile a lout as he. 

Blanch, My uncle's will in this respect is mine: 
If he see aught in you that makes him like , 
That any thing he sees, which moves his liking, 
I can with ease translate it to my will; 
Or if you will , to speak more properly, 1 

I will enforce it easily to my love. | 

Further I will not flatter you, my lord. 
That all I see in you is worthy lovoi 
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Than this , — that nothing do I see in yon , 

Though churlish thoughts themselves should be your judge, 

That I can £nd should merit any hate. 

K. John, What say these young ones? — What say you, 
my niece? 

Blanch, That she is bound in honour still to do 
What you in wisdom still vouchsafe to say. 

K, John, Speak then, Prince Dauphin; can you love this 
lady? 

Lou, Nay, ask me if I can refrain from love; 
For I do love her most unfeignedly. 

K, John, Then do I give Yolquessen, Touraine, Maine, 
Poictiers, and Anjou, these five provinces. 
With her to thee; and this addition more. 
Full thirty thousand marks of English coin. — 
Philip of France, if thou be pleas'd withal, 
Conmiand thy son and daughter to join hands. 

K, Ffd, It likes us well. — Young princes, close your 
hands. 

Au8i. And your lips too; for I am well assured 
That I did so when I was first assured. 

K, Phi, Now, citizens of Anglers , ope your gates , 
Let in that amity which you have made; 
For at Saint Mary's chapel presently 
The rites of marriage shall be sol^nniz'd. — 
Is not the Lady Constance in this troop? 
I know she is not; for this match made up 
Her presence would have interrupted much: 
Where is she and her son? tell me, who knows. 

Lou, She's sad and passionate at your highness' tent. 

K, Phi, And, by my faith, this league that we have made 
Will give her sadness very little cure. — 
Brother of England, how may we content 
This widow lady? In her right we came; 
Which we, God knows, have tum'd another way, 
To our own vantage. 

Bi John. We will heal up all; 

Shakespeare. IL ^ 
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• 

For well create young Arthur Duke of Bretagne 

And Earl of Richmond; and this rich fair town 

We make him lord of. — Call the Lady Constance; 

Some speedy messenger bid her repair 

To our solemnity: — I trust we shall, 

If not fill up the measure of her will , 

Yet in some measure satisfy her so 

That we shall stop her exclamation. 

Go we, as well as haste will suffer us, 

To this unlook'd-for, unprepared pomp. 

[Exeunt all except the Bastard, The Citizens 
retire from the wails. 
Bast, Mad world! mad kings! mad composition! 
John, to stop Arthur's title in the whole, 
Hath willingly departed with a part; 
And France, — whose armour conscience buckled on. 
Whom zeal and charity brought to the field 
As God's own soldier, — rounded in the ear 
With that same purpose-changer, that sly devil; 
That broker, that still breaks the pate of faith; 
That daily break-vow; he that wins of all. 
Of kings, of beggars, old men, young men, maids, — 
Who having no external thing to lose 
But the word "maid," cheats the poor maid of that; 
That smooth-fac'd gentleman, tickling commodity, — 
Commodity, the bias of the world; 
The world, who of itself is peisM well. 
Made to run even upon even ground. 
Till this advantage, this vile-drawing bias, 
This sway of motion , this commodity. 
Makes it take head from aU indifferency. 
From all direction, purpose, course, intent: 
And this same bias, this conmiodity. 
This bawd, this broker, this all-changing word, 
Clapp'd on the outward eye of fickle France, 
Hath drawn him from his own determin'd aim, 
From a resolv'd and honourable war, 
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To a most base and Tile-ooncladed peace. — 

And why rail I on this commodity? 

But for because he hath not woo'd me yet: 

Not that I have the power to clutch my hand, 

When his fair angels would salute my palm; 

But for my hand, as unatt^mpted yet, 

Like a poor beggar, raileth on the ridi. 

WeU, whiles I am a beggar, I will rail, 

And say. There is no sin but to be rich : 

And being rich, my virtue then shall be 

To say, There is no vice but beggary : 

Since kings break faith upon commodity, 

Gain , be my lord , — for I will worship thee ! {Exit, 



ACT III. 
Sgbnb I. France, The French Bang's tent. 

Enter Constamcb , Abthub , and Sausbubt. 

Const. Grone to be married! gone to swear a peace! 
False blood to false blood join'd! gone to be friends! 
Shall Louis have Blanch? and Blanch those provinces? 
It is not so; thou hast misspoke, misheard; 
Be well advis'd, tell o'er thy tale again: 
It cannot be; thou dost but say *tis so: 
I trust I may not trust thee ; for thy word 
Is but the vain breath of a common man: 
Believe me, I do not believe thee, man; 
I have a king's oath to the contrary. 
Thou shalt be punish'd for thus frighting me. 
For I am sick, and capable of fears; 
Oppressed with wrongs, and therefore full of fears; 
A widow, husbandless, subject to fears; 
A woman, naturally bom to fears; 
And though thou now confess thou didst but jest, 
With my vex'd spirits I cannot take a truce , 
But they will quake and tremble all this day. 

23» 
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What dost thou mean by shaking of thy head? 
Why dost thou look bo sadly on my son? 
What means that hand upon that breast of thine? 
Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheum, 
Like a proud river peering o'er his bounds? 
Be these sad signs confirmers of thy words? 
Then speak again, — not all thy former tale, 
But this one word , whether thy tale be true. 

Sal. As true as I believe you think them false 
That give you cause to prove my saying true. 

Const. 0, if thou teach me to believe this sorrow, 
Teach thou this sorrow how to make me die; 
And let belief and life encounter so 
As doth the fury of two desperate men. 
Which in the very meeting fall and die ! — 
Louis marry Blanch! boy, then where art thou? 
France friend with England! what becomes of me? — 
Fellow, be gone: I cannot brook thy sight; 
This news hath made thee a most ugly man. 

ScU. What other harm have I , good lady, done , 
But spoke the harm that is by others done? 

Const. Which harm within itself so heinous is , 
As it makes harmful all that speak of it. 

Arth. I do beseech you, madam, be content. 

Const. If thou, that bidd'st me be content, wert gidm, 
Ugly, and slanderous to thy mother's womb, 
Full of unpleasing blots and sightless stains , 
Lame, foolish, crooked, swart, prodigious, 
Patch'd with foul moles and eye^offending marks , 
I would not care, I then would be content; 
For then I should not love thee; no, nor thou 
Become thy great birth, nor deserve a crown. 
But thou art fair; and at thy birth, dear boy, 
Nature and Fortune join'd to make thee great: 
Of Nature's gifts thou mayst with lilies boast 
And with the half-blown rose: but Fortune, 01 
She is corrupted, chang'd, and won from thee ; 
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She adulterates hourly witii thine uncle John; 
And with her golden hand hath pluck'd on France 
To tread down fair respect of sovereignty, 
And made his majesty the bawd to theirs. 
France is a bawd to Fortune and King John, — 
That strumpet Fortune , that usurping John! — 
Tell me, thou fellow, is not France forsworn? 
Enyenom him with words; or get thee gone. 
And leaye those woes alone which I alone 
Am bound to under-bear. 

Sal. Pardon me , madam , 

I may not go without you to the kings. 

Const Thou mayst, thou shalt; I will not go with thee: 
I will instruct my sorrows to be proud; 
For grief is proud, and makes his owner stout. 
To me, and to the state of my great grief. 
Let kings assemble; for my grief's so great. 
That no supporter but the huge firm esurth 
Can hold it up: here I and sorrow sit; 
Here is my throne, bid kings come bow to it 

[Seats herself on ihe ground. 

« 

Enter King John , King Philip , Louis , Blakch , Elinor , 
the Bastard, Austria, and Attendants. 

K. Phi. 'Tis true, fair daughter; and this blessed day 
£yer in France shall be kept festival: 
To solemnize this day the glorious sun 
Stays in his course, and plays the alchemist, 
Turning with splendour of his precious eye 
The meagre cloddy earth to glittering gold: 
The yearly course that brings this day about 
Shall never see it but a holiday. 

Const. A wicked day, and not a holy day I — [Rising, 
What hath this day deserv'd? what hath it done, 
That it in golden letters should be set 
Among the high tides in the calendar? 
Nay, rather turn this day out of the week. 
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This day of sliame, oppression, perjury: 
Or, if it must stand stifl, let wives with child 
Pray that their burdens may not fall thi^ day, 
Lest that their hopes prodigiously be crossed: 
But on this day let seamen fear no wreck ; 
No bargains break that are not this day made : 
This day, all things begun come to ill end, — 
Yea, faith itself to hollow falsehood change I 

K. Phi. By heaven, lady, you shall have no cause 
To curse the fair proceedings of this day: 
Have I not pawn*d to you my majesty? 

Const, You have beguiled me witix a counterfeit 
Resembling majesty; which, being touch'd and tried. 
Proves valueless: you are forsworn, forsworn? 
You came in arms to spill mine enemies' blood. 
But now in arms you strengthen it with yours : 
The grappling vigour and rough frown of war 
Is cold in amity and painted peace. 
And our oppression hath made up this league. — 
Arm, arm, you heavens, against these perjur'd kings! 
A widow cries; be husband to me, heavens I 
Let not the hours of this ungodly day 
Wear out the day in peace; but, ere sunset. 
Set arm^d discord 'twixt these perjured kings! 
Hear me , 0, hear me I 

Au8t, Lady Constance, peace! 

Const War! war! no peace! peace is to me a war. 
Limoges! O Austria! thou dost shame 
That bloody spoil: thou slave, thou wretch, thou coward! 
Thou little valiant, great in villany! 
Thou ever strong upon the stronger side! 
Thou Fortune's champion that dost never fight 
But when her humorous ladyship is by 
To teach thee safety! thou art perjur'd too, 
And sooth'st up greatness. What a fool art thou , 
A ramping fool, to brag, and stamp, and swear, 
«»• Upon my party ! Thou cold-blooded slave, 
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Hast thou not spoke like thunder on my side? 
Been sworn my soldier?- bidding me depend 
Upon thy stars, thy fortune, and thy strength? 
And dost thou now fedl oyer to my foes? 
Thou wear a lion's hide ! doff it for shame , 
And hang a calf s-skin on those recreant liinbs. 

Au9t. 0, that a man should speak those words to me I 

Bast, And hang a calf 's-skin on those recreant limbs. 

Aust, Thou dar'st not say so , villain , for thy life. 

Bast, And hang a calf *s-skin on those recreant limbs. 

K. John, We like not this; thou dost forget thyself. 

K. Ffil Here comes the holy legate of the Pope. 

Enter Pandclph, attended, 

Ptznd, Hail, you anointed deputies of heaven I 
To thee, King John, my holy errand is. 
I Puidulph, of fair Milan ca^rdinal. 
And from Pope Innocent the legate here. 
Do it his name religiously demand. 
Why thou against the church, our holy mother. 
So wifully dost spurn, and, force perforce. 
Keep Stephen Langton, chosen archbishop 
Of Canterbury, from that holy see? 
This, ii our foresaid holy father's name, 
Pope Imocent, I do demand of thee. 

K Joan, What earthly name to interrogatories 
Can task ^he free breath of a sacred king? 
Thou canst not, cardinal, devise a name 
So slight, mworthy, and ridiculous, 
To charge ne to an answer, as tiie Pope. 
TeU him tks tale; and from the mouth of England 
Add thus mich more, — That no Italian priest 
Shall tithe or toll in our dominions; 
But as we, unler heaven, are supreme head, 
So, under Hin., that great supremacy, 
Where we do rdgn, we will alone uphold, 
Without th* assiitance of a mortal hand: 
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So tell the Pope; all reverence set apart 
To him and his usurped authority. 

K, Phi. Brother of England , 70a blaspheme in this. 

K, John. Though 70U, and all the kings of Christendom , 
Are led so grossly by this meddling priest, 
Dreading the curse that money may buy out; 
And hy the merit of vile gold, dross, dust, 
Purchase corrupted pardon of a man. 
Who in that sale sells pardon &om himself; 
Though you and all the r^st, so grossly led, 
This juggling witchcraft with revenue cherish; 
Yet I , alone , alone do me oppose 
Against the Pope , and count his friends my foes. 

Pand. Then , by the lawful power that I have , 
Thou shalt stand curs'd and excommunicate: 
And blessed shall he be that doth revolt 
From his allegiance to an heretic; 
And meritorious shall that hand be call'd , 
Canonized, and worshipped as a saint, 
That takes away by any secret course 
Thy hateful life. 

Const 0, lawful let it be 

That I have room with Kome to curse awhile! 
Good father cardinal, cry thou amen 
To my keen curses; for without my wrong 
There is no tongue hath power to curse him right. 

Pand, There's law and warrant, lady, for my mrse. 

Const. And for mine too: when law can do noright, 
Let it be lawful that law bar no wrong: 
Law cannot give my child his kingdom here ; 
For he that holds his kingdom holds the law: 
Therefore, since law itself is perfect wrong, 
How can the law forbid my tongue to curse? 

Pand. Philip of France, on peril of a cur^» 
Let go the hand of that arch-heretic; 
And raise the power of France upon his hea^^ 
Unless he do submit himself to Borne. 
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Eli. Look*st thou pale, France? do not let go thy hancL 

Const, Look to that, devil; lest that France repent, 
And hj disjoining hands, hell lose a soul. 

Au8t King Philip, listen to the cardinal. 

Bast And hang a calf 's-skin on his recreant limbs. 

Aust. Well, ruffian, I must pocket up these wrongs , 
Because — 

Bast. Your breeches best may carry them. 

K. John, Philip, what say'st thou to the cardinal? 

Const, What should he say, but as the cardinal? 

Lou. Bethink you, father; for the difference 
Is, purchase of a heavy curse from Bome, 
Or the light loss of England for a Mend: 
Forgo the easier. 

Blandi. That's the curse of Eome. , 

Const, Louis, stand fast! the devil tempts thee here 
In likeness of a new-uptrimmed bride. 

Blanch, The Lady Constance speaks not from her faith, 
But from her need. 

Const, 0, if thou grant my need, 

Which only lives but by the death of faith. 
That need must needs infer this principle , — 
That faith would live again by death of need I 
0, then, tread down my need, and faith mounts up; 
Keep my need up, and faith is trodden down! 

K, John, The king is mov'd, and answers not to this. 

Const, 0, be removed from him, and answer well! 

Aust, Do so,^ng Philip; hang no more in doubt. 

Bast. Hang nothing but a calf 's-skin , most sweet lout. 

K. Phi, 1 am perplex'd, and know not what to say. 

Pand. What canst thou say but will perplex thee more , 
If thou stand excommunicate and curs'd? 

K. Phi, Grood reverend father, make my person yours, 
And tell me how you would bestow yourself. 
This royal hand and mine are newly knit. 
And the conjunction of our inward souls 
Married in league, coupled and link'd together 
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With all religious strength of sacred vows; 

The latest breath that gave the sound of words 

Was deep-sworn faith, peace, amity, truo love 

Between our kingdoms and our royal selves; 

And even, before this truce, but new before, — 

No longer than we well could wash our hands, 

To clap this royal bargain up of peace , — 

Heaven knows, they were besmear'd and overstain'd 

With slaughter's pencil, where revenge did paint 

The fearfid difference of incensed kings: 

And shall these hands, so lately purg'd of blood, 

So newly join'd in love, so strong in both, 

Unyoke tlds seizure and this kind regreet? 

Play fast and loose with faith? so jest with heaven, 

Make such unconstant children of ourselves, 

As now again to snatch our palm from palm; 

Unswear faith sworn; and on the marriage-bed 

Of smiling peace to march a bloody host, 

And make a riot on the gentle brow 

Of true sincerity? 0, holy sir, 

My reverend father, let it not be so! 

Out of your grace, devise, ordain, impose 

Some gentle order; and then we shall be blest 

To do your pleasure, and continue Mends. 

Pand, All form is formless, order orderless. 
Save what is opposite to England's love. 
Therefore, to arms! be champion of our church! 
Or let the church, our mother, breathe her curse , — 
A mother's curse , — on her revolting son. 
France, thou mayst hold a serpent by the tongue, 
A chafM lion by the mortal paw, 
A fasting tiger safer by the tooth, 
Than keep in peace that hand which thou dost hold. 

K, Phi. I may disjoin my hand, but not my faith. 

Pond. So miJL'st thou faith an enemy to fjoith; 
And, like a civil war, sett'st oath to oath, 
Thy tongue against thy tongue 0, let thy vow 
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First made to heaven, first be to heaven perfonn'd, — 

That is, to be the champion of our church! 

What since thou swor'st is sworn against thyself, 

And may not be performed by thyself: ' 

For that which thou hast sworn to do amiss 

Is not amiss when it is truly done; 

And being not done, where doing tends to ill, 

The truth is then most done, not doing it: 

The better act of purposes mistook " 

Is to mistake again; though indirect. 

Yet indirection thereby grows direct , 

And falsehood falsehood cures; as fire cools fire 

Within the scorched veins of one new^bum'd. 

It is religion that doth make vows kept; 

But thou hast sworn against religion : 

By which thou swear 'st against die thing thou swear'st; 

And mak'st an oath the surety for thy truth 

Against an oath: the truth thou art unsure 

To swear, swears only not to be forsworn; 

Else what a mockery should it be to swear! 

But thou dost swear only to be forsworn; 

And most forsworn, fo keep what thou dost swear. 

Therefore thy later vow against thy first 

Is in thyself rebellion to thyself; 

And better conquest never canst thou make 

Than arm thy constant and thy nobler parts 

Against these giddy-loose suggestions : 

Upon which better part our prayers come in , 

If thou vouchsafe them; but if not, then know 

The peril of our curses light on thee , 

So heavy as thou shalt not shake them off. 

But in despair die under their black weight. 

AusU Bebellion, flat rebellion! 

Bast WiU*t not be? 

Will not a calf 's-skin stop that mouth of thine? 

Lou, Father, to arms! 

BtoiidL Upon thy wedding-day? 
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Against the blood that thou hast married? 
What, shall our feast be kept with slaughtered men? 
Shall braying trumpets and loud churlish drams, — 
Clamours of hell, — be measures to our pomp? 

husband, hear mel — ay, alack, how new 

Is husband in my mouth I — even for that name. 
Which till this time my tongue did ne*er pronounce. 
Upon my knee I beg, go not to arms 
Against mine unde. i 

Const O , upon my knee , 

Made hard with kneeling, I do pray to thee. 
Thou virtuous Dauphin, alter not ike doom 
Forethought by heaven! 

Blanch. Now shall I see thy love: what motive may 
Be stronger with thee than the name of wife? 

Const. That which upholdeth him that thee upholds. 
His honour: — 0, thine honour, Louis, thine honour I 

Lou. I muse your majesty doth seem so cold, 
When such profound respects do puU you on. 

Pond. I will denounce a curse upon his head. 

K. Phi. Thou shalt not need. — England, I'll fall from thea 

Const. fair return of banish'd majesty! 

EU. foul revolt of French inconstancy ! 

K. John. France, thou shalt rue this hour within this hour. 

Bcist. Old Time the clock-setter, that bald sexton Time, 
Is it as he will? well, then, France shall rue. 

Blanch. The sun's o'ercast with blood: fair day, adieu! 
Which is the side that I must go withal? 

1 am with both: each army hath a hand; 
And in their rage, I having hold of both, 
They whirl asunder and dismember me. 
Husband, I cannot pray that thou mayst win; 
Uncle, I needs must pray that thou mayst lose; 
Father, I may not wish the fortune thine; 
Grandam, I will not wish thy wishes thrive: 
Whoever wins, on that side shall I lose; 
Assured loss before the match be play'd. 
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Lou, Lady, with me; with me thy fortmie lies. 

Blanch, There where my fortane liyes, there my life dies. 

K, John. Cousin, go draw our pmssance together. 

[Exit Bastard. 
France, I am bum*d np with inflaming wrath; 
A rage whose heat hatii this condition, 
That nothing can allay't, nothing but blood, — 
The blood, and dearest-yalu'd blood of France. 

K. Phi. Thy rage shall bum thee up, and thou shalt turn 
To ashes, ere our blood shall quench that fire: 
Look to thyself, thou art in jeopardy. 

K John. No more than he that threats. — To arms let*s hie t 
[Exeuntf severally j the English and French Kings, ^c. 

ScBNB n. The same. Plains near Angiere. 

Alarums: excursions. Enter the Bastard, with Austria's head. 

Bast. Now, by my life, this day grows wondrous hot; 
Some aiiy devil hovers in the sky. 
And pours down mischief. — Austria's head lie there , 
While Philip breathes. 

Enter King Johk, Abthub, and Hubert. 

K. John. Hubert , keep thou this boy. — Philip , make up : 
My mother is assailed in our tent, 
And ta'en, I fear. 

Bast. My lord, I rescued her; 

Her highness is in safety, fear you not: 
But on, my liege; for very little pains 
Will bring this labour to an happy end. [Exeunt. 

ScsHB HI. The same. Another part of the plains. 

Alarums: excursions; retreat. Enter King Johh, Elznob, Abthub, 
the Bastard, Hubebt, and Lords. 

K John, [to Elinor] So shaU it be; your grace shall stay 
behind 9 
So strongly guarded. — [To Arthur] Cousin, look not sad: 
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Thy grandam loves thee; and thy uncle will 
As dear be to thee as thy father was. 

Ar(JL O, this will make my mother die with grief I 

K. John, [to the Bastard] Cousin, away for£ngland; haste 
before: 
And, ere onr coming, see thou shake the bags 
Of hoarding abbots; set at liberty 
Imprisoned angels: the fat ribs of peace 
Must by the hungry now be fed upon: 
Use our commission in his utmost force. 

Bast. Bell, book, and candle shall not drive me b9,ck, 
When gold and silver becks me to come on. 
I leave your highness. — Grandam, I will pray — 
If ever I remember to be holy — 
For your fair safety; so, I kiss your hand. 

Eli Farewell, gentle cousin. 

K, John. Coz , farewell. ' 

[Exit Bastard, 

Eli. Come hither, little kinsman j hark, a word. 

[Takes Arthur aside, 

K. John. Come hither, Hubert. my gentle Hubert, 
We owe thee much! within this wall of flesh 
There is a soul coimts thee her creditor. 
And with advantage means to pay thy love: 
And, my good friend, thy voluntary oath 
Lives in this bosom, dearly cherished, 
(jrive me thy hand. I had a thing to say, — 
But I will fit it with some better time. 
By heaven, Hubert, I'm almost asham*d 
To say what good respect I have of thee. 

Hub. I am much bounden to your majesty. 

K. John. Good friend, thou hast no cause to say so yet: 
But thou shalt have; and creep time ne'er so slow, 
Yet it shall come for me to do thee good. 
I had a thing to say, — but let it go: 
The sun is in the heaven , and the proud day, 
Attended with the pleasures of the world, 
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Is all too wanton and too fall of gaads 

To give me audience : — if the midnight bell 

Did, ¥nth his iron tongne and brazen mouth, 

Sound one into the drowsy ear of night; 

If this same were a churchyard where we stand, 

And thou possessed with a thousand wrongs; 

Or if that surly spirit, melancholy, 

Had bak'd thy blood, and made it heavy-thick. 

Which else runs tickling up and down the veins, 

Making that idiot, laughter, keep men's eyes, 

And strain their cheeks to idle merriment, — 

A passion hateful to my purposes; 

Or if that thou couldst see me without eyes, 

llear me without thine ears, and make reply 

Without a tongue, using conceit alone. 

Without eyes, ears, and harmful sound of words; 

Then, in despite of brooded watchful day, 

I would into thy bosom pour my thoughts: 

But, ah, 1 will not I — yet I love thee well; 

And , by my troth , I think thou lov'st me well. 

Huh. So well, that what you bid me undertake, 
Though that my death were adjunct to my act, 
By heaven, I*d do*t. 

K. John, Do not I know thou wouldst? 

Grood Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, throw thine eye 
On yon young boy: I'll tell thee what, my Mend, 
He is a very serpent in my way; 
And wheresoever this foot of mine doth tread, 
He Ues before me: — dost thou understand me? 
Thou art his keeper. 

Huh. And 111 keep him so , 

That he shall not offend your majesty. 

K. John, Death. 

Huh, My lord? 

K. John, A grave. 

Hub. He shall not live. 

K. John. Enough. 
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I could be merry now. Hubert, I love thee; 
Well, I'll not say what 1 intend for thee: 
Bemember. — Madam, fare you well: 
m send those powers o'er to your majesty. 

EIL My blessing go with theel 

K, John, For England , cousin , go : 

Hubert shall be your man , t' attend on you 

With all true duty. — On toward Calais, hoi [Exeunt. 

% 

ScBNB rV. TTie same. The French King's tent. 

Enter King Phujp, Louis, Pandulph, and Attendants. 

K. Phi. So , by a roaring tempest on the flood, 
A whole armado of convented sail 
Is scattered and disjoin'd from fellowship. 

Pand. Courage and comfort! aU shall yet go well. 

K. Phi. What can go well, when we have run so ill? 
Are we not beaten? Is not Anglers lost? 
Arthur ti^'en prisoner? divers dear friends slain? 
And bloody England into England gone , 
O'erbearing interruption, spite of France? 

Lou. What he hath won, that hath he fortified : 
So hot a speed with such advice dispos'd, 
Such temperate order in so fierce a course , 
Doth want example : who hath read or heard 
Of any kindred action like t6 this? 

K. Phi. Well could I bear that England had this praise, 
So we could find some pattern of our shame. — 
Look, who comes here! a grave unto a soul; 
Holding th' eternal spirit, against her will. 
In the vile prison of afflicted breath. 

Enter Comstancb. 

I prithee ) 1^7) go away with me. • 

CoMt. Lo, now! now see the issue of your peace! 

K» PhL Patience, good lady I comfort, gentle Constance! 
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- Const No, I defy all connsel, all redress , 
But that which ends all counBel, true redress, 
Death, death: — amiable lovely death! 
Thou odoriferous stench! sound rottenness! 
Arise forth from the couch of lasting night, 
Thou hate and terror to prosperity, 
And I will kiss thy detestable bones ; 
And put my eyeballs in thy vanity brows ; 
And ring these fingers with thy household worms ; 
And stop this gap of breath with fulsome dust; 
And be a carrion monster like thyself: 
Come, grin on me; and I will think thou smil'st, 
And buss thee as thy wife ! Misery's love , 
O, come to me ! 

K. Pki, fair affliction, peace! 

Const, No , no , I will not , having breath to cry : — 
O, that my tongue were in the thunder^s mouth! 
Then with a passion would I shake the world; 
And rouse from sleep that fell anatomy 
Which cannot hear a lady's feeble voice. 
Which scorns a modem invocation. 

Pand, Lady, you utter madness, and not sorrow. 

Const Thou art not holy to belie me so; 
I am not mad: this hair I tear is mine; 
My name is Constance; I was Geffrey's wife; 
Young Arthur is my son, and he is lost: 
I am not mad; — I would to heaven I were! 
For then 'tis like I should forget myself: 
0, if I could, what grief should I forget! — 
Preach some philosophy to make me mad, 
And thou shalt be can<Sniz'd, cardinal; 
For, being not mad, but sensible of grief. 
My reasonable part produces reason 
How I may be deUver'd of these woes, 
And teaches me to kill or hang myself: 
If I were mad , I should forget my son , 
Or madly think a babe of clouts were he : 

Shakit pm n, Jl, ^ 
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I am not mad; too well, too well I feel 
The dififerent plagpae of each calamity. 

K PM. Bind up those tresses. — 0, what love I note 
In the fair multitude of those her hairs! 
Where but hy chance a silver drop hath fairn, 
Even to that drop ten thousand wiry Mends 
Do glue themselves in sociable grief; 
Like true, inseparable, faithful loves, 
Sticking together in calamity. 

Const. To England , if you will. 

K. Phi. Bind up your hairs. 

Const. Tes, that I will; and wherefore will I d<> it? 
I tore them from their bonds, and cried aloud, 
'^ 0, that these hands could so redeem my son, 
As they have given these hairs their liberty!" 
But now I envy at their liberty, 
And will again commit them to their b(mds. 
Because my poor child is a prisoner. — 
And, father cardinal, I have heard you say 
That we shall see and know our friends in heaven : 
If that be true, I shall see my boy again; 
For since the birth of Cain, the first male child, 
To him that did but yesterday suspire. 
There was not such a gracious creature bora. 
But now will canker-sorrow eat my bud , 
And chase the native beauty from his cheek , 
And he will look as hollow as a ghost, 
As dim and meagre as an ague-fit; 
And 80 he'll die; and, rising so again. 
When I shall meet him in the court of heaven 
I shall not know him: therefore never, never 
Must I behold my pretty Arthur more. 

PancL You hold too heinous a respect of grief. 

Const. He talks to me that never had a son. 

K PkL You are as fond of grief as of your child. 

Const. Grief fills the room up of my absent duld, 
Lies in his bed, walks up aad down wkh moi 
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Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words ^ 
Remembers me of all his gracious parts , 
Stufis out his yacant garments with his form; 
Then have I reason to be fond of grief. 
Fare you well: had 70U such a loss as I, 
1 could give better comfort than you do. — 
1 will not keep this form upon my head, 

[Dishevelling her hair. 
When there is such disorder in my wit. 
Lord! my boy, my Arthur, my fair son! 
My life, my joy, my food, my aU the world! 
My widow-comfort, and my sorrows' cure! \Exit, 

K. thi. 1 fear some outrage, and Til follow her. [Exit, 

Lou. There's nothing in this world can make me joy: 
Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale 
Vexing the dull ear of a drowsy man; 

And bitter shame hath spoil'd the sweet world's taste , , 

That it yields naught but shame and bitterness. 

Pand, Before the curing of a strong disease , 
Even in the instant of repair and health , 
The fit is strongest; evils^that take leave, 
On their departure most of all show evil: 
What have you lost by losing of this day? 

L*»u, All days of glory, joy, and happiness. 

Pantl. If you had won it, certainly you had. 
No, no; when Fortune means to men most good, 
She looks upon them with a threatening eye. 
'Tis strange to think how much King John hath lost 
•In this which he accounts so clearly won : 
Are not you griev'd that Arthur is his prisoner? 

Luu. As heartily as he is glad he hath him. 

Pond. Your mind is all as youthful as your blood. 
Now hear me speak with a prophetic spirit; 
For evetf the breath of what I mean to speak 
Shall blow each dust, each straw, each tittle rub, 
Out of the path which shall directly lead 
Thy foot to Englahd*s throne; and therefore mark. 

24* 
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Jolin hath seiz'd Arthur; and it cannot be, 

That, whiles warm life plays in that infant's veins, 

The misplac'd John should entertain one hour, 

One minute, nay, one quiet breath of rest: 

A sceptre snatch'd with an unruly hand 

Must be as boisterously maintained as gain*d; 

And he that stands upon a slippery place > 

Makes nice of no vile hold to stay him up: 

That John may stand, then Arthur needs must fall; 

So be it, for it cannot be but so. 

Lou, But what shall I gain by young Arthur's fall? 

Pond. You, in the right of Lady Blanch your wife , 
May then make all the claim that Arthur did. 

Lou, And lose it, life and all , as Arthur did. 

Pond, How green you are , and fresh in this old world I 
John lays you plots; the times conspire with you; 
For he that steeps his safety in true blood 
Shall find but bloody safety and untrue. 
This act, so evilly borne, shall cool the hearts 
Of all his people, and freeze up their zeal, 
That none so small advantage shall step forth 
To check his reign, but they will cherish it; 
No natural exhalation in the sky. 
No scape o£ nature, no distempered day. 
No common wind, no customed event, 
But they will pluck away his natural cause, 
And caU them meteors , prodigies , and signs , 
Abortives, presages, and tongues of heaven. 
Plainly denouncing vengeance upon John. 

Lou. May be he will not touch young Arthur's life , 
But hold himself safe in his prisonment. 

Pand, 0, sir, when he shall hear of your approach , 
If that young Arthtur be not gone already. 
Even at that news he dies ; and then the hearts 
Of all his people shall revolt from him, 
And kiss the Hps of unacquainted change; 
And pick strong matter of revolt and wrath 
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Out of the bloody fingers* ends of John. 
Methinks I see uiis hurly all on foot: 
And, 0| what better matter breeds for you 
Than I have nam*dl — The bastard Falconbridge 
Is now in England, ransacking the church, 
Offending cfaSritj: if but a dozen French 
Were there in arms, they would be as a call 
To train ten thousand English to their side; 
Or, as a little snow, tumbled about, 
Anon becomes a mountain. noble Dauphin, 
Gro with me to the king: — *tis wonderful 
What may be wrought out of their discontent. 
Now that their souls are topful of offence: 
For England go: — I will whet on the king. 

Lou. Strong reasons make strong actions : let us go : 
If you say ay, the king will not say no. [ExeunU 

ACT IV. 
ScENB I. Northampton, A room in Hie castle. 

Enter Hubbbt and two Attendants. 

Hub. Heat me these irons hot; and look you stand 
Within the arras: when I strike my foot 
Upon the bosom of the ground, rush forth, 
Ajid bind the boy which you shall find with me 
Fast to the chair: be heedful: hence, and watch. 

Hrst Attend, I hope your warrant will bear out the deed. 

Hub. Uncleanly scruples! fear not you: look to*t. 

[Exeunt Attendants. 
Young lad, come forth; I have to say with you* 

Enter Abthub. 
Arih, Good monow, Hubert. 

Hub. Gk>od morrow, little prince. 

Arth. As little prince, having so great a title 
To be more prince , as may be. — You are sad. 
Hub. Indeed, I have been merrier. 
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AriK Vi&tcy on me I 

Methinks no body should be sad but I: 
Yet, I remember, when I was in France, 
Young gentlemen would be as sad as night 
Only for wantonness. By my Christendom, 
So I were out of prison, and kept sheep, 
I should be merry as the day is long; 
And so I would be here , but that I doubt 
My uncle practises more harm to me: 
He is afraid of me, and 1 of him: 
Is it my fault that I was Gefirey's son? 
No, indeed, is't not; and I would to heaven 
I were your son, so you wotdd love me, Hubert. 

Hub, [aside] If I talk to him, with his innocent prate 
He will awake my mercy, which lies dead: 
Therefore I will be sudden and dispatch. 

Arth. Are you sick, Hubert? you look pale to-day: 
In sooth, I would you were a little sick. 
That I might sit all night and watch with you: 
1 warrant I love you more than you do me. 

Hub, [aside] His words do take possession of my bosom. — 
Bead here , young Arthur. [Showing a paper, 

[Aside] How now, foolish rheuml 
Turning dispiteous torture out of doorl 
I must be brief, lest resolution drop 
Out at mine eyes in tender womanish tears. — 
Can you not read it? is it not fair writ? 

Arth, Too fairly, Hubert, for so foul effect: 
Must you with hot irons bum out both mine eyes? 

Hub. Young boy, I must. 

Arth, And will you? 

Hub, And I will. 

Arth, Have you the heart? When your head did bat ache, 
I knit my handkercher about your brows , — 
The best I had, a princess wrought it me, — 
And I did never ask it you again ; 
And with my hand at midnight held yonr head} 



• 
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And like the watchful minutes to the hoar , 

Still and anon cheer'd up the heavy time , 

Saying, "What lack you?" and, "Where lies your grief?" 

Or, "What good love may I perform for you?" 

Many a poor man's son would have lien still, 

And ne'er have spoke a loving word to you; 

But you at your sick service had a prince. 

Nay, you may think my love was crafty love , 

And call it cunning: — do, an if you will: 

If heaven be pleas'd that you must use me ill, 

Why, then you must. — Will you put out mine eyes? 

These eyes that never did nor never shaU 

So much as &own on you? 

Huh, I've sworn to do it; 

And with hot irons must I bum them out. 

Arth, Ah , none but in this iron age would do it I 
The iron of itself, though heat red-hot, 
Approaching near these eyes, would drink my tears, 
And quench hi. fiery indignation 
Even in the water of mine innocence ; 
Nay, after that, consume away in rust, 
But for containing fire to harm mine eyes. 
Are you more stubborn-hard than hammer'd iron? 
An if an angel should have come to me, 
And told me Hubert should put out mine eyes , 
I would not have believ'd him, — no tongue but Hubert's. 

Huh, Come forth! \Stamp9. 

Re-enter Attendants, wUh cordj trofM, ^c. 

Do as I bid you do. 

Arth. 0, save me, Hubert, save me I my eyes are out 
Even with the fierce looks of these bloody men. 

Hub, Give me the iron, I say, and bind him here. 

Arth, Alas , what need you be so boisterous-rough? 
I will not struggle, I will stand stone-still. 
For heaven-sake, Hubert, let me not be bound! 
Nay, hear mt i Hubert I *- dziTe these ni,«ii ttway, 
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And I will Bit as quiet as a lamb; 

I will not stir, nor wince, nor speak a word, 

Nor look upon the iron angerly: 

Thrust but these men away, and I'll forgive you, 

Whatever torment you do put me to. 

Hub. Gro , stand within; let me alone with him. 

Hrst Attend. I am best pleas'd to be from such a deed. 

[Exeunt Attendants, 

Arth. Alas , I then have chid away my friend! 
He hath a stem look, but a gentle heart: — 
Let him come back , that his compassion may 
Give life to yours. 

Hub, Come, boy, prepare yourself. 

Arth. Is there no remedy? 

Hub. None, but to lose your eyes. 

Arth, heaven I — that there were but a mote in yours , 
A grain, a dust, a gnat, a wandering hair, 
Any annoyance in tiiat precious sense I 
Then, feeling what smsdl things are boisterous there. 
Your vile intent must needs seem horrible. 

Hub. Is this your promise? go to , hold your tongue. 

Arth. Hubert, the utterance of a brace of tongues 
Must needs want pleading for a pair of eyes: 
Let me not hold my tongue, — let me not, Hubert; 
0, Hubert, if you will, cut out my tongue, 
So I may keep mine eyes: 0, spare mine eyes, 
Though to no use but still to look on you! — 
Lo, by my troth, the instrument is cold, 
And would not harm me. 

Hub. I can heat it, boy. 

Arth. No, in good sooth; the fire is dead with grief. 
Being create for comfort, to be us*d 
In undeserv'd extremes: see else yourself; 
There is no malice in this burning coal; 
The breath of heaven hath blown his spirit out. 
And strew'd repentant ashes on his head. 

Hub, But with my breath I can revive it| boy. 
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Arth, And if yon do , you will but make it blush , 
And glow with shame of your proceedings, Hubert; 
Nay, it perchance will sparkle in your eyes; 
And, like a dog that is compell'd to fight, 
Snatch at his master that doth tarre him on. 
All things that you should use to do me wrong 
Deny their office: only you do lack 
That mercy which fierce fire and iron extend, 
Creatures of note for mercy-laddng uses. 

' Hub. Well, see to five; I will not touch thine eyes 
For all the treasure that thine uncle owes: 
Yet am I sworn, and I did purpose, boy. 
With this same very iron to bum them out 

Arih. 0, now you look L'ke Hubert! all this while 
You were disguised. 

Hub, Peace; no more. Adieu. 

Your uncle must not know but you are dead; 
111 fill these dogged spies with false reports: 
And, pretty child, sleep doubtless and secure 
That Hubert, for the wealth of all the world. 
Will not ofiend thee. 

ArilL heaven! I thank you, Hubert 

Hub. Silence; no more: go closely in with me: 
Much danger do I undergo for thee. [Exeunt. 

SoxHB n. The same. A room of state m the palace. 

'BsiXer King Johv, crowned; Pbhbbokb, Sajusbuby, and other 
Lords, llie King takes his state. 

K. John. Here once again we sit, once again crown*d, 
And look*d upon, I hope, with cheerAil eyes. 

Pem. This once again, but that your highness pleas'd , 
Was once superfluous: you were crown'd before, 
And that high royalty was ne'er pluck*d off; 
The fEuths of men ne'er stainM with revolt; 
Fresh expectation troubled not the land 
With any long'd-for change or better state. 
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Sal, Therefore, to be pogsfQas'd with double pomp, 
To guard a title that was rich before, 
To gild refined gold, to paint the lily, 
To tiirow a per^ime on ^e violet, 
To smooth the ice, or add another hue 
Unto the rainbow, or with taper-light 
To seek the beauteous eye of heaven to garnish, 
Is wasteful and ridiculous excess. 

Pern. But that your royal pleasure must be done , 
This act is as an ancient tale new-told; 
And in the last repeating troublesom^e , 
Being urg^d at a time unseasonable. 

Sal, In this, the antique and well-noted face 
Of plain old form is much disfigured; 
And , like a shifted wind unto a sail, 
It makes the course of thoughts to fetch about; 
Startles and frights consideration; 
Makes sound opinion sick, and truth suspected, 
For putting on so new a fashion'd robe. 

Pern. When workmen strive to do better than well , 
They do confound their skill in covetousness; 
And oftentimes excusing of a fault 
Doth make the fault the worse by the excuse, — 
As patches set upon a little breach 
Discredit more in hiding of the fault 
Than did the fault before it was so patch*d. 

Sal. To this effect, before you were ^ew-crown*d, 
We breath*d our counsel: but it pleased your highness 
To overbear 't; and we are all well pleased, 
Since all ai^d every part of what we would 
Doth make a stand at what your highness will. 

K, John, Some reasons of this double coronation 
I have possess*d you with, an4 think them strong; 
And more, more strong, when lesser is my fear, 
I shall indue you with: meantime but ask 
What you would have reform'd that is not well , 



And well shall you perceive how willlagly 
I will both hear and grantyou your requests. 

Pern, Then I — as one that am the tongue of these , 
To sound the purposes of all their hearts , 
Both for myself and them, but, chief of iiU, 
Your safety, for the which myself and them 
Bend their best studies — heartily request 
Th* enfranchisement of Arthur; whose restraint 
Doth move the murmuring lips of discontent 
To break into this dangerous argument , — 
If what in rest you have in right you hold, 
Why should your fears — which, as they say, attend 
The steps of wrong — then move you to mew up 
Your tender kinsman, and to choke his days 
With barbarous ignorance, and deny his youth 
The rich advantage of good exercise? 
That the timers enemies may not have this 
To grace occasions, let it be our suit, 
That you have bid us ask, his liberty; 
Which for our goods we do no further ask 
Than whereupon our weal, on you depending, 
Counts it your weal he have his liberty. 

K. John. Let it be so : I do conunit his youth 
To your direction. 

Enter Hubbbt; whom King John lakes aside, 

Hubert, what news with yp^*i 

Pern. This is the man should do the bloody deed; 
He show'd his warrant to a Mend of mine: 
The image of a wicked heinous fault 
Lives in his eye; that close aspect of his 
Does show the mood of a much-troubled breast; 
And I do fearfully believe *tis done, 
What we so fear'd he had a charge to do. 

Sal, The colour of the king doth come and go 
Between his purpose and his conscience, 
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Like heralds 'twizt two dreadful battles set: 
His passion is so ripe, it needs must break. 

Pent. And when it breaks, I fear will issue thence 
The foul corruption of a sweet child's death. 

K. John. We cannot hold mortality's strong hand: — 
Good lords, although my will to give is living, 
The suit which you demand is gone and dead: 
He tells us Arthur is deceased to-night. 

Sal. Indeed, we fear'd his sickness was past cure. 

Pern. Indeed, we heard how near his death he was 
Before the child himself felt he was sick: 
This must be answer'd either here or hence. 

K. John. Why do you bend such solemn brows on me? 
Think you I bear the shears of destiny? 
Have I commandment on the pulse of life? 

Sal. It is apparent foul-play; and 'tis shame 
That greatness should so grossly offer it: 
So thrive it in your game! and so, farewell. 

I^iBm. Stay yet. Lord Salisbury; I'll go with thee, 
And find th' inheritance of this poor child, 
His little kingdom of a forced grave. 
That blood which ow'd the breadth of all this isle. 
Three foot of it doth hold: — bad world the while I 
This must not be thus borne: this wiU bre^k out 
To all our sorrows, and ere long I doubt. [Exeunt Lords. 

K. John. They burn in indignation. I repent: 
There is no sure foundation set on blood. 
No certain life achiev'd by others' death. — 

Enter a Messenger. 

A fearful eye thou hast: where is that blood 

That I have seen inhabit in those cheeks? 

So foul a sky clears not without a storm : 

Pour down thy weather: — how goes all in France? 

Mess. From France to England. — Never such a power 
For any foreign preparation 
Was levied in the body of a land. 
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The copy of your speed is leam*d by them; 
For when you should be told they do prepare | 
The tidings come that they are idl arriv'd. 

K. John. , where hath our intelligence been drunk? 
Where hath it slept? Where is my moUier's ear, 
That such an army could be drawn in France, 
And she not hear of it? 

Mess. My liege, her ear 

Is stopp'd with dust; the first of April died 
Your noble mother: and, as I hear, my lord. 
The Lady Constance in a frenzy died 
Three days before; but this from rumour's tongue 
I idly heard , — if true or false I know not 

K, John, Withhold thy speed, dreadful occasion! 
O, make a league with me, till I have pleas'd 
My discontented peers! — What! mother dead! 
How wildly, then, walks my estate in France! — 
Under whose conduct come those powers of France 
That thou for truth giv'st out are landed here? 

Mess, Under the Dauphin. 

K, John. Thou hast made me giddy 

With these ill tidings. 

Enter the Bastard and Pbtbb of Pom fret 

Now, what says the world 
To your proceedings? do not seek to stuff 
My head with more ill news, for it is full. 

Bast, But if you be afeard to hear the worst. 
Then let the worst, unheard, fall on your head. 

K. John. Bear with me, cousin; for I was amaz*d 
Uodcr the tide : but now I breathe again 
Aloft the flood; and can give audience 
To any tongue, speak it of what it will. 

Bast. How I hare sped among the clergymen , 
The sums I have collected shall express. 
But as I travelled hither through the land, 
I find the people strangely fantasied; 
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PoB8e88*d with romours, fall of idle dreams, 
Not knowing what they fear, but full of fear: 
And here's a prophet, that I brought with me 
From forth the streets of Pomfret, whom 1 found 
With many hundreds treading on his heels; 
To whom he sung, in rude hush-sounding rhymes , 
That, ere the next Ascension-day at noon, 
Your highness should deliver up your crown. 

K. John. Thou idle dreamer, wherefore didst thou so? 

Peter. Foreknowing that the truth will fall out so. 

K. John. Hubert, away with him; imprison him; 
And on that day at noon, whereon he says 
I shall yield up my crown^ let him be hang*d. 
Deliver him to safety; and return, 
For 1 must use thee. [Exit Hubert with Peter. 

my gentle cousin, 
Hear*st thou the news abroad, who are arriv'd? 

Bast. The French, my lord; men^s mouths are fiill of it: 
Besides , I met Lord Bigot and Lord Salisbury 
With eyes as red as new-enkindled fire , 
And others more, going to seek the grave 
Of Arthur, who, they say, is kill*d to-night 
On your suggestion. 

K, John. Gentle kinsman, go, 

And thrust thyself into their companies: 
I have a way to win their loves again; 
Bring them before me. 

Bast. I will seek them out. 

K. John. Nay, but make haste ; the better foot before. 
0, let me have no subject enemies, 
When adverse foreigners aifi-ight my towns 
With dreadful pomp of stout Invasion ! 
Be Mercury, set feathers to thy heels, 
And fly like thought from them to me again. 

Bast. The spirit of the time shall teach me speed. 

K. John. Spoke like a sprightfiil noble gentleman. 

[Exit Bastard. 
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Go after bim; for he perhaps shall need 
Some messenger betwixt me and the peers) 
And be thou he. 

Mess. With all my heart, my Uege. [Eaeit, 

K. John, My mother dead I 

Re-enter Hubsbt. 

Hub, My lord, they say five moons were seen to-nighl;' 
Four fix&d; and the fifUi did whirl about 
The other four in wondrous motion. 

K John. Five moons 1 

Hub, . Old men aad beldams in the streets 

Do prophesy upon it dangerously: 
Young Arthur's death is eommon in their mouths: 
And when they talk of him , they shake their heads, 
And whisper one another in the ear; 
And he that speaks doth gripe the hearer's* wrist ; 
Whilst he that hears makes fearful action, 
With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling eyesw 
I saw a smith stand with his hammer, thus, 
The whilst his iron did on the anvil eool. 
With open mouth swallowing a tailor's news; 
Who, with his shears and measure in his hand, 
Standing on slippers, — whiehhis' nimble haste* 
Had falsely thrust upon contniry feet, — 
Told of a many thousand warlike French 
That were embattailM and rank'd in Kent: 
Another lean unwash'd artificer 
Cuts ofi' his tale, and talks of Arthur's deatk 

K. John, Why seek'st thou to possess me with tiieee fears 7 
Why urgest thou so oft young Arthur's death? 
Thy hfmd^hath murder'd him: I had mighty cause 
To wish him dead , but thou hadst none to l^li him. 

Hub, No had, my lord I why, did you not provoke me? 

K, John, It is the curse of kings to be attended 
By slaves that take their humours for a warrant 
To break withlii- the bloody house of life; 
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And, on the winking of authority, 
To understand a law; to know the meaning 
Of dangerous majesty, when perchance it frowns 
More upon humour iiiaai advis'd respect. 

Hub, Here is your hand and seal for what I did. 

K. John. 0, when the last account 'twizt heaven and earth 
Is to be made, then shall this hand and seal 
Witness against us to damnation I 
How oft the sight of means to do ill deeds 
Make ill deeds donel Hadst not thou been by, 
A fellow hj the hand of nature mark'd, 
Quoted, and sign'd, to do a deed of «hame. 
This murder had not come into my mind: 
But, taking note of thy abhorr'd aspect. 
Finding thee fit fbr bloody yillany, 
Apt, liable to be employed in danger, 
I faintly broke with thee of Arthur's death; 
And thou, to be endeared to a king. 
Made it no conscience to destroy a prince. 

Hub, My lord, — 

K. John. Hadst thou but shook thy head, or made a 
pause. 
When I spake darkly what I purposed. 
Or tum*d an eye of doubt upon my face , 
And bid me tell my tale in express words , 
Deep shame had struck me dumb, made me break off, 
And those thy fears might have wrought fears in me: 
But thou didst understand me by my signs, 
And didst in signs again parley willi sin; 
Yea, without stop , didst let thy heart consent. 
And consequently thy rude hand to act 
The deed, which botib our tongues held vile to name. -— 
Out of my sight ,«nd never see me more! 
My nobles leave me; and my state is brav'd, 
Even at my gates, with ranks of foreign powers: 
Nay, in the body of this fleshly land , 
Thii kingdom, this qcMifine of blood and breath, 
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Hostility and. civil tamult reign 

Between my conscience and my cousin's death. 

Hub, Arm you against your other enemies , 
I'll make a peace between your soul and you. 
Young Arthur is alive: this hand of mine 
Is yet a maiden and an innocent hand, 
Not painted with the crimson spots of blood. 
Within this bosom never entered yet 
The dreadful motion of a murderous thought; 
And you have slander'd nature in my form, — 
Which, howsoever rude exteriorly, 
Is yet tiie cover of a fairer mind 
Than to be butcher of an innocent child. 

KL John, Doth Arthur live? 0, haste thee to the peers , 
Throw this report on their incensM rage, 
And make them tame to theic obedience! 
Forgive the comment that my passion made 
Upon thy feature; for my rage was blind, 
And foul-imaginary eyes of blood 
Presented thee more hideous than thou art, 
0, answer not; but to my closet bring 
The angry lords with all expedient haste 1 
I c6i\jure thee but slowly; mn more fast. [Exeunt, 

Scnon m. Hie same. Before (he castle. 

Enter y on the waUs^ Abthus, disguised as a sMp-hoy, 

Arih, The wall is high, and yet wiU I leap down: — 
€k>od ground, be pitifiil, and hurt me notl — 
There's few or none do know me: if they did, 
This 8hip-boy*6 semblance hath disguis'd me quite, 
lamafiradd; and yet 1*11 venture it. 
If I get down, and do not break my limbs, 
rU find a thousand shifts to get away: 
As good to die and go, as die and stay. {Leaps dawn. 

me! my uncle's spirit is in these stones: — 
Heaven take my soul, and England keep my bones! . [Dies, 

fikdkssptari. II 25 
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GUer Pbmbbosb, Sausbusy, and Bioot. 

SaL Lords , I will meet him at Saint Edmmid'a-Buiy ; 
It is onr safety, and we most embrace 
This gentle offer of the perilous time. 

Pern. Who brought that letter from the cardinal ? ' 

Sal. The Count Melun, a noble lord of France; 
Whose private with me of tiie Dauphin's love 
Is much more general than these lines import 

Big, To-morrow morning let us meet him , then. 

Sal. Or rather then set forward; for 'twill be 
Two long days' journey, lords, or e'er we meet. 

Enter the Bastard. 

Bast, Once more to-day well met, distemper'd lords I 
The king by me requests your presence straight. 

Sal. The king hath dispossess'd himself of us: 
We will not line his thin bestainM cloak 
With our pure honours, nor attend the foot 
That leaves the print of blood where'er it walks. 
£etum and tell him so: we know the worst. 

Bast. Whate'er you think, good words, I think, were best 

Sal. Our griefs , and not our manners , reason now. 

Bast^ But there is little reason in your grief; 
Therefore 'twere reason you had manners now. 

Pern. Sir, sir, impatience hath his privilege. 

Bast. 'Tis true, — to hurt his master, no man else. 

Sal. This is the prison: -^ what is he lies here? 

[Seeing Arthur. 
* Pern, death, made proud with pure and princely beauty! 
The earth had not a hole to hide this deed. 

Sal. Murder , as hating what himself hath done , 
Doth lay it open to urge on revenge. 

Big. Or, when he doom'd this beauty to a grave, 
Found it too precious-princely for a grave. 

Sal. Sir Richard , what think you? Have you beheld , 
Or have you read or heard? or could you think? 
Or do you almost thinf^ , although you see , 
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That you do see? could thought, without this object, 
Form such another? This is the verj top , 
The height, the crest, or crest unto the crest. 
Of murder's arms: this is the bloodiest shame , 
The wildest savagery, the vilest stroke , 
That ever wall-ej'd wrath or staring rage 
Presented to the tears of soft remorse. 

Pern. All murders past do stand excused in this: 
And this, so sole and so unmatchable , 
Shall give a holiness, a purity, 
To the yet-unbegotten sins of time ; 
And prove a deadly bloodshed but a jest, 
Exampled by this heinous spectacle. 

Bast, It is a damned and a bloody work; 
The graceless action of a heavy hand, — 
If that it be the work of any hand. 

Sal, If that it be the work of any hand I — 
We had a kind of light what would ensue: 
It is the shameful work of Hubert's hand*. 
The practice and the purpose of the king: — 
From whose obedience I forbid my soul, 
Ejieeling before this ruin of sweet life , 
And breathing to his breathless excellence 
The incense of a vow, a holy vow, 
Never to taste the pleasures of the world , 
Never to be infected with delight. 
Nor conversant with ease and idleness , 
Till I have set a glory to this head, 
By giving it the worship of revenge. 

Bia ' \ ^^ ^^ religiously confirm thy words. 

Enter Hubbbt. 

Hub. Lords, I am hot with haste in seeking you: 
wdjrthur doth live; the king hath sent for you. 

Sal, 0, he is bold, and blushes not at death: — 
Avaont, thou hateful villain, get thee gone I 

25» 
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Hub. I am no viUam. 

Sal. Most I rob the law ? 

[Drawing his sword. 

Bast. Your sword is bright, sir; put it up again. 

Sal. Not till I sheathe it in a murderer^s skin. 

Hub, Stand back, Lord Salisbury, — stand back, I say; 
By heayen, I think my sword*s as sharp as yours: 
I would not have you , lord , forget yourself, 
Nor tempt the danger of my true defence; 
Lest I , by marking of your rage , forget 
Your worth, your greatness, and nobility. 

Big. Out, dunghill I dar*st thou brave a nobleman? 

Hub. Not for my life: but yet I dare defend 
My innocent self against an emperor. 

Sal, Thou art a murderer. 

Hub. Do not prove me so; 

Yet lam none: whose tongue soe'er speaks false, 
Not truly speaks ; who speaks not truly, lies. 

Pern. Gut him to pieces. 

Bast. Keep the peace , I say.. 

Sal. Stand by, or I shall gall you, Falconbridge. 

Bast. Thou wert better gall the devil, Salisbury: 
If thou but frown on me , or stir thy foot. 
Or teach thy hasty spleen to do me shame, 
m strike thee dead. Put up thy sword betime; 
Or I'll so maul you and your toasting-iron. 
That you shall think the devil is come from hell. 

Big. What wilt thou do , renowned Falconbridge? 
Second a villain and a murderer? 

Hub. Lord Bigot, J am none. 

Big. Who kiU'd Mfi prince ? 

Hub. 'Tis not an hour since I left him well: 
I honoured him, I lov'd him; and will weep 
My date of life out for his sweet life's loss. 

ScU. Trust not those cunning waters of his ejen^ 
For villany is not without such rheum; 
And he 9 long traded in it, makes it seem 
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Like rivers of remorse and innocency. 
Away with me , all you whose souls abhor 
Th* uncleanly savours of a slaughter-house; 
For I am stifled with this smell of sin. 

Big. Away toward Bury, to the Dauphin there! 

Pern, There , tell the lun^j he may inquire us out. 

[Exeunt Lords, 

Boat Here's a good World ! — ^ Knew you of this fair work? 
Beyond the infinite and boundless reach - 
Of mercy, if thou didst this deed of death, 
Art thou danm'd, Hubert. 

Hub. Do but hear me , sir: — 

Bast, Ha! I'll tell thee what; 
Thou'rt damn'd as black — nay, nothing is so blia^k; 
Thou art more deep damn'd than Prince Lucifer: 
There is not yet so iigly a fiend of hell 
As thou shalt be , if thou didst kill this child. 

Hub. Upon my soul, — 

Bast, If thou didst but consent 

To this most cruel act, do but despair; 
And if thou want'st a cord , the Smallest '^ead 
That ever spider twisted from her womb 
Will serve to strangle l^ee; a riish will be'a besOn 
To hang thee on; or w^tLldst th'ou droWn ^h^self, 
Put but a little water in a spoon, 
And it shall be as all the ocedn. 
Enough to stifle such a villain up. 
I do suspect thee very grievously. 

Hub. If I in act, consent, or sin of thdu^ht, 
Be guilty of the stealing that sweet l^reath 
Which was embounded xn iMs beauteous clay, 
Let hell want pains enough to torture me! 
I left him well. 

Bast. Go, bear hlin in thine arms. — 

I am amaz'd, methinks; and lose my way 
Among the thorns and dangers of this world. — 
How easy dost thou take all England up! 
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From forth this morsel of dead royalty, 

The life, the right, and truth of all this realm 

Is fled to heaven; and England now is left 

To tug and scamhle , and to part by the teeth 

Th* imow^d interest of proud-swelling state. 

Now for the bare-pick'd bone of majesty 

Doth dogged war bristle his angry crest. 

And snarleth in the gentle eyes of peace: 

Now powers from home and discontents at home 

Meet in one line; and vast confusion waits, 

Ab doth a raven on a sick-fall'n beast. 

The imminent decay of wrested pomp. 

Now happy he whose cloak and cincture can 

Hold out this tempest. -— Bear away that child, 

And follow me with speed: 111 to the king: 

A thousand businesses are brief in hand. 

And heaven itself doth frown upon the land. [Exeunt. 



ACT V. 
Sena I. Northampton, A room in (he palace. 

Enter King JohHi Pasdulph vnth (he crown, and Attendants. 

K John, Thus have I yielded up into your hand 
The circle of my glory. 

Pand. Take*t again 

[Giving Emg John the croum. 
From this my hand , as holding of the Pope 
Your sovereign greatness and authority. 

K, John. Now keep your holy word: go meet the French; 
And from his holiness use ail your power 
To stop their marches *fore we are inflam'd. 
Our discontented counties do revolt; 
Our people quarrel with obedience; 
Swearing allegiance and the love of soul 
To stranger blood, to foreign royalty. 
This inundation of mistemper^d humour 
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Rests by you only to be qualified: 
Then pause not; for the present time's so sick, 
That present medicine must be minister'd , 
Or overthrow incurable ensues. 

Pcand, It was my breath that blew this tempest up , 
Upon your stubborn usage of the Pope: 
But since you are a gentile convertite, 
My tongue shall hush again this storm of war, 
And maJi:e fair weather in your blustering land. 
On this Ascension-day, remember well, 
Upon your oath of service to the Pope, 
Go 1 to make the French lay down tiieir arms. [Exit. 

K, John. Is this Ascendon-day? Did not the prophet 
Say, that before Ascension-day at noon 
My crown I should give off? Even so I have: 
I did suppose it should be on constraint; 
But, heaven be thank*d, it is but voluntary. 

Enter (he Bastard. 

Bast, All Kent hath yielded; nothing there holds out 
But Dover Castle: London hath received, 
Like a kind host, tiie Dauphin and his powers: 
Your nobles will not hear you, but are gone 
To offer service to your enemy; 
And wild amazement hurries up and down 
The little number of your doubtful friends. 

K, John. Would not my lords return to me again , 
After they heard young Arthur was alive? 

Bast. They found him dead, and cast into the streets; 
An emply casl^et, where the jewel of Hfe 
By some damn'd hand was robbM and ta*en away. 

K. John. That villain Hubert told me he did live. 

Bast. So, on my soul, he did, for aught he knew. 
But wherefore do yon droop? why look you sad? 
Be great in act, as you have been in thought; 
Let not the world see fear and sad distrust 
Grorem the motion of a kingly eye : 
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Be stirring as the time; be fire with £re; 

Threaten the threatener, and outface the brow 

Of bragging horror: so shall inferior eyes. 

That borrow their behaviours from the great, 

Grow great by your example, and put on 

The dauntless spirit of resolution. 

Away, and glister like the god of war, 

When he intendeth to become the field: 

Show boldness and aspiring confidence. 

What, shall they seek the lion in his den, , 

And fright him there? and make him tremble there? 

0, let it not be said! — Forage, and run 

To meet displeasure further from the doors. 

And grapple with him ere he come so mgh. 

K. John. The legate of the Pope hath been with me , 
And I have made a happy peace with him; 
And he hath promised to dismiss l^e powers 
Led by the Dauphin. 

Bast. inglorious league! 

Shall we , upon the footing of our land , 
Send fair-play ofiets, and make compromise, 
Insinuation, parley, ai^d base truce, 
To arms invasive? shall a beardless boy, 
A cocker'd silken wanton, brave our fields. 
And flesh his spirit in a warlike soil, 
Mocking the air with colours idly spread. 
And £bid no check? Let us , my liege , to arms : , 

Perchance the cardinal cannot make your peace; 
Or if he do, let it at least be said 
They saw we had a purpose of defence. 

K. John. Have thou the ordering of this present time. 

Bast Away, then, with good courage! yet, I know. 
Our party may well meet a prouder foe. 

[ExeunL 



ScBHX U. Neccr SU Edmund* s-Bury. The French camp. 

Enter J in arms, Louis ^ Sausbukt, Mblun, Psmbbokb, Bioot, 

and Soldiers. 

Lou, My Lord Melun, let this be copied out, 
And keep it safe for otir remembrance: . 
Betom IJie precedent to these lords again; 
That, having our fair order written down, 
Both they and we, perusing o'er these notes, 
May know wherefdre we took the sacrament, 
And keep our faiths firm and inyiolable. 

SaL Upon our sides it never shall be broken. 
And, noble Dauphin, albeit we swear 
A voluntary zeal and unurg*d faith 
To your proceedings; yet, believe me, prince, 
I am not glad that such a sore of time 
Should seek a plaster by contemn'd revolt, 
^d heal th' inveterdite ctemker of one woimd 
By making many. 0, it grieves my soul, 
That I must draw this metal from my side 
To be a widow-maker 1 0, and there 
Where honourable rescue and defence 
Cries out upon the name of Salisbury I 
But such is the infection of the time, 
That, for the health and physic of our right, 
We cannot deal but with the very hand 
Of stem injustice and confused wrong. — 
And is 't not pity, my grieved friends, 
That we , the sons and children of this isle. 
Were bom to see so Sad an hour as this; 
Wherein we step after a stranger-march 
Upon her gentle bosom, and fill up 
Her enemies* ranks, — I must wi^draw and weep 
UpOki the spur of this etiforc^d cause, — 
To grace the gentry of a land remote , 
And follow unacquainted colours here? 
What, here? — O iMxnttj ihat Ibcra oouldst remoye^l '* 
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That Neptone^B arms, who dippefh thee aboat, 
Would bear thee £rom the knowledge of thyself, 
And grapple thee onto a pagan shore; 
Where these two Christian armies might combine 
The blood x>f malice in a vein of league, 
And not to spend it so unneighbourly! 

Lou, A noble temper dost thou show in this; 
And great affections wrestling in thy bosom 
Do make an earthquake of nobility. 
0, what a noble combat hast thou fought 
Between compulsion and a brave respect I 
Let me wipe off this honourable dew 
That silverly doth progress on thy cheeks: 
My heart hath melted at a lady's tears, 
Being an ordinary inundation; 
But ^ds efiusion of such manly drops, 
This shower, blown up by tempest of the soul, 
Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amazed 
Than had I seen the vanity top of heaven ' 

Figured quite o'er with burning meteors. 
JAft up thy brow, renowned Salisbuxy, 
And with a great heart heave away this storm: 
Commend these waters to those baby eyes 
That never saw the giant world enrag*d; 
Nor met with fortune other than at feasts, 
Full of warm blood , of mirth , of gossipping. 
Come, come; for thou shalt thrust thy hand as deep 
Into the purse of rich prosperity 
As Louis himself: — so, nobles, shall you all, 
That knit your sinews to the strength of mine. '— • 
And even there, methinks, an angel spake: 
Liook, where the holy legate comes apace, 
To give us warrant from the hand of heaven. 
And on our actions set the name of right • 

With holy breath. 

Enter Pabdulph, attended. 

Pond, Haily noble Prince of Fraaoel 
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The next is this , — King John hath reconcil'd 
Himself to Borne; his spirit is come in, 
That so stood out against the holy church, 
The great metropolis and see of £ome : 
Therefore thy threatening colours now ^ind up; 
And tame the savage spirit of wild war, 
That, like a lion foster*d-up at hand, 
It may lie gently at the foot of peace , 
And be no farther harmful than in show. 

Lou, Your grace shall pardon me , I will not back : 
. I am too high-born to be propertied, 
To be a secondary at control. 
Or useful serving-man, and instrument. 
To any sovereign state throughout the world. 
Your breath £rst kindled the dead coal of wars 
Between this ch^tb'd kingdom and myself, 
And brought in matter that should feed this fire; 
And now 'tis far too huge to be blown out 
With that same weak wind which enkindled it. 
You taught me how to know the face of right, 
Acquainted me with interest to this land. 
Yea, thrust this enterprise into my heart; 
And come ye now to tell me John hath niade 
His ^eace with £ome ? What is that p^ce to me ? 
I, by the honour of my marriage-bed. 
After young Arthur, claim this land for mine; 
And , now it is half-conquer'd, must I back 
Because that John hath made his peace with Kome? 
Am I Bome's slaveV What penny hath Borne borne, 
What men provided, what mimition sent. 
To underprop this action? Is 't not I 
That undergo this charge? who else but I, 
And such as to my claim are liable, 
Sweat in this business and maintain this war? 
Have I not heard these islanders shout out, 
Vwe le roil as I have bank'd their towns? 
Have I not here the best cards for the game. 
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To win tiiia easy inatch plaj'd for a erbwn? 
And shall I now give o'er the yielded set? 
No, on my soul, it never shall be said. 

Pond. You look but on the outside of this work. 

Lou. Ontside or inside, I will not retom 
Till my attempt so much be glorified 
As to my ample hope was promised 
Before I drew this gallant head of war, 
And cull'd these fiery spirits from the wotid, 
To outlook conquest) and to win renown 
Even in the jaws of danger and of death. — [Trumpet saunEs, 
What lusty trumpet thus doth summon us? 

« 
Enter the Bastard , attended. 

Bast According'to the ftur^play of the world, 
Let me hare audience; I am sent to speak: — 
My holy Idrd of Milan , from the king 
I come, to learn how you hare dealt for him; 
And, as you answer, I do' know the soope 
And warrant limited unto my tongue. 

Pond. The Dauphin is too wiifiil-Opposite, 
And will not temporize with my entreaties; 
He fiatly says he'll not lay down his arms. 

Bast, By all the blood that ever fury breatii'd , 
The youth says well. — Now hear our English king ; 
For thus his royalty doth speak in me. 
He is prepared; and reason too he 'should: 
This apish and unmannerly approach, 
This hamess'd masque and unadvised revel, 
This unhair'd sauciness and boy&h troop, 
The king doth smile at; and is well prepar'd 
To whip this dwarfish war, these pigmy arms. 
From out the circle of his territories. 
That hand which had the strength, even at your door. 
To cudgel you, and make you take the hatch; 
To dive, like buckets, in concealed weQa; 
To crouch in Utter of your stable planks; 
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To lie, like pawns, lock'd up in chests and tmnkfl; 
To hug with swine; to seek sweet safety out 
In vaults and prisons; and to thrill and shake 
Even at .the crying of yojur nation's crow, 
Thinking his voice an armed Englishman; — 
Shall that victorious hand be feebled here , 
That in jour chambers gave jou chastisement? 
No: know the gallant monarch is in arms; 
And, like an eagle o*er his aery, towers, 
To souse annoyance that comes near his nest — 
And you degenerate, you ingrate revolts, 
You bloody Neroes, ripping up the womb 
Of your dear mother England , blush for shame ; 
For your own ladies and pale-visag'd maids, 
Like Amazons, come tripping after drums, — 
Their thimbles into armM gauntlets changed, 
Their neelds to lances, and their gentle hearte 
To fierce and bloody inclination. 

Ij)u, There end thy brave , and turn thy face in peace ; 
We grant -thou canst outscold us: fare thee well; 
We hold our time too precious to be spent 
With such a brabfoler. 

Pand, Give me leave to speak. 

Bast. No , I will speak. 

Lou. We will attend to neither. — 

Strike up the drums; and let the tongue of war 
Plead for our interest and our being here. 

Bast. Indeed, your drums, being beaten, will cry out; 
And so shall you, being beaten: do but start 
An echo with the clamout of thy drum. 
And even at hand a drupok is ready brac'd 
That shall reveriierateall as loud as thine: 
Sound but another , and ^another shall, 
As loud as thine, rattle the welkin's ear, 
And mock the deep-mouth'd tl^under: for at hand — 
Not trusting to this halting legate here, 
Wbpm.he hath us'd rather fox sport than need — 
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Is warlike John; and in bis forehead sits 
A bare-ribb'd death, whose office is this day 
To feast upon whole thousands of the French. 

Lou. Strike up our drums , to find this danger out. 

BasL And thou Shalt find it, Dauphin, do not doubt. 

[&eunU 

SoenbIIL The same. A field of battle. 

Alarums. Enter King John and Hobebt. 

KJoTm. How goes the day with us? 0, tell me , Hubert. 
Hub. Badly, I fear. How fares your majesty? 
K. John. This fever, that hath troubled me so long. 
Lies heavy on me; — 0, my heart is sick! 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord , your valiant kinsman , Falconbridge , 
Desires your majesty to leave the field, 
And send him word by me which way you go. 

K. John.' Tell him, toward Swinstead, to the abbey there. 

Mess. Be of good comfort; for the great supply, 
That was expected by the Dauphin here, 
Are wreck'd three nights ago on Goodwin Sands. 
This news was brought to Bichaxd but even now: 
The French fight coldly, and retire themselves. 

K. John. Ay me, this lyrant fever bums me up , 
And will not let me welcome this good news! — 
Set on toward Swinstead: to my litter straight; 
Weakness possesseth me, and I am faint. {Exeunt. 

ScBNB lY. The same. Another part of the same. 

Enter Salisbitbt, Pbmbbokb, €md Biqot. 

Sal. I did not think the king so stor'd with fiiends. 

Pern. Up once again; put spirit in the French: 
If they misca^rry, we miscarry too. 

Sal. That misbegotten devil , Falconbridge , 
In spite of spite ,. alone upholds the day. 

Fern. They say King John sore-sick hath left the field. 
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Enter Msluh wounded^ and led by Soldien. 

Mei. Lead me to the revolts of Engluid here. 

Sal. When we were Jiappj we had other names. 

Pern, It is the Connt Melnn. 

StU. Wounded to death. 

Md, FI7, noble English , jou are bought and sold ; 
Unthread the rude eye of rebellion, 
And welcome home again discarded faith. 
Seek out King John, and fall before his f^et; 
For if the French be lords of this loud day, 
He means to recompense the pains you taJ;:e 
By cutting off your heads: thus ha^ he sworn, 
And I wIUl him, and many more with me. 
Upon the altar at Saint £dmimd's-Buxy ; 
Even on that altar where we swore to you 
Dear amity and everlasting love. 

Sal, May this be possible? may this be true? 

Md, ELave I not hideous death within my view, 
detaining but a quantity of life. 
Which bleeds away, even as a form of wax 
Eesolveth £rom his figure 'gainst the fire? 
What in the world should make me now deceive, 
Since I must lose the use of all deceit? 
Why should I, then, be false, since it is true 
That I must die here, and live hence by truth? 
I say again, if Louis do win the day, 
He is forsworn, if e'er those eyes of yours 
Behold another day break in ^e east: 
But even this night, — whose black contagious breath 
Already smokes about the burning crest 
Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied sun, — 
Even this ill night, your breathing shall expiry, 
Fajdng the fine of rated treachery. 
Even with a treacherous fine of aJl your lives. 
If Louis by your assistance win the day. 
Commend me to one Hubert, with your king: 
The love of him, — and this respect besides , 
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For that my gttmddre was an EnglishmaE, •*- 

Awakes my consdeneeto confess all .this. 

In lieu whereof, I pray yon, bear me hence 

From forth the noise and rumour of the field; . . . 

Where I may think the remnant of my thoughts 

In peace, and part this body and my soul. 

With contemplation and devout desires. 

Sal. We dp believe thee : — and beshrew my soul 
But I do lore Hie fryour and the form 
Of this most fair occasion, by the which. 
We will untread the steps of damned flight; 
And, like a bated and retired flood, 
Leaving our rankness and irregular course, 
Stoop low within those bounds we. have o'erlooVd, 
And calmly run on in.obedienoe^ 
Even to our ocean, to our great Ki^g John* — 
My arm shall give thee help to bear thee hence; 
For I do see the cmel pangs of deatih 
Bight in thine eye. — Away, my friends! New flighty 
And happy newness, that intends old.right. 

[ExewUf Uoi^ing off Meltm» 

ScBHB y. The same. The French camp. 

Enter Locis and Me Tram, 

Lou, The Sim of heaven methought was loth to set, 
But stay'd, and made the western welkin blush, 
When th* English measnr*d backward their own-ground 
In faint retire. , bravely came we off^ 
When with a volley of our needless shot. 
After such bloody toil, we bid goodnight; 
And wound our tattering colours clearly up, 
Last in the field, and almost lords of itl 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess, Where is my prince, the Dauphin? 

£oti» Bere: — what news? 
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Meu. The Count Melun ifl slain; the English lords, 
Bjr his persuasion, are again fall'n off; 
And jour supply, which 70U have wish'd so long , 
Are cast away and sunk on Gk>odwin Sands. 

Lou. Ah y foul shrewd news I. — beshrew thy very heart ! — » 
I did not think to be so sad to-night 
As this hath made me. — Who was he that said 
King John did fly an hour or two before 
The stumbling night did part our weary powers? 

Mesa, Whoever spoke it, it is true, my lord. ^ 

Lou. Well; keep good quarter and good care to-niglit: 
The day shall not be up so soon as 1 , 
To try the fair adventure of to-morrow. [ExeunU 

ScENB yi. An open place near Swmatead Abbey. 

Enter y eevercdly^ the Bastard and Hubbrt. 

Hub, Who*s there? speak, hoi speak quickly, or I shoot. 
' Bast, A friend. — What art thou? 

Hub, Of the part of England. 

Bast. Whither dost thou go? 

Hub, What*s that to thee ? 

Bast, Why may not I demand 

Of thine affairs, as well as thou of mine? 
Hubert I think? 

Huh. Thou hast a perfect thought : 

I will, upon all hazards, well believe 
Thou art my friend,, that know'st my tongue so well. 
Who art thou? 

Bast, Who thou wilt: an if thou please, 

Thou mayst befriend me so much as to think 
I come one way of the Plantagenets. 

Hub, Unkind remembmnce! thou and eyeless night 
Have done me shame: — brave soldier, pardon me, 
That any accent breaking from thy tongue 
Should scape the true acquaintance of mine ear. 

Bast. Come, come; sans compliment, what news abroad? 
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Huh, Why, here \f alk I , in the blaek brow of night j; 
To find 70a out 

Bast, Brief, then; and what's the news? 

Hub. , my sweet sir, news fitting to the night, «^ 
Black, fearful, comfortlees, and horrible. . . 

Bast. Show me the very wound of thb ill news: 
I am no woman, 1*11 not swoon at it. 

Hub, The king, I fear, is poison'd by a monk: 
I left him almost speechless; and broke out 
T' acquaint you with this eril, that you might 
The better arm you to the sudden time , 
Than if you had at leisure known of this. 

Bast. How did he take it? -who did taste to him? 

Hub. A monk, I tell you; a resolv^ villain. 
Whose bowels suddenly burst out: the king 
Yet speaks, and peradventurQ may recover. 

Bast. Who didst thou leave to tend his majesiy? 

Hub. Why, know you not the lords are all come bad^, 
And brought Prince Henry in their company? 
At whose request the king hath pardoned them, 
And they are aU about his majestyr 

Bcist. Withhold thine indignation , mighty heaven, 
And tempt us not to bear above our power! — 
111 tell thee , Hubert, half my power this night, 
Passing these flats, are taken by the tide, — 
These Lincoln washes have devoured them; 
Myself , well-mounted , hardly have escap'd. 
Away, before! conduct me to the king; 
I doubt he will be dead or e*er I come. [Ewunt. 

ScBHS YII. The orchard of SwinsUad Abheg. 

Enter Prince Hbnbt, Salisbubt, and Bioot. 

P. Hen. It is too late : the life of all his blood 
Is touch'd corruptibly; and his pure brain — 
Which some suppose tiie soul's frail dwelling-house -^ 
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Doih, hj the idle comments that it makes ^ 
Foretell the eading of mortaliiy. 

Enter Pxmbboke. 

Pern. HIb highness yet doth speak; and holds belief 
That, being brought into the open air, 
It would allay the burning quality 
Of that fell poison which assailetii him. 

P. Hen. Let him be brought into the orchard here. — 
Doth he still rage? [Exit BigoU 

Pern. He is more patient 

Than when you left him; even now he sung. 

P. Hen. vanity of sickness! fierce extremes 
In their continuance will not feel themselves. 
Death, having prey'd upon the outward parts , 
Leaves them insensible; and's siege is now 
Against the mind, the which he pricks and wounds 
With many legions of strange fantasies. 
Which, in their throng and press to that last hold. 
Confound themselves. 'Tis strange that death should sing. — 
I am the cygnet to this pale faint swan, 
Who chants a doleful hymn to his own death , 
And from the organ-pipe of firaUty sings 
His soul and body to their lasting rest. 

Sal. Be of good comfort, prince; for you are bom 
To set a form upon that indigest 
Which he hath left so shapeless and so rude. 

Re-enter Bioor, mOi Attendants carrying King Jonir in 

a chair, 

K. John. Ay, marry, now my soul hath elbow-room ; 
It would not out at windows nor at doors. 
There is so hot a summer in my bosom , 
That all my bowels crumble up to dust: 
I am a scribbled form, drawn with a pen 
Upon a parchment; and against this fire 
Do I shrink up. 

26* 
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P, Hen, How fares your majesty? 

K, John, Poisoned, — ill fare; — dead, forsook, cast off: 
And none of you will bid the winter come, 
To thrust his icy fingers in my maw; 
Nor let my kingdom's rivers take their course 
Through my bum*d bosom; nor entreat the north 
To ma^e his bleak winds kiss my parched Ups , 
And comfort me with cold: — I do not ask you much, 
I beg cold comfort; and you are so strait. 
And so ingratefiil , you deny me that 

P. Hen, 0, that there were some virtue in my tears , 
That might relieve you I 

K, John, The salt in them is hot. — 

Within me is a heU; and there the poison 
Is, as a fiend, confined to tyrannize 
On unreprievable condemned blood. 

Enter the Bastard. 

Bast, O, I am scalded with my violent motion, 
And spleen of speed to see your majesty! 

K, John, cousin, thou art come to set mine eye: 
The tackle of my heart is crack'd and bum*d; 
And all the shrouds, wherewith my life should sail, 
Are turned to one thread, one little hair: 
My heart hath one poor string to stay it by. 
Which holds but tiU thy news be uttered; 
And then all this thou see'st is but a dod, 
And model of confoimded royalty. 

Bast, The Dauphin is preparing hitherward, 
Where heaven he knows how we shall answer him; 
For in a night the best part of my power, 
As I upon advantage did remove. 
Were in the washes all unwarily 
Devoured by the unexpected flood. [King John dies, 

ScU, You breathe these dead news in as dead an ear. — 
My liege I my lord I — but now a king , — now thus. 

P, Hen, !Even so must I run on , and even so stop. 
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What surety of the world, what hope, what stay, 
When this was now a king, and now is clay? 

B<i8t Art thou gone so? I do but stay behind 
To do the office for thee of revenge , 
And then my soul shall wait on thee to heaven, 
As it on earth hath been thy servant still. — 
Now, now, you stars that move in your right spheres, 
Where be your powers? show now your mended faiths ; 
And instantly return with me again , 
To push destruction and perpetual shame 
Out of the weak door of our fainting land. 
Straight let us seek, or straight we shall be sought; 
The Dauphin rages at our very heels. 

Sal. It seems you know not, then, so much as we: 
The Cardinal Pandulph i^ within at rest, 
Who half an hour since came from the Dauphin, 
And brings from him such offers of our peace 
As we with honour and respect may take , 
With purpose presently to leave this war. 

Bast. He will the rather do it when he sees 
Ourselves well sinewed to our defence. 

Sal, Nay, it is in a manner done already; 
For many carriages he hath dispatch*d 
To the sea-side, and put his cause and quarrel 
To the disposing of the cardinal: 
With whom yourself, myself, and other lords, 
If you think meet, this afternoon will post 
To consummate this business happily. 

Bast Let it be so : — and you, my noble priuce , 
With other princes that may best be spar'd^ 
Shall wait upon yomr father's funeral. 

P. Hen* At Worcester must his body be inteir'd; 
For so he will'd it 

B(uL Thither shall it , then : 

And happily may your sweet self put on 
The lineal state and glory of the landl 
To whom, with all sabmission, on my kneoi 
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I do bequeath my faitbfiil services 
And true subjection everlastingly. 

ScU, And the like tender of our lore we makei 
To rest without a spot for evermore. 

P. Hen. I have a kind soul that would give yoa thanks, 
And knows not how to do it but with tears. 

Bast. , let us pay the time but needful woe, • 
Since it hath been beforehand with our griefs. — 
This England never did, nor never shall, 
Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror, 
But when it first did help to wound itself. 
Now these her princes are come home again, 
Come the three comers of the world in arms, 
And we shall shock them: naught shall make us rue, 
If England to itself do rest but trae. [EzeunU 
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ACT L 
Sosm I. London. A rwm m the palaet. 

Enter SJng RicBAjio, aitended; Gauitt, ami 

K. Rich, Old Jdbn of Giiiint, time-hoxioiir*d 
Bait thou, aoeatdiag to thj oath and baad| 
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Brought hither Henry Hereford thy bold son, 
Here to make good iJie boisterous late appeal , 
Which then our leisure would not let us hear, 
Against the duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray? 

Gaunt I have , my liege. 

K. Rich, Tell me, moreover, hast thou sounded him. 
If he appeal the duke on ancient malice; 
Or worthily, as a good subject should , 
On some known ground of treachery in- him? 

Gaunt, As near as I could sift him on that argument, -* 
On some apparent danger seen in him 
Aim'd at your highness , — no inveterate malice. 

K, Rich. Then call them to our presence: face to £ftee. 
And frowning brow tb brow, ourselves will hear 
Th* accuser and th' accused freely speak: — 

[Exeunt some Attendants, 
High-stomach'd are they both, and fiill of ire, 
In rage deaf as the sea, hasty as fire. 

Re-enter Attendants , with Bolingbboke and Norfolk. 

Baling, M&j many years of happy days befal 
My gracious sovereign, my most loving liege! 

Nor, Each day still better other*s happiness; 
Until the heavens, envying earth's good hap, 
Add an immortal title to your crown! 

K, Rich, We thank you both: yet one but flatters us , 
As well appeareth by the cause you come; 
Namely, t* appeal each other of high treason. — 
Cousin of Hereford, what dost thou object 
Against the duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray? 

Doling, First, — heaven be\he record to my speech! — 
In the devotion of a subject*s love, 
Tendering the precious safety of my prince , 
And free from other misbegotten hate , 

Come I appellant to this princely presence. — i | 

Now, Thomas Mowbray, do I turn to thee , | 

And mark my greeting well; for what I speak 
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My body shall ouike good upon this earth , 

Or my divine soul answer it in heaven. 

Thou art a traitor and a miscreant, 

Too good to be so, and too bad to live , — 

Since the more fair and crystal is the sky, 

The uglier seem the clouds that in it fly. 

Once more , the more to aggravate the note, 

With a foul traitor*s name stuff 1 thy throat; 

And wish, — so please my sovereign, — ere 1 move, 

What my tongue speaks, my right-diuwn sword may prove. 

Nor, Let not my cold words here accuse my zeal: 
'Tis not the trial of a woman's war. 
The bitter clamour of two eager tongues , 
Can arbitrate this cause betwixt us twain; 
The blood is hot that must be cool'd for this: 
Yet can I not of such tame patience boast 
As to be hush*d, and naught at all to say : 
First, the fair reverence of your highness curbs me 
From giving reins and spurs to my free speech; 
Which else would post until it had returned 
These terms of treason doubled down his throat. 
Setting aside his high blood's royalty, 
And let him be no kinsman to my liege , 
I do defy him, and I spit at him; 
Call him a slanderous coward and a villain: 

m 

Which to maintain, I would allow him odds; 
And meet him, were I tied to run a-foot 
Even to the frozen ridges of the Alps, 
Or any other ground inhabitable. 
Wherever Englishman durst set his foot 
Meantime let this defend my loyalty, — 
By all my hopes » most falsely doth he lie. 

Bolmg. Pale trembling coward, there I throw my gage, 
Disclaiming here the kindred of the king; 
And lay asule my high blood's royalty. 
Which fear, not xeverence, makes thee to except. 
If guilty dread hare left lliee so much strength 
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As to take ap mine honour's pawn, tlien ttoopt 
By that and all the rites of knighthood bIs^ , 
Will I make good against thee , arm to arm , 
What I have spoke, or thou canst worse deyise. 

Nor, I take it up; and by that sword I swear, 
Which gently laid my knighthood on my shoulder, 
1*11 answer thee in any fair degree , 
Or chivalrous design of knightly trial: 
And when I mount, alive may I not light, 
If I be traitor or unjustly fight ! 

K. Rich, What doth our cousin lay to Mowbray's charge? 
It must be great that can inherit us 
So much as of a thought of ill in him. 

Baling. Look, what I speak, my life shall prove it trae; -~ 
That Mowbray hath received eight thousand nobles 
In name of lendings for your highness' soldiers. 
The which he hath detained for lewd employments, 
Like a false traitor and injurious villain. 
Besides, I say, and will in battle prove, — 
Or here , or elsewhere to the furthest verge 
That ever was surveyed by English eye , — 
That all the treasons for these eighteen years 
Complotted and contrived in this land 
Fetch from false Mowbray their first head and spring. 
Further, I say, — and further will maintain 
Upon his bad life to make all this good, — 
That he did plot the Duke of Gloster's death, 
Suggest his soon-believing adversaries, 
And consequently, like a traitor-coward, 
Sluic'd out his innocent soul through streams of blood: 
Which blood, like sacrificing AbePs, cries. 
Even from the tongueless carems of the eaarthy 
To me for justice and rough chastiMment; 
And, by the glorious worth of my deseent, 
This arm shall do it, or this life be spent. 

K. Rich, How high a pitch hii resolution soanl -^ 
Thomas of Norfolk > what eay'st tAioa to this? 
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Nor, 0, let my soyerelgn torn away bis face. 
And bid his earn a little wliUe be deaf, 
Till I have told this slander of his blood, 
How God and good men bate so fool a liar! 

K, Rick, Mowbray, impartial are our eyes and ears: 
Were he my brother, nay, my kingdom's heir, — 
As he is but my father's brother's son, — 
Now, by my sceptre's awe, I make a vow, 
Such neighbour-nearness to our sacred blood 
Should nothing privilege him, nor partialize 
Th' unstooping firmness of my upright soul: 
He is our subject, Mowbray^ so art thou; 
Free speech and fearless I to tiiee allow. 

Nor. Then , Bolingbroke , as low as to thy heart , 
Through the false passage of thy throat, thou Uestt 
Three parts of that receipt I had for Calais 
Disburs'd I duly to his highness' soldiers; 
The other pait reserv'd 1 by consent, 
For that my sovereign liege was in my debt 
Upon remainder of a dear account, 
Since last I went to France to fetch his queens 
Now swallow down that lie. — For Gloster's deathly — 
I slew him not; but, to my own disgrace, 
Neglected my sworn duty in that case. -— 
For you, my noble Lord of Lancaster, * 
The honourable father to my foe. 
Once did I lay an ambush for your life, -* 
A trespass that doth vex my grieved soid: 
But, ere I last receiv'd the sacramoit, 
I did confess it; and exactly begg'd 
Your grace's pardon, and I hope I had it 
This is my &ult: as for the rest Appeal'd| 
It issues from the rancour of a tiiiain , 
A recreant and most degenerate traltort 
Which in myself I boldly will defend; 
And interchangeably hurl down my gmge 
UponthlaoYerweeiimgtndtoc'^foot^ , . 
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To proTe myself a loyal gentleman 
Even in the best blood chambered in bis bosom. 
In haste whereof, most heartily I pray 
Your highness to assign our trial-day* 

K.Rich. Wrath-kindled gentlemen, be rul*d by me; 
Let's purge this choler without letting blood : 
This we prescribe, though no physician-, 
Deep msJice makes too deep incision: 
Forget, forgive; conclude and be agreed; 
Our doctors say this, is no month to bleed. — 
Good uncle, let this end where it begun; 
We'll calm the Duke of Norfolk, you your son. 

Gaunt, To be a make-peace shall become my age: — 
Throw down, my son, the Duke of Norfolk's gage. 

K. i2ic^. And, Norfolk, throw down his. 

Gaunl, When, Harry? when? 

Obedience bids I should not bid agen. 

K. Rich, Norfolk, throw down; we bid; there is no boot. 

Nor, Myself I throw, dread sovereign, at thy foot 
My life thou shalt command, but not my shame: 
The one my duty owes; but my fair name — 
Despite of death — that lives upon my grave, 
To dark dishonour'^ use tiiou shalt not have. 
I am disgrac'd, impeach'd, and baffled here; 
Pierc'd to the soul with shmder's venom'd spear. 
The which no balm can cure but his heart-blood 
Which breath'd this poison. 

K, Rkh. Bage must be withstood: — 

Give me his gage: ^- lions make leopards tame. 

Nor, Yea, but not change his spots : take but my shame , 
And I resign my gage. My dear dear lord, 
The purest treasure mortal times afford 
Is spotless reputation; that away. 
Men are but gilded loiun or painted day. 
A jewel in a ten-times-baKr'd-np chest 
Is a bold spirit in a loyal breast 
Mine honour is m J life} both grow la one; 
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Take honour from me, and mj life is done : 
Then , dear my liege , mine honour let mc try ; 
In that I live , and for that will I die. 

K Rich. Cousin, throw down your gage; do yon begin. 

Baling, 0, Gk>d defend my soul from such foul sin! 
Shall I seem crest-frdrn in my father's sight? 
Or with pale beggar-fear impeach my height 
Before this outdar*d dastard? Ere my tongue 
Shall wound my honour with such feeble wrong, 
Or sound so base a parle, my teeth shall tear 
The slavish motive of recanting fear, 
And spit it bleeding in his high disgrace. 
Where shame doth harbour, even in Mowbray's face. 

[Exit Gaunt. 

K, Rich, We were hot bom to sue, but to command; — 
Which since we cannot do to make you friends, 
Be ready, as your lives shall answer it. 
At Coventry, upon Saint Lambert's day: 
There shall your swords and lances arbitrate 
The swelling difference of your settled hate : 
Since we can not atone you, we shall see 
Justice design the victor's cliivalry. — 
Marshal , command our officers-at>arms 
Be ready to direct these home-alarms. [Exeunt. 

ScBNB n. T7te same. A room in (he Duke of Lancaster's 

palace. 

Enter Gaunt and Duchess of Gloster. 

Gaunt, Alas, the part I had in Woodstock's blood 
Doth more solicit me tiban your exclaims, ^ 

To stir against the butchers of his life ! 
]But since correction lieth in those hands 
'Which made the fault that we cannot correct. 
Put we our quarrel to the will of heaven; 
Who, when they see the hours ripe on earth, 
Will rain hot vengeance on offenders' heads^ 
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" « • * ' 

Duck FindB brotherhood in thee no sharper spur? 
Hath lore in thy old blood no living fire? 
£d ward's seven sons, whereof thyself art one, 
Were as seven vials of his sacred blood, 
Or seven fair branches springing from one root: 
Some of those seven are dried hj nature's course. 
Some of those branches hj the Destinies cut; 
But Thomas, mj dear lord, my life, my Gloster, 
One vial full of Edward's sacred blood. 
One flourishing branch of his most royal root. 
Is crack'd, and all the precious liquor spilt, 
Is hack'd down, and his summer-leaves all &ded, 
By envy's hand and murder's bloody axe. 
Ab, Gaimt, his blood was thine! that bed, that womb, 
That mettle, that self-mould, that fashion'd thee, 
Made him a man; and though thou liv'st and breath'st| 
Yet art thou slain in him : l£ou dost consent 
In some large measure to thy father's death, 
In that thou seest thy wretched brother die, 

Who was the model of thy father's life. I 

Call it not patience, G-aunt, — it is despair: [ 

In suffering thus thy brother to be slaughtered. 
Thou show'st tiie naked pathway to thy life, 
Teaching stem murder how to butcher thee: 
That which in mean men we entitle patience. 
Is pale cold cowardice in noble breasts. 
What shall I say? to safeguard thine own life , 
The best way is to venge niy Gloster's death. 

Gaunt God's is the quttrei; for Grod's subslitute, 
His deputy anointed in Ms sight, 
Hath cf us'd his death: the which if wrongfully, 
Let heaven revenge; for I may never lift 
An angry arm against his minister. 

Ihich. Where, then, alas, may I complain myself? 

Gaunt, To dod , the widow's champion and defence. 

Dtich. Why,th6n,IwilL Farewell, old Gaunt; 
Thou go'st to Coventry, there to behold 
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Our counii Herefar4 and fell Mowbraj fi|^t? 
C, sit my husband's wrongs on Hereford's spear, 
That it may enter hatcher Mowbray's breast! 
Or, if misfortune miss the first career. 
Be Mowbray's sins so hearjr in his bosom, 
That ihey may break hi« foaming courser's back, 
And throw the rider headlong in the Ibts, 
A caitiff recreant to my eousin Hereford ! 
Farewell, old Gaunt: thy sometimes brother's wifs 
With her companion grief must end her life. 

Gaunt, Sister, farewell; I must to Coventry: 
As much good stay with thee as go with me! 

Duck. Yet one word more: — grief boundeth where 
it falls, 
Not with the empty hoUowness, but weight: 
I take my leave before I have begun; 
For sorrow ends not when it seemeth done. 
Commend me to my brother, Edx^und York. 
Lo , this is all: — nay, yet depart not so; 
Though this be all, do not so quickly go; 
I shall remember more. Bid lum — ah, what? — 
With all good speed at Flashy visit me. 
Alack, and what shall good old York there see, 
But empty lodgings and nnfurnish'd waUs , 
Unpeopled offices, untrodden stones? 
And what hear there for welcome, but my groans? 
Therefore commend me; let him not come there, 
To seek out sorrow that dwells every where. 
Desolate, desolate, will I hence and die: 
The last leave of thee takes my weeping eye. [Exeunt 

Sosn in. Oosford Orem^ near Coventry, 

Lists set-out J and a (krone; wiik Aitendants, Enter the Lord 

Marshal and Aumkelb. 

Mar. My Lord Aumecle , is Hany Hereford arm'd? 
Aum. Yea, at all pointa; and longs to enter in* 
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Mar. The Duke of Norfolk , sprightf ally and bold , 
Stays but the tummons of th' appellant's trumpet 

Aum, Why, then, the champions are prepar'd, and stay 
For nothing but his migesty's approach. 

Flourish of trumpets. Enter King Riokabd, who takes his seat 
on his throne; Gauht, Busht, Baoot, Gbbbh, and others, who 
take their places. A trumpet is sounded ^ and answered by another 
trumppt wUhin. Ihen enter Nobfolk m armour^ preceded by a 

Herald. 

K. Rich, Marshal, demand of yonder champion 
The cause of his arrival here in arms: 
Ask him his name ; and orderly proceed 
To swear him in the justice of his cause. 

Mar, In God's name and the king's, say who thou art, 
And why thou com'st thus knightly clad in arms; 
Against what man thou com'st, and what thy quarrel: 
Speak truly, on thy knighthood and thy oath; 
Aj9 so defend thee heaven and thy valour! 

Nor, My name is Thomas Mowbray, duke of Norfolk*, 
Who hither come engaged by my oath , — 
Which God defend a knight should violate! — 
Both to defend my loyalty and truth 
To €k>d, my king, and his succeeding issue. 
Against the Duke of Hereford that appeals me; 
And, by the grace of Gk>d and this mine arm , 
To prove him, in defending of myself, 
A traitor to my God, my king, and me: 
And as I truly fight, defend me heaven! 

Trumpet sounds. Enter BouHaBROEs m aifnotir, preceded by 

a Herald. 

K, Rich, Marshal, ask yonder knight in arms, 
Both who he is, and why he cometh hither 
Thus plated in habiliments of war; 
And formally, according to our law, 
Depose him in the justice of his cause*^ 
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Mar. What Ib thy name? and wherefore oom'ft thoa hither, 
Before King Richard in his royal lists? 
Against whom comest thou? and what*s thy quarrel? 
Speak like a true knight, so defend thee heaven t 

BoUng. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby, 
Am I; who ready here do stand in arms, 
To prove, by God*s grace and my body*s valour, 
In lists, on Thomas Mowbray, duke of Norfolk, 
That he*s a traitor, foul and dangerous, 
To GU>d of heaven, King Bichard, and to me: 
An4 as I truly fight, defend me heaven I 

Mar. On pain of death, no person be so bold 
Or daring-hardy as to touch the lists. 
Except the marshal and such officers 
Appointed to direct these £fur designs. 

Baling . ILoitd marshal, let me kiss my sovereign's hand , . 
And: bow my knee before his majesty: 
For Mowbray and myself are like two men 
That vow fk long and weary pilgrimage; 
Then let us take a ceremonious leave 
And loving farewell of our several friends. 

Mar. Th* appellant in all duty greets your highness , 
And craves to kiss your hand and tsJce his leave. 

K Rich. We Tidll descend and fold him in our arms. — 
Cousin of Hereford, as thy cause is right, 
So be thy fortune in this royal fight! 
Farewell, my blood; which if to-day thou shed. 
Lament we may, but not revenge thee dead. 

Bolmg. 0, let no noble eye pr(^iine a tear > 

For me, if I be gor'd with Mowbray's spear: 
As confident as is the falcon's flight 
Against a bird , do I with Mowbray fight. — 
[To Lord Marshall My loving lord, I take my leave of you; — 
Of you , my noble cousin , Lord Aumerie ; 
Not sick, although I have to do with death, 
But lusty, young, and chettrly drawing breath. — 
Lo, as at English feasts, so I regreet 
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Th6 daittlaecrt last, to make the end most sweet: 

[To Gaunt] thou, the earthly author of my blood, — 

Whose yonthfol spirit, In me regenerate, 

Doth with a twofold Tigonr lift me up 

To reach at vietorf above my head , — 

Add proof imto mine armour with thy prayers; 

And with thy blessings sted my lance's point. 

That it may eaiter Mowbray *s waxen coat, 

And furbish new the name of John o* Gaunt, 

Even in the lusty haviour of his son. 

Gaunt. God in thy good cause make tiiee prosperous! 
Be swift like lighting in the execution; 
And let thy blows , doubly redoubled , 
FaU like amazing thunder on the casque 
Of thy adverse pernicious enemy: 
Bouse up thy youthful blood , be valiant and live. 

Baling. Mine innocency «nd Saint George to thrive! 

Nor, However Gk)d or fortune cast my lot. 
There lives or dies, true to King ^chard's throne, 
A loyal, just, and upright gentleman: 
Never ^d captive with a freer heart 
Cast off his chains of bondage , and embrace 
His golden uneontroU'd enfranchisement, 
More thaa my dandng soul doth celebrate 
This feast of battle with mine adversary. — 
Most mighty liege, — and my companion peers, — 
Take from my moutb the wish of happy years: 
As gentle and as jocund as to jest 
GU> I to fight: truth hatii a quiet breast. 

K. Ridi. FareweU, my lord: securely I espy 
Yirtne with valour couched in thine eye. ^- 
Order the trial, mamhal, and begin. 
- - Mar. Hany of Hereford , Lancaster , and Derby, 
Beceive thy lance; and Qod defend Ae right! 

BoHng. Strong as a tower in hope, I ciy amen. 

Mar. [to-anOffieer] Go bear this lanoe to Thomas, didc« 
of Norfolk* 
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_ _ t 

Fbrst Bar. Hany of Hereford, Lancasteri and Derby, 
Stands here for God, bb soyereign, and himself, 
On pain to be found iahte and recreant, 
To prove the duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray^ 
A traitor to his GK>d, his king, and him; 
And dfixea him to set forward to the fight. 

Sec. Her. Here standethThomasMowbrajydnke of Norfolk, 
On pain to be foond false and recreant, 
Both to defend himself, and to approve 
Henry of Hereford, Luicaster, and Derby, 
To God, his sovereign, and to him disloyal; 
Courageously, and with a free desire, 
Attending but the signal to begin. 

jlfor. Sound, trumpets; and set forward, combatants. 

[A charge sounded. 
Stay, stay^ the king hath thrown his warder down. 

K. Rich. Let Ihem lay by their helmets and .their spears. 
And both return back to their chairs again; — 
Withdraw with us: — and let the trumpets sound 
While we return these dukes what we decree. ^- 

[A long flourish. 
Draw near, [To the Combatants. 

And Hst what with our council we have done. 
For that our kingdom's earth should not be soil'd 
With that dear blood which it hath fostered; 
And for our eyes do hate the dire aspect 
Of cruel wounds ploughed up with neighbours* swords; 
And for we think the eagie-wingM pride 
Of sky-aspiring and Ambitious thoughts, 
With rival-hating envy, set on you • 
To wake our peace , which in our country's cradle 
Draws the sweet infant breath of gentle sleep; 
Which so rous'd up with boisterous untun'd drums, 
With harsh-resounding trumpets' dreadful bray, 
And grating shock of wrathful iron arms, 
Might from our quiet confines fright fair peace. 
And make us wade even in our kindred's blood; — 

27* 
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Therefore we banish you our territories: — 

Yon, cousin Hereford , upon pain of life , 

Till twice five summers have enrich'd our fields 

Shall not segreet our fair dominions, 

But tread the stranger paths of banishment. 

Baling, Your will be done: this must my comfort be , —r 
That sun that warms you here shall shine on me ; 
And those his goldiBU beams to you here lent 
Shall point on me and gild my banishment. 

K, RicL Norfolk , ^r thee remains a heavier doom , 
Which I with some imwillingness pronounce: 
The fly-slow hours shall not determinate 
The dateless limit of thy dear exile j — 
The hopeless word of "never to return" 
Breathe I against thee , upon pain of life. 

Nor. A heavy sentence, my most sovereign liege, 
And all unlook'd-for from your highness* mouth : 
A dearer merit, not so deep a maim 
As to be cast forth in the common air, 
Have I deserved at your highness' hands. 
The language I have leam'd these forty years, 
My native English, now I must forgo: 
And now my tongue's use is to me no more 
Than an unstring^d viol or a harp ; 
Or like a cunning instrument cas'd up , 
Or, being open , put into his hands 
That knows no touch to tune the harmony: 
Within my mouth you have engaoFd my tongue , 
Doubly portcullis'd with my teeth and lips; 
And dull, unfeeling, barren ignorance 
Is made my gaoler to attend on me. 
I am too old to fawn upon a nurse. 
Too far in years to be a pupil now: 
What is tby sentence, then, but speechless death, 
Which robs my tongue from breatibing native breath? 

K, Rich. It boots thee not to be conipassionate: 
After our sentence plaining comes too late. 
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Nor. Then tbiis I turn me firom my coimtcy's light, 
To dwell in solemn shades of endless night. 

K Rkh. Betam again, and take an oath with je. 
Lay on our xoyal sword your banish'd hands; 
Swear by the duty that you owe to GU>d, — 
Our part therein we banish with yonrselTes, — 
To keep the oath that we administer: — 
You never shall — so help you truth and God ! — 
Embrace each oth^'s love in banishment; 
Nor never look upon each other's face; 
Nor never wxite, regreet, nor reconcile 
This louring tempest of your home-bred hate; 
Nor never by advised purpose meet 
To plot, contrive, or complot any ill 
'Ghihist us, our state, our subjects, or our land. 

BoUng, I swear. 

Nor. And I , to keep all this. 

Baling , Norfolk, so far as to mine enemy; — 
By this time, had tlie king permitted us. 
One of our souls had wander'd in the air, 
Banish'd this frail sepiilchre of our flesh. 
As now our flesh is banish'd from this land : 
Confess thy treasons, ere thou fly the realm; 
Since thou hast £ur to go, bear not along 
The clogging burden of a guilty soul. 

Nor. No , Bolingbroke: if ever I were traitor, 
My name be blotted from the book of life , 
And I from heaven banish'd, as from hence ! 
But what thou art, God, thou, and I do know; 
And aU too soon, I fear, the king shall rue. — 
Farewell, my liege. — Now no way can I stray: 
Save back to England , all the world's my way. [Exit 

K. Rich. Undo , even in the glasses of thhie eyes 
I see thy grievid heart: ^j sad aspect 
Hath from the number of Ms banish'd years 
Pluck'd four away. — [To Bolmg.] Six frozen winters spent, 
Betoin with welcome home from banishment. 



422 S3NG BICBABD IX. [K!TX. 

Bolmg. How long a . tone lies in one little wotd I 
Four lagging winters and four wanton springs 
End in a word: such is the breath of kings. 

Gaunt, I thank mj liege , that in regard of me 
He shortens four years of my son's exile: 
But little rantage shaU I reap thereby; 
For, ere the six years that he hath to spend 
Can change their moons and bring their times about. 
My oil-dried lamp and tune-bewasted b'ght 
Shall be extinct with age and endless night; 
My inch of taper will be burnt and done, 
And blindfold death not let me see my son. 

K. Rich, Why, imde , thou hast many years to live. 

Gaunt. But not a minute , king , that thou canst give: 
Shorten my days thou canst with sullen sorrow, 
And pluck nights from me, but not lend a morrow; 
Thou canst help time to fiirrow me with age , 
But stop no wrmkle in his pilgrimage ; 
Thy word is current with 1dm for my death, 
But dead, thy kingdom cannot buy my breath. 

K, Rich. Thy son is banish'd upon good advice, 
Whereto thy tongue a party-verdict gave: 
Why at our justice seem'st thou, then, to lour? 

Gaunt. Things sweet to taste prove in digestion sour. 
You urg'd me as a judge; but I had rather 
You would have bid me argue like a father. 
0, had it been a stranger, not my child, 
To smooth his fault I should have been more mild : 
A partial slander sought I to avoid, 
And in the sentence my own life destroy'd. 
Alas, I look'd when some of you should say, 
I was too strict to mal^e mine own away; 
But you gave leave to my unwilling tongue 
Against my will to do myself this wrong. 

K. Rich. Cousin, ftirewell ; — and, uncle , bid him so : 
Six yeam we banish him, and he shall go. 

[Hmuiik, EsBemU E^ Richard and Tram, 
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Aum. Cousin , farewell : wliat pretence moat not know , 
From where you do remain let paper show. 

Mar. My lord, no leave take I; for I will ridei 
As far as. }aad will let me , by your side. 

Gaxmt. 0, to what purpose dost thou hoard thy words, 
That thou retum*st no greeting to thy friends? 

Baling, I have too few to take my leave of you. 
When the tongue's office should be prodigal 
To breathe th' abundant dolour of the heart 

Gcnmt Thy grief is but thy absence for a time. 

Boling. Joy absent, grief is present for that time. 

Oaunt, What is six winters? they arej^uickly gone. 

Boling. To men in joy y but grief makes one hour ten. 

Gaunt. Call it a travel that tibou tak*st for pleasure. 

Boling. My heart will sigh when I miscall it so , 
Which finds it an enforce pilgrimage.. 

Gaunt. The sullen passage of thy wcfary steps 
Esteem as foil, wherein thou art to set 
The precious jewel of thy home-return. 

Boling. Nay, rather, every tedious stride I make 
Will but remember me what deal of world 
I wander £rom the jewels that I love. 
Must I not serve a long apprentioehood 
To foreign passages f and in the end, 
^aving my freedom , boast of nothing else 
But that I was a journeyman to grief? 

Gaunt. All places ^t the eye of heaven visits 
Are to a wise man ports and happy havens. 
Teacb thy necessity to reason thus; 
There is no virtue like necessity. 
Think not the king did banish thee , 
But thou the king: woe doth the heavier sit, 
Where it perceives it is but fSedntly borne. 
Qo say, I sent thee forth to purchase honour, 
And not, the king ezil'd thee; or suppose 
Devouring pestilence hangs in our air. 
And thou art flying to a fresher dime.: 
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Look , wbat thy soul holds dear , unagine it 

To lie that way thou go'st, not whence Ihou com^st? 

Suppose the singing-birds musicians , 

The grass whereon thou tread'st the presence strew'd, 

The flowers fair ladies, and thy steps no more 

Than a delightful measure or a dance; 

For gnarling sorrow hath less power to bite 

The man that mocks at it and sets it light. 

BoUng. , who can hold a Are in his hand 
By thinldng on the frosty Caucasus? 
Or doy the hungiy edge of appetite 
By bare imagination of a feast? 
Or wallow naked in December snow 
By thinking on fantastic summer *s heat? 
0| no! the apprehension of the good 
GKres but the greater feeling to the worse: 
Fell sorrow's tooth doth never rankle more 
Than when it bites, but lanceth not the sore. 

Gaunt. Come , come , my son^ I'll bring thee on thy way : 
Had I thy youth and cause , I would not stay. 

BoHng. Then, England's ground, farewell; sweet soil, 
adieu; 
My mother, and my nurse, that bears me yet! 
Where'er I wander , boast of this I can , — 
Though banish'd , y6t a true-born Fnglishman. [Exeimt, 

ScEBE IV. ITie court. 

Enter^ from one side ^ King BioHABOy Baoot, and Ghassii; 

from the other y Aumxblb. 

K, Rich. We did obserlre. — * Cousin Aumerle, 
How far brought you high Hereford on his way? 

Aum. 1 brought high Hereford , if you call him so , 
But to the next h%hway, and there I left him. 

K. Rich. And say, what store of parting tears were shed? 

Aum. Faith, none for me; except the north-east wind. 
Which then blew bitterly against our faces, 
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Awak'd the sleeping'rheum, and so by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with a tear. 

K. Rich. What said our cousin when 70U parted with him? 

Aum, "Farewell;" 
And, for my heart disdained that my tongue 
Should so profane the word, that taught me craft 
To counterfeit oppression of such grief, 
That words seem'd buried in my sorrow*s grare. 
Marry, would the word "farewell" have lengthen*d hours. 
And added years to his short banishment. 
He should have had a volume of "farewells;" 
But since it would not, he had none of me. 

EL Rich. He is our cousin, cousin; but 'tis doubt, 
When time shall call him home from banishment, 
Whether our kinsman come to see his friends. 
Ourself, and Bushy, Bagot here, and Green, 
Observed his courtship to tb| common people; 
How he did seem to dive into their hearts 
With humble and familiar courtesy; 
What reverence he did throw away on slaves; 
Wooing poor craftsmen with the craft of smilesi 
And patient onderbearing of his fortune, 
As 'twere to banish their affects with him. 
Off goes his bonnet to an oyster-wench; 
A brace of draymen bid Gk>d speed him well , 
And had the tribute of his supple knee, 
With "Thanks, my countrymen, my loving friends;'* 
As were our England in reversion his, 
And he our subjects* next degree in hope. 

Green. Well, he is gone; and with him go these thoughts. 
Now for the rebels which stand out in Ireland, — 
Expedient numage must be made, my liege. 
Ere further leisure yield them further means 
For their advantage and your highness' loss. 

JST. Rich. We will ourself in person to this war: 
And, for oar coflfonr, with too great a court 
And liberal laigessi are grown somewhat lightf 
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We are enforced to farm our royal realm; 

The revenue whereof shall funush us 

For our affiurs in hand. If that come short , 

Our substitutes at home shall have blank charters; 

Whereto, when they shall know what men are rich, 

They shall subscribe them for large sums of gold, \ 

And send them after to supply our wants; 

For we will make for Ireland presently. 

Enter Busht. 

Bushy, what news? 

Bu8hy, Old John of Gaimt is grierous sick , my lordy j 

Suddenly taken; and hath sent post-haste 
T* entreat your majesty to visit him. 

K Rich. Where lies he? 

Buski/. At Ely-house. 

K, Rich, Now put it, God, ix|lds physician's mind 
To help him to his grave immediRely ! 
The lining of his coffers shall make coacs 
To deck our soldiers for these Irish wars. — > 

Come, gentlemen, let's all go visit him: 
Pray GhSd we may make haste , and come too late I [Exeunt 



ACT XL 
ScsNB I. London. A room in 1^-house. 

Gattst an a couch; the Duke of York and others standing by him. 

Gaunt Will the king come, that I may breathe my last 
In wholesome counsel to his unstaid youth? 

York. Vex not yourself, nor strive not with your breath ; 
For all in vain comes counsel to his ear. 

Gaunt 0, but they say the tongues of dying men 
Enforce attention like deep harmony: 
Where words are scarce, tiiey're seldom spent in vain; 
For they breathe truth that breathe their words in pain. 
Hethatnomo^.mustsay islisten'dmor^ . . 
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Than they whom yonfh and ease hare tangfat to gloie^ 
More are men's ends mark'd than their lires before: 

The setting son, and mnsie at the dose , 
As the last taste of sweetsi, is sweetest last, 
Writ in remembrance more than things long pftit: 
Though Bichard my life's counsel would not hear, 
My death's sad tale may yet nndeaf his ear. 

York, No; it is stopp'd with other flattering aoonds, 
As, praises of his state: then there are found 
Lasciyious metres, to whose venom-sound 
The open ear of youth doth always listen; 
Seport of fashions in proud Italy, 
Whose manners still our tardy-apish nation 
Limps after in base imitation. 
Where doth the worid thrust forth a vanity, — 
So it be new, tiiere's no respect how rile, — 
That is not <piicldy bun'd into his ears? 
Then all too late comes counsel to be heard. 
Where will doth mutiny with wit's regard. 
Direct not him, whose way himself w^ choose; 
'Tis breath thou lack'st, and that breath wilt thou lose. 

Gaunt, Methinks I am a prophet new-inspir'd| 
And thus, expiring, do foretell of him: 
His rash fierce blaze of riot cannot last, 
For violent fires soon bum out themselves; 
Small showers last long, but sudden storms are short; 
He tires betimes that spurs too fast betimes; 
With eager feeding food doth choke the feeder: 
Light vanity, insatiate cormor an t, I 

Consuming means , soon preys upon itself. 

This royal throne of kings , this soepter'd isle, I 

This eiurth of majesty, tlos seat of Man, j 

This other Eden, demi-paradise; 
This fortress built by Nature for herself 
Against infectiOB and the hand of war; 
This happy breed of men, this little worid; 
This precious alone set in the sSrer seai 
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Which serves it in the office of a wall, 

Or as a moat defensive to a house j 

Against the envy of less happier lands; 

This blessed plot , this earth , this reabn , this England , 

This nurse , this teeming womb of rojal kings , 

Fear*d by l^eir breed, and famous by their birth, 

BenownM for their deeds as far from home , — 

For Christian service and true chivalxy, — 

As is the sepulchre, in stubborn Jewry, 

Of the world's ransom, blessed Mary's Son;. — 

This land of such dear souls , this dear dear land, 

Dear for her reputation through the world, 

Is now leas'd out --*• I die pronouncing it — 

Like to a tenement or pelting farm: 

England, boimd in with the triumphant sea, 

Whose rocky shore beats back the envious siege 

Of watery Neptune, 's now bound in with shame. 

With inky blots, and rotten parchment bonds: 

That England, lliat was wont to conquer others, 

Hath made a shameM conquest of itself. 

Ah, would the scandal vanish with my life. 

How happy then were my ensuing death I 

Enter King Riohabd and Queen, AumBBLft, Bushy, Gbeen, 
BjlOOt, Boss, €md WiuouoHBr. 

YotK The king is come: deal mildly with his youth; 
For young hot colts being rag*d do rage the more. 

Queen. How &res our noble unde , Lancaster? 

K, Rich. What comfort, man? how is't with agdd Gaunt? 

GaunU 0, how that name befits my composition! 
Old Gaunt, indeed; and gaunt in being old: 
Within me grief hatk kept a tedious £Ewt; 
And who abstains from meat, that is not gaunt? 
For sleeping England long tune have I watch'd; 
Watching breeds leanness, leanness is all gaimt: 
The pleasure that some feathers feed upon, 
Li my strict £EUit| — I aeani my diildrai*8 look0| 
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And therein fasting, hast thou made me gannt: 
Gaunt am I for the grave, gaunt as a grave, 
Whose hollow womb inherits naught but bones. 

K Rich, Can siek men plaj so nicely with their names? 

Gaunt No, misery makes sport to mock itself: 
Since thou dost seek to kiU my name in me , 
1 mock my name, great king, to flatter thee. 

K Rich, Should dying men flatter with those that live? 

Gaunt, No, no, men living flatter those that die. 

K. Rich, Thou, now a-dying, say*st thou flatter'st me. 

Gaunt. O, no! thou diest, though I the sicker be. 

K. Rich. I am in health, I breathe , and see thee ill. 

Gaunt. Now, He that made me knows I see thee ill; 
111 in myself to see, and in thee seeing ill. 
Thy death-bed is no lesser than thy l^d , 
Wherein thou liest in reputation sick ; 
And thou, too careless patient as thou art, 
Committ*st thy 'nointed body to the cure 
Of those physicians that flrst wounded thee : 
A thousand flatterers sit within thy crown. 
Whose compass is no bigger than thy head; 
And yet, incag^d in so small a verge , 
. The waste is no whit lesser than thy land. 
0, had thy grandsire , with a prophet's eye , 
Seen how his son's son should destroy his sons , 
From forth thy reach he would have laid thy shame j 
Deposing thee before thou wert possessed , 
Which art possess'd now to depose thyself. 
Why, cousin , wert thou regent of the world , 
It were a shame to let this land by lease; 
But for thy world enjoying but this land , 
Is it not more than shame to shame it so? 
Landlord of England art thou now, not king: 
Thy state of law is bond-slave to the law; 
And — 

K. Ridu And thou a lunatic lean-witted fbol. 
Presuming on an ague's privilege , 
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Daz^st with fhy froien admonition 

Make pale our cheek, chasing the royal blood 

With fiuy from his natiTe residence. 

Now, hj mj seat's right royal nu^esty, 

Wert then not broth^ to great Edward's son, 

This tongoe that runs so roundly in thy head 

Should ran thy head from thy uoreverent shoulders. 

Ckmni. 0, spare me not, my brother Edward's son, 
For that I was Ids frither Edward's son; — 
That blood already, like the pelican. 
Hast thou tapp'd out, and drunkenly carous'd: 
My brother Gloster, plain well-meaning sool, •» 
Whom fair be&l in heayen 'mongst happy souls! — - 
May be a precedent and witness good 
That thou respect'st not spilling Edward's blood: 
Join with the present sidmess that I have; 
And thy unkindness be like crookM age. 
To crop at once a, too-long wither'd flower. 
Liye in thy shame, but die not shame with thee! — 
These words hereafter thy tormentors be! — 
€k>nTey me to my bed, then to my grave: 
Lore tiiey to liTC that love and honour have. 

[ExU^ home auibjfhis AUmda$Us. 

K, Rich, And let tiiem die that age and snllens have) 
For both hast thou, and both become the grave. 

York. Beseech your majesfy, impute his words 
To wayward sickliness and age in him: 
He loves you, on my life, and holds you dear 
As Hany duke of Hereford, were he here. 

K Rich, Bight , you say true : as Hereford's love , so his ; 
As theirs, so mine; and all be as it is. 

Enter NosTsimBKBLAirD. 

North, My liege, old Oaunt commends him to your ma- 
jesty. 
KRich. What says he? 
North, Nay, nothiimf; all is 
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His tongue is now a sfaringleflB inBtmmeiift; 
Words, life, and all, old Lancaster hath spent 

York. Be York the next that must be bankrupt so! 
Though death be poor, it ends a mortal woe* 

K Rich. The ripest frut first Ms, and so doth he; 
His time is spent, our pilgrimage must be: 
So much for that — Now for our Irish wart: 
We must supplant those rough rug-headed kerns, 
Which lire like yenom, where no venom else, 
But onlj they, hath privilege to lire. 
And for tiiese great affiurs do ask some charge, 
Towards our assistance we do seise to us 
The plate, coin, revenues, and movables. 
Whereof our undo Gaont did stand possessed. 

York. How long shall I be patient? ah, how long 
Shall tender duty nutke me suffer wrong? 
Not Gloster's deaHi, nor Hereford's banishment, 
Not Gkkunt's rebukes, nor England's privi^ wrongs. 
Nor the prevention of poor Bolingbroke 
About his marriage, nor my own disgrace, 
Have ever made me sour my patient cheek, 
Or bend one wrinkle on my sovereign's face. 
I am the last of noble Edward's sons, 
Of whom thy &ther , Prince of Wales , was first: 
*In war was never lion rag'd more fierce. 
In peace was never gentle lamb luore mild, 
Than was that young and princely gentleman. 
His face thou hast, for even so look'd he, 
Accomplish'd with the number of thy hoars ; 
But when he frown'd, it was against the French, 
And not against his friends: hki noble hand 
Did win what he did spend, and spent not that 
Which his triumphant fiber's hand had won: 
His hands were gu3tf of no kindred's blood. 
But bloody with the enemies of his kin. 
Bichard! York is too far gone with grief, 
Or else he never would 4M>a|»are between. 
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K BidL Why, tmele , what* 8 fhe mfttter ? 

York. my liege, 

Pardoii me, if yoa please; if not, I , pleas'd 
Not to be pardon'd, am conteiit withali 

Seek yoa to eeise , and gripe into yonr hands , . ^ 

The ToyaltieB and rights of baoish'd Hereford ? 
Is not Gkuint dead? and doth not Hereford live? 
Was not Gkinnt jost? and is not Harry true? 
Did not the one deserre to hare an heir? 
Is not his heir a well-deserring son? 
Take Hereford's rights away, and take from time • 
His charters and his eostomary rights; *] 

Let not to-morrow, ihen, ensue to-day; j 

Be not thyself, — for how art thou a king 
But by Ms sequence and succession? 
Now, afore God, — Qod forbid I say tnial — 
If you do wrongMly seize Hereford's rights. 
Call in the letters^patents that he hath 
By his attorneys-general to sue 
His lively, and deny his offor'd homage, 
You pludc a thousand dangers on your head , 
You lose a thousand weil-^pos&d hearts. 
And prick my tender patience to those thoughts 
Whidi honour and allegiance cannot think. i 

K.Rich. Think what you will, we seise into our hands • 
His plate, his goods, his money, and his lands. i 

York, m not be by the while: my liege, farewell: 
What will ensue hereof, there's none can tell; 
But by bad courses may be understood 
That their events can never foil out good. \ExU, 

KRich. Go, Bushy, to the Earl of Wiltshire straight: 
Bid him repair to us to Ely-house 
To see this business. To-morrow next 
We will for Ireland; and 'tb time, I trow: 
And we create, in absence of ourself , 
Our uncle York lord governor of England; 
For he is just, and always lov*d vs well. «*^ 
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Come on, our queen: to-morrow must we part; 
Be merry, for our time of stay is short. [Flourish, Exeunt King, 

Queen, Aumerle, Bushy, Green, and BagoU 

Norths Well , lords , the Duke of Lancaster is dead. 

Ross, And living too; for now his son is duke. 

WiUo, Barely in tilie, not in revenue. 

North, Richly in both, if justice had her right. 

Ross. My heart is great; but it must break with silence, 
Ere 't be disburdened with a liberal tongue. 

North, Nay, speak thy mind; and let him ne'er speak more 
That speaks tiiy words again to do thee harm! 

WUlo, Tends that thou woiUdst speak to the Duke of 
Hereford? 
If it be so, out with it boldly, man; 
Quick is mine ear to hear of good towards him. 

Ross, No good at all, that I can do for him; 
Unless you caU it good to pity him , 
Bereft and gelded of his patrimony. 

North, Now, afore God, 'tis shame such wrongs are borne 
In him a royal prince and many more 
Of noble blood in this declining land. 
The kiag is not himself, but basely led 
By flatterers; and what they will inform. 
Merely in hate , 'gainst any of us all , 
Th&t will the king severely prosecute 
'Gainst us, our lives, our children, and our heirs. 

Ross, The commons hath he pill'd with grievous taxes , 
And lost their hearts: the nobles hath he fin'd 
For ancient quarrels, and quite lost their hearts. 

Willo, And daily new exactions are devis'd, — 
As blanks, benevolences, and I wot not what: 
But what, o' Gh>d's name, doth become of this? 

North. Wars have not wasted it, for warr'd he hath not. 
But basely yielded upon compromise 
That which his ancestors achiev'd with blows: 
More hath he spent in peace than they in wars. 

Ross, The £arl of Wiltshire hath the realm in farm. 

Shaltespeare. II, 28 
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WUlo. The king*8 grown bankrapt, Hke a broken man. 

North, Reproach and dissolution hangeth over him. 

Ross. He hath not money for these Irish wars, 
His burdenons taxations notwithstanding, 
ut by the robbing of the banish'd duke. 

North. His noble kinsman: — most degenerate king! 
But, lords, we hear thb fearM tempest sing , 
Yet seek no shelter to avoid the storm; 
We see the wind sit sore upon our sails. 
And yet we strike not, but securely perish. 

Ross. We see the veiy wreck that we must suffer; 
And unavoided is the danger now, -^ 

For suffering so the causes of our wreck. 

North. Not so; even through the hollow eyes of death 
I spy Hfe peering; but I dare not say 
How near the tid^gs of our comfort is. 

WUlo. Nay, let us share thy thoughts, as thou dost ours. 

Ross. Be confident to speak, Northumberland: 
We three are but thyself; and , speaking so , 
Thy words are but as thoughts; tiierefore, be bold. 

North. Then thus: — I have from Port le Blanc, a bay 
In Brittany, receiv'd intelligence 
That Harry Duke of Hereford, Benald Lord Cobham, 

t 

That late broke from the Duke of Exeter, 

His brother. Archbishop late of Canterbury, 

Sir Thomas Erpingham, Sir John Bamston, 

Sir John Norbery, Sir Robert Waterton, and Francis Quoint, — 

All these well fornish'd by the Duke of Bretagne , 

With eight tall ships, three thousand men of war, 

Are making hither with all due expedience , 

And shortly mean to touch our noiiliem shore: 

Perhaps they had ere this, but that they stay 

The first departing of the king for Ireland. 

If, then, we shall shake off our slavish yoke, 

t Here « line has evidently dropt out; and Malone introdaeed within 
brackets ** The son of Richard Earl of Arnndel.** — 
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Imp out our drooping country's broken wing, 
Redeem from broking pawn the blemished crown, 
Wipe off the dust that hides our sceptre's gilt, 
And make high majesty look like itself, 
Away with me in post to Ravenspurg; 
But if you faint ^ as fearing to do so , 
Stay and be secret, and myself will go. 

Ross, To horse, to horse! urge doubts to them that fear. 

Willo. Uoid out my horse, and I will first be there. 

[Exeunt. 

ScBNB II. 2^ same. A room in ike p€Uace, 

Enter Queen, Bushy, and Baoot. 

Bushy, Madam, your majesty is too much sad: 
You promised, when you parted with the king. 
To lay aside life-harming heaviness. 
And eotertain a cheerful disposition. 

Qiteen, To please the king, 1 did; to please myself, 
I cannot do it; yet 1 know no cause 
Why 1 should welcome such a guest as grief. 
Save bidding farewell to so sweet a ^uest 
Ab my sweet Kichard: yet, again, methinks 
Some unborn sorrow, ripe in fortune's womb , 
Is coming towards me; and my inward soul 
With nothing trembles: at something it grieves, 
More than with parting from my lord the king. 

Bushy, Each substance of a grief hath twenty shadows, 
Which show like grief itself, but are not so; 
For sorrow's eye, glazed with blinding tears. 
Divides one thing entire to many objects; 
Like pdrspectives , which rightly gaz'd upon. 
Show nothing but confusion, — ey'd awry, 
Distinguish form: so your sweet majesty. 
Looking awry upon your lord's departure , 
Finds shapes of grief, more than himself, to wail; 
Which, look'd on as it is, is naught but shadows 
Of what it is not. Then , thrice-gradous queen , 

28» 
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More than your lord's departure weep not, — more's not seen ; 
Or if it be , 'tis with false sorrow's eye , 
Which for things true weeps things imaginary. 

Q^een, It may be so ; but yet my inward soul 
Persuades me it is otherwise: howe'er it be, 
I cannot but be sad; so heayy sad. 
As, — though, in thinking, on no thought I think, — 
Makes me with heavy nothing faint and shrink. 

Bushy. 'Tis nothing but conceit, my gracious lady. 

Queen, 'Tis nothing less: conceit is still deriv'd 
From some forefather grief; mine is not so, 

For nothing hath begot my something grief; %] 

Or something hath the nothing that I grieve : 
'Tis in reversion that I do possess; 
But what it is , that is not yet known; what 
I cannot name; 'tis nameless woe , I wot. 

Enter Gbeen. 

Green, God save your majesty I — and well met, gentle- 
men: — 
I hope the king is not yet shipp'd for Ireland. 

Queen. Why hop'st thou so? 'tis better hope he is; 
For his designs crave haste , his haste good hope : 
Then wherefore dost thou hope he is not shipp'd? 

Green. That he, our hope, might have retir'd his power, , 

And driven into despair an enemy's hope , 
Who strongly hath set footing in this land: 
The banish'd Bolingbroke repeals himself, 
And with uplifted arms is safe arriv'd 
At Bavenspurg. 

Queen, Now God in heaven forbid! 

Green. Ah madam , 'tis too true : and that is worse , 
The Lord Northumberland, his son young Henry Percy, 
The Lords of Boss, Beaumond, and Willoughby, 
With all their powerful fiiends, are fled to him. I 

Bushy. Why have you not proclaim'd Northumberland , 

And all the rest of the revolted faction, 
Traitors? 
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Green, We have: whereupon the Earl of Worcester 
Hath broke his staff, resign'd his stewardship, 
And all the household servants fled with him 
To Bolingbroke. 

Queen, So , Green , thou art the midwife to my woe , 
And Bolingbroke my sorrow's dispial heir: 
Now hath my soul brought forth her prodigy; 
And I, a gasping new-deliyer'd mother, 
Haye woe to woe, sorrow to sorrow join'd. 

B-ashy, Despair not, madam. 

Queen. Who shall hinder me? 

I will despair, and be at enmity 
With cozening hope, — he is a flatteftr, 
A parasite, a keeper-back of death. 
Who gently would dissolve the bands of life. 
Which 6dse hope lingers in extremity. 

Green, Here comes the Duke of York. 

Queen, With signs of war about his ag^d neck: 
0, full of careful business are his looks! 

Enter Yobx. 
Undo, for God's sake, speak comfortable words. 

York, Should I do so, I should belie my thoughts: 
Comfort's in heayen; and we are on the earth. 
Where nothing lives but crosses, care, and grief. 
Your husband, he is gone to save far off. 
Whilst others come to make him lose at home: 
Here am I left to underprop his land. 
Who, weak with age, cannot support myself: 
Now comes the sick hour that his surfeit made; 
Now shall he try his fiiends that flatter'd him. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. My lord, your son was gone before I came. 

York, He was? — Why, so! — go all which way it will! — 
The nobles they are fled, the comnuuis cold. 
And will, I fear, revolt on Hereford's side. — 
Surah, 
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Get thee to Plashy, to my sister Gloster; 

Bid her send me presently a thousand pound: — 

Hold, take my ring. 

Serv. My lord , I had forgot to tell your lordship , 
To-day, as I came by, I called there; — 
But I shall grieve you to report the rest. 

York. What is it , knave ? 

Serv. Anhour before I came, the duchess died. 

York. God for his mercy I what a tide of woes 
Comes rushing on this woful land at once! 
I know not what to do: — I would to Gk)d, — 
So my untruth had not provok*d him to it, — 
The king had cut off nly head with my brother's. ~ 
What, are there posts dispatched for Ireland? — 
How shall we do for money for these wars? — 
Come, sbter, — cousin, I'd say, — pray, pardon me. — 
[To the Servant] Gk>, fellow, get thee home, provide some carts, 
And bring away the armour that is there. [Exit Servant. 

Gentlemen, will you go muster men? If I 
Know how or which way t' order these affairs , 
Thus thrust disorderly into my hands. 
Never believe me. Both are my kinsmen: — 
Th' one is my sovereign, whom both my oath 
And duty bids defend; tii' other, again, 
Is my near kinsman, whom the king hath wrong'd. 
Whom conscience and my kindred bids to right. 
Well, somewhat we must do. — Come, cousin. 111 
Dispose of you. — Gentlemen, go muster up your men, 
And meet me presently at Berkley-castle. 
I should to Plashy too ; — 
But time wiU not permit: — all is uneven. 
And every thing is left at six and seven. 

[Exeunt York and Queen. 

Bushy. The wind sits fair for news to go to Ireland , 
But none retumei. For us to levy power 
Proportionable to the enemy 
Is aJl onpoBsible. 
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Green. Besides, oar nearness to the king in love 
Is near the hate of tiiose love not the king. 

BagoU And that's the wavering commons: for their love 
Lies in their purses; and whoso empties them, 
By so much fills their hearts with deadly hate. 

Bushy. Wherein the king stands generally condemn*d. 

Bagot. If judgment lie in them, tiben so do we, 
Because we ever have been near the king. 

Green, Well, 
I will for refuge straight to Bristol-castle: 
The Earl of Wiltshire is already there. 

Bushy, Thither will I with you; for little office 
The hateful commons will perform for us , 
Except like curs to tear us all to pieces. — 
Will you go along with us? 

Bagot. No; 
I wiU to Ireland to his majesty. 
Farewell: if heart's presages be not vain. 
We three here part that ne'er shall meet again. 

Bushy, That's as York thrives to beat back Bolingbroke. 

Green, Alas, poor duke! the task he tmdertakes 
Is numbering sands, and drinking oceans dry: 
Where one on his side fights, thousands will fly. 

Bagot, Farewell at once, — for once, for all, and ever. 

Bushy. Well, we may meet again. 

Bagot. I fear me, never. 

f \ExeunU 

SoBNX in. Tine wilds in Glostershbre. 

Enter Bounobbokb and NobthumbsblasDi vnth Forces, 

BoUng, How far is it, my lord, to Berkley now? 

North. Believe me, noble lord, 
I am a stranger here in Glostershire: 
These high wild hiUs and rough uneven ways 
Draw out our miles, and make them wearisome; 
And yet your fair discourse hath been as sugar, 
Making the hard way sweet and delectable. 
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But I bethink me what a weary way 

From Bayensporg to Cotswold will be fotmd 

In Bobs and Willoughby, wanting your company^ 

Which, I protest, hath very much beguil'd 

The tediousness and process of my travel : 

But theirs is sweetened with the hope to hare 

The present benefit which I possess; 

And hope to joy is little less in joy 

Than hope enjoy'd: by this the weary lords 

Shall mak» their way seem short; as mine hath done ' 

By sight of what I have, your noble company. 

Boling, Of much less value is my company j 

Than your good words. — But who comes here? 1 

North. It is my son, young Harry Percy, 
Sent from my broliier Worcester, whencesoet^. 

Enter Pbbgy. 

Harry, how fares your unde? 

Percy, I had thought, my lord, t' hare leam'd his health 

of you. i 

North. Why, is he not with the queen? 

Percy. No, my good lord; he hath forsook the court, 
Broken his staff of office , and dispersed 
The household of the king. 

North. What was his reason? 

He was not so resolv'd when last we spake together. 

Pere^. Because your lordship was proclaimM traitor. 
But he, my lord, is gone to Ravenspurg, 
To offer service to the Duke of Hereford; 
And sent me o'er by Berkley, to discover 
What power the Duke of York had levied there; 
Then with direction to repair to Bavenspurg. 

North. Have you forgot the Duke of Hereford , boy? 

Percy. No , my good lord ; for that is not forgot 
Which ne'er I did temember : to my knowledge , 
I never in my life did look onliim. 

North. Then learn to know him nOW; thk is the dukie 
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Percy, Mj gracious lord , I tender 70a my Benlca , 
Such as it is, being tender, raw, and ycnmg; 
Which elder days shall ripen, and confirm 
To more approT^d senrioe and desert 

Bolmg. I thank thee, gentle Percy; and be sore 
I count myself in nothing else so happy 
As in a soul remembering my good friends; 
And, as my fortune ripens with thy love, 
It shall be stUl thy true love's recompense: 
My heart this ooyenant makes , my lumd thus sealt it 

North. How far is it to Berkley? and what stir 
Keeps good old York there with hu men of war? 

Percy. There stands the castle , by yond tufb of trees , 
Manned with three hundred men, as I have heard; 
And in it are the Lords of York, Berkley, and Seymour, — 
None else of name and noble estimate. 

North, Here come the Lords of Boss and Wilioughby, 
Bloody with spurring, fiery-red with haste. 

Enter Boss and WiLLotroHBY. 

Boling. Welcome , my lords. I wot your love pursues 
A banish'd traitor: all my treasury 
Is yet but unfelt thanks, which, more enrlch'd, 
Shall be your love and labour*s recompense. 

Ross, Your presence makes us rich, most noble lord. 

WUlo. And far surmounts our labour to attain it. 

Bolmg. Evermore thanks, th' exchequer of. the poor; 
Which, till my infant fortune comes to years, 
Stands for my bounty. — But who is't comes here? 

North. It is my Lord of Berkley, as I guess. 

Enter BxEKLsr. 

Berk, My Lord of Hereford , my message is to you. 

BoUng. My lord, my answer is — <<to Lancaster; " 
And I am come to seek that name in England; 
And I must find tbat title in your tongue. 
Before I make reply to aught you say. 

Berk. Mistake me not, my lord ; 'tis not my meaning 
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To raze one title of your honour out: — 

To you, my lord, I come, — what lord you will, — 

From the most gradous regent of this land. 

The Duke of York, to know what pricks you on 

To take adrantage of the absent time. 

And Mght our native peace with self-bom arms. 

BoUng. I shall not need transport my words by you; 
Here comes his grace in person. 

« Enter Yobx attended. 

My noble uncle! [Kneels, 

York, Show me thy humble heart, and not thy knee , j 

Whose duty is deceivable and fabe. | 

Baling, My gracious uncle! — i 

York. Tut, tut! 
Grace me no grace , nor uncle me no uncle : 
I am no traitor's uncle; and that word ^' grace*' 
In an ungracious mouth is but profane. 
Why have those banish'd and forbidden legs 
Dar*d once to touch a dust of England's ground? 
But, then, more why, — why have they dar'd to march 
So many miles upon her peaceful bosom, | 

Frighting her pale-fac'd villages with war 
And ostentation of despised arms? 
Com'st thou because th* anointed king is hence? 
Why, foolish boy, the king is left behind. 
And in my loyal bosom lies his power. 
Were I but now the lord of such hot youth 
As when brave Gaunt thy father, and myself, 
Rescu'd the Black Prince, that young Mars of men, 
From forth the ranks of many thousand French, 
0, then, how quickly should this arm of mine, 
Now prisoner to the palsy, duUtise thee, 
And minister correction to thy fault! 

Boling, My gracious unde, let me know my fiaolft; 
In what condition stands it and wherein? 

York, Even in conditton of the worst degree, -* 
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In gross rebellion and detested treason: 
Thou art a banish'd man; and here art come 
Before the expiration of l^y time, 
In braving arms against thy sovereign. 

BoHng, As I was banifih'd , I was banish*d Hereford; 
But as I come, I come for Lancaster. 
And, noble uncle, I beseech your grace 
Look on my wrongs with an indifferent eye: 
You are my father, for methinks in you 
I see old Gaunt aHve; 0, then, my father. 
Will you permit that I shall stand condemn'd 
A wandering vagabond; my rights and royalties 
Plucked from my arms perforce, and given away 
To upstart untluifts? Wherefore was I bom? 
If that my cousin king be King of England, 
It must be granted I am Duke of Lancaster. 
You have a son, Aumerle, my noble kinsman; 
Had you first died, and he been thus trod down, 
He should have found his uncle Gaunt a father, 
To rouse his wrongs, and chase them to the bay. 
I am denied to sue my liveiy here. 
And yet my letters-patents give me leave: 
My Other's goods are all distrain*d and sold; 
And these and all are all amiss employed. 
What would you have me do V I am a subject , 
And challenge law: attorneys are denied me; 
And therefore personally I lay my claim 
To my inheritance of free descent. 

North, The noble duke hath been too much abus'd. 

Ross. It stands your grace upon to do him right 

Willo. Base men by his endowments are made great. 

York, My lords of England , let me tell yon this : — 
I have had feeling of my oomdn's wrongs. 
And laboured all I could to do him right; 
But in this kind to come, in braving arms, 
Be his own carver, and cut out his way. 
To find out right with wrong, — it may not be; 
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And 7<m that do abet him in this kind 
Chemh rebellion and are rebels alL 

North. The noble duke hath sworn his coming is 
But for his own; and for the right of that 
We an hare strongly sworn to gire him aid; 
And let him ne'er see joy that breaks that oathl 

York. Well, well, I see the issue of these aims; — 
I cannot mend it, I must needs confess, 
Because my power is weak and all ill left: 
But if I could, by him that gaye me life, 
I would attach yon all, and make you stoop 
Unto the sovereign mercy of the king; 
But since I cannot, be it known to you 
I do remain as neuter. So , fare you well; ~ 
Unless you please to enter in the castle , 
And there repose yon for this night. 

Bolmg. An offer, uncle, that we will accept: 
But we must win your grace to go with us 
To Bristol-castle, which they say is held 
By Bushy, Bagot, and their complices, 
The caterpillars of the commonwealth. 
Which I haye sworn to weed and pluck away. 

York. *T may be 111 go with you: — but yet I'll pause ; 
For I am loth to break our country's laws. 
Nor Mends nor foes , to me welcome you are : 
Things past redress are now with me past care. [ExeunL 

SoKNB lY. A camp in Wales, 

Bnier SAusBUBr and a CSaptain. 

Cap, My Lord of Salisbury, we haye stay'd ten days, 
And hardly kept our countrymen together. 
And yet we hear no tidings from the king; 
Therefore we will disperse ourselves: fSurewell. 

SaL Stay yet another day, thou trusty Welshman : 
The king reposeth all his confidence in thee. 

Cc^ 'Tistiioughttiie king is dead; we will not stay . 



5 
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The bay-trees in our countiy all are withered, 

And meteors fright the fiz^d stars of heaven; 

The pale-fac'd moon looks bloody on the earth, 

And lean-look*d prophets whisper fearful change; 

Bich men look sad, and ruffians dance and leap , — 

The one in fear to lose what they enjoy. 

The other to e^joy by rage and war: 

These signs forerun the death or fall of kings. — 

Farewell: our countiymen are gone and fled, 

As-well assur'd Richard their king is dead. [Exit 

Sal. Ah , Richard , with the eyes of heavy mind , 
I see thy glory, like a shooting star , 
Fall to the base earth from the firmament! 
Thy sun sets weeping in the lowly west, 
Witnessing storms to come, woe, and unrest: 
Thy friends are fled, to wait upon thy foes 
And crossly to thy good all fortune goes. [Exit. 



ACT III. 
ScBMB I. BoLnrasROKB's camp at Bristol. 

Enter BoLnxaBBOKB, York, Nobthdiibbbi.and , Percy, 

WiLLouoHBY, Ross: Officers behind ^ with Bushy 

and GbLBBN , prisoners. 

Boling. Bring forth these men. — 
Bushy and Green, I will not vex your souls — 
Since presently your souls must part your bodies — 
With too much urging your pernicious lives. 
For 'twere no charity; yet, to wash your blood 
From off my hands, here, in the view of men, 
I will unfold some causes of your deaths. 
You have misled a pnnce, a royal king, 
A happy gentleman in blood and lineaments. 
By you unhappied and disfigured clean: 
You have in manner with your sinful hours 
Made a diyorce betwixt his queen and him; 
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Broke the possession of a royal bed , 

And stain'd the beauty of a fair queen's cheeks 

With tears drawn from her eyes by your foul wrongs. 

Myself, — a prince by fortune of my birth , 

Near to the king in blood , and near in love 

Till you did make him misinterpret me , — 

Have stoop'd my neck under your injuries, 

And sigh'd my English breath in foreign clouds, 

Eating the bitter bread of banishment; 

Whilst you have fed upon my signories, 

Dispark'd my parks, and fell'd my forest- woods. 

Prom my own windows torn my household coat, J 

Baz'd out my imprese, leaving me no sign, ] 

Save men's opinions and my living blood. 

To show the world I am a gentleman. 

This and much more, much more than twice all this, 

Condemns you to the death. — See them deliver'd over 

To execution and the hand of death. 

Bushy, More welcome is the stroke of death to me * 

Than Bolingbroke to England. — Lords, farewell. , 

Green, My comfort is, that heaven will take our souls ^ 
And plague injustice with the pains of hell. 

Boling, My Lord Northumberland, see them dispatcb'd. 

[Exeunt Northumberland and others^ toiih the 
prisoners, ' 
Unde, you say the queen is at your house; 
For God's sake, fairly let her be entreated: 
Tell her I send to her my kind commends; 
Take special care my greetings be deliver'd. 

York, A gentleman of mine I have dispatch'd 
With letters of your love to her at large. 

Boling. Thanks, gentle uncle. — Come, my lords, away, 
To fight with Glendower and his complices: 
Awhile to work, and after holiday. 

[Exeunt, 
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SoBNB n. The coeut of Wcda. A catUe in ffiew. 

Flourish^ drums and trumpets. Enter Eang Richabd, the Bishop 
of Carlisle, Aumbrlb , and Soldiei's^ with colours, 

K. Rich. Barkloughly-castle call they this at hand? 

Aum. Yea, my good lord. How brooks your grace the air, 
After late tossing on the breaking seas? 

K. Rich. Needs must I like it well: I weep for joy 
To stand upon my kingdom once again. — 
Dear earth, 1 do salute thee with my hand. 
Though rebels wound thee with their horses' hooiis: 
As a long-parted mother with her child 
Plays fondly with her tears and smiles in meeting. 
So, weeping-smiling, greet I thee, my earth, 
And do thee favour with my royal hands. 
Feed not thy sovereign's foe, my gentle earth. 
Nor with thy sweets comfort his ravenous sense; 
But let thy spiders, that suck up thy venom, 
And heavy-gaited toads , lie in their way. 
Doing annoyance to the treacherous feet 
Which with usurping steps do trample thee: 
Yield stinging-nettles to mine enemies; 
And when they from thy bosom pluck a flower. 
Guard it, I pray thee, with a lurking adder. 
Whose double tongue may with a mortal touch 
Throw death upon thy sovereign's enemies. — 
Mock not my senseless conjuration, lords: 
This earth shall have a feeling, and these stones 
Prove arm^d soldiers, ere her native king 
Shall falter under foul rebellion's arms. 

Car. Fear not, my lord: that Power that made you king 
Hath power to keep you king in spite of all. 
The means that heaven yields must be embrac'd, 
And not neglected; else, if heaven would, 
And we will not, heaven's offer we refuse, 
The profEer'd means of succour and redress. 

Aum. He means , my lord , that we are too remits; 
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Whilst Bolingbroke, through our eeeuritj, 

Grows strong and great in substance and in friends. 

K* Rich. Discomfortable cousin! know*st thou not 
That when the searching eye of heayen is hid 
Behind the globe, that lights the lower world, 
Tlien thieves and robbers range abroad unseen, 
In murders and in outrage, boldly here; 
But when, from under this terrestrial ball. 
He fires the proud tops of the eastern pines, 
And darts his light through every guilty hole , 
Then murders, treasons, and detested sins. 

The cloak of night being plaek*d from off tiieir backs, '■^ 

Stand bare and naked, trembling at themselves? | 

So when this thief, this traitor , Bolingbroke , — 
Who all this while hath reveU'd in the night. 
Whilst we were wandering with th* Antipodes, — 
Shall see us rising in our throne, the east. 
His treasons will sit blushing in his face. 
Not able to endure the sight of day. 
But self-affiighted tremble at lus sin. 
Not aU the water in the rough-^rude sea 
Can wash the balm from an anointed king; 
The breath of worldly men eannot depose 
The deputy elected by the Lord: 
For every man that Bolingbroke hath pressed 
To lift shrewd steel against our golden crown, 
God for his Richard hath in heavenly pay 
A glorious angel: then, if angels fight. 
Weak men must fall; for heaven still guards the right. 

Enter Sausbubt. 

Welcome , my lord: how far off lies your power? . 

Sal, Nor near nor farther off, my gracious lord , 
Than this weak arm: discomfort guides my tongue^ 
And bids me speak of nothing but despair. 
One day too late, I fear, my noble lord, 
Hath clouded all thy happy days on earth: 
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0, call back yesterday, bid time return,. 

And thou shalt have twelve thousand fighting menl 

To-day, to-day, unhappy day, too late , 

Overthrows thy joys, fdends, fortune, and thy state) 

For aU the Welshmen, hearing thou wert dead| 

Are gone to Bolingbroke, dispers'd, and fled» 

Aum. Comfort, my liege: why looks your grace so pale? 

K. Rich, But now the blood of twenty thousand men 
Did triumph in my face, and they are fled; 
And, till so much blood thither come agen, 
Have I not reason to look pale and dead? 
All souls that will be safe, fly from my side; 
For time hath set a blot upon my pride. 

Aum, Comfort, my liege; remember who you are. 

K. Rich. I had forgot myself: am I not king? 
Awake, thou sluggard majesty! thou sleepest. 
Is not the king's name forty thousand names? 
Arm, arm, my name! a puny subject strikes 
At thy great glory. — Look not to the ground , 
Ye favourites of a king: are we not high? 
High be our thoughts: I know my uncle York 
Hath power enough to serve our turn* — But who oomes here? 

Enter Soboop. 

Scroop. More health and happiness betide my liege 
Than can my care-tun*d tongue deliver him! 

K. Rich. Mine ear is open and my heart prepar'd : 
The worst is worldly loss thou canst unfold. 
Say, is my kingdom lost? why, 'twas my care; 
And what loss is it to be rid of care? 
Strives Bolingbroke to be as great as we? 
Greater he shall not.be; if he serve God, 
We'll serve Him too, and be his fellow so: 
Bevolt our subjects? that we cannot mend; 
They break their faith to God as well as us: 
Cry woe, destruction, ruin, loss, decay; 
The worst is death, and death will have his day. 

ISfuiksapeart. IL 29 
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Scroop, Glad am I that yotir highness is so arxn*d 
To bear the tidings of calamity. 
Like an unseasonable stormy day, 
Which makes the silver riyers drown their shores , 
As if the world were all dissolved to tears; j 

So high above his limits swells the rage 
Of Bolingbroke , covering your fearfiil land 
With hard bright steel, and hearts harder than steel. 
White-beards have arm*d their thin and hairless scalps x 
Against thy majesty; boys with women's voices 
Strive td speak big , and clap their female joints . 

In stifP unwieldy arms against thy crown; "^j 

Thy very beadsmen learn to bend their bows | 

Of double-fatal yew against thy state ; 
Tea, distaff- women manage rusty bills 
Against thy seat: both young and old rebel, 
And all goes worse than I have power to tell. 

K. Rich, Too well , too well thou tell'st a tale so ill. 
Where is the Earl of Wiltshire? where is Bagot? 
What is become of Bushy? where is Green? 
That they have let the dangerous enemy 
Measure our confines with such peacefid steps? 
If we prevail, their heads shall pay for it: 
I warrant they've made peace with Bolingbroke: 

Scroop. Peace have they made with him, indeed, my lord. 

K. Rich, villains, vipers, danm'd without redemption! 
Dogs , easily won to fawn on any man I 
Snakes, in my heart-blood warm'd, that sting my heart! 
Three Judases, each one thrice worse than Judas! 
Would they make peace? terrible hell make war 
Upon their spotted souls for this ofPence I 

Scroop. Sweet love , I see , changing his property, 
Turns to the sourest and most deadly hate : — 
Again uncurse their souls; their peace is made 
With heads, and not with hands: those whom you curse 
Have felt the worst of death's destroying woimd, 
And lie fdU loyr, grav'd in the hollow ground. 
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Aim. J» Boflhy, Green , and th' Earl of Wfltflhire dead? 

Scroop. Yea , all of them at Bristol lost their heads. 

Aum. Where is the duke mj father with his power? 

K Rich, No matter where; — of comfort no man speak : 
Let's talk of graves , of worms, and epitaphs; 
Make dust our paper, and with rainy ejes 
Write sorrow on tibe bosom of the earth. 
Let's choose executors, and talk of wills: 
And yet not so, — for what can we bequeath, 
Saye our depos^ bodies to the ground? 
Our lands , our lives , and all are Bolingbroke's , 
And nothing can we call our own but death, 
And that small model of the barren earth 
Which serves as paste and cover to our bones. 
For God's sake , let us sit upon the ground , 
And tell sad stories of the death of kings: — 
How some have been depos'd; some slain in war; 
Some haunted by the ghosts they have depos'd; 
Some poison'd by their wives; some sleeping kill'd; 
All murder'd: — for within the hollow crown 
That roimds the mortal temples of a king 
Keeps Death his court; and there the antic sits, 
ScoMng his state, and grinning at his pomp; 
Allowing him a breath, a little scene, 
To monarchize, be fear'd, and kill with looks; 
Infusing him with self and vain conceit, — 
As if this flesh, which walls-about our Ufe, 
Were brass impregnable; and humour'd thus, 
Gomes at the last, and with a little pin 
Bores through his castle- wall, and — farewell king! 
Cover your heads, and mock not flesh and blood 
With solemn reverence; throw away respect, 
Tradition, form, and ceremonious duty; 
For you have but mistook me all this while: 
I live with bread like you, feel want, taste grief. 
Need friends: — subjected thus, 
How can you say to me, I am a king? 

39* 
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Cat. lAj lord , wise men ne'er wail l&eir present woes, 
fittt preeentij prevent the ways to wail. 
To fear the foe, since fear oppresseth strength , 
Giyes , in your weakness , strengtli nnto your foe , 
And so your follies fight against yourself. , 

Fear, and be slain; no worse can come to fight: 
And fight and die is death destroying death; 
Where fearing dying pays death servile breath. 

Aum. My father halh a power; inquire of him; 
And learn to make a body of a limb. 

K Rich, Thou chid'st me well: — proud Boliugbroke, 

I come '^^ 

To change blows with thee for our day of .doom. j 

This ague-fit of fear is over^blown; 
An easy task it is to win our own. — 
Say, Scroop, where lies our unole with his power? 
Speak sweedy, man, although thy looks be sour. 

Scroop. Men judge by the complexion of the sky 

The state and inclination of the day; * 

So may you by my duU and heavy eye 

My tongue hath but a heavier tale to say. 
I play the torturer, by small and small 
To lengthen out the worst that must be spoken: — 
Your uncle York is join*d with Bolingbroke; 
And aU your northern castles yielded up, 
And all your southern gentlemen in arms 
Upon his party. 

K. Rich, Thou hast said enough. — 
[To Aumerle] Beshrew thee, cousin, which didst lead me forth 
Of that sweet way I was in to despair! 
What say you now? what comfort have we now? 
By heaven, I'll hate him everlastingly 
That bids me be of comfort any more. 
Gk> to Flint-castle: there I'll pine away; 
A king, woe's slave ,' shall kingly woe obey. 
That power I have , discharge ; and let them go 
To ear the land that hath some hope to grow, 
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For I have none: — let no man speak again 
To alter this, for counsel is but vain. 

Aum. Mj liege , one word. 

K, Rich, He does me donble wrong 

That wounds me with the flatteries of his tongue. 
Discharge my followers : let them hence awaj, 
From Bichard's night to Bolingbroke*s fair day. [Exeunt. 

ScBNB III. Wales, Before FUnt-castle. 

Enter f toUhdrum and colours ^ Bouhobboke and forces ^ Yosk, 

NoBTHuiiBEsi«Aia>, ond others. 

Boling. So that by this intelligence we learn 
The Welshmen are dispers'd; and Salisbury 
Is gone to meet the king, who lately landed 
With some few private Mends upon this coast 

North. The news is veiy fair and good, my loifd: 
Richard not far from hence hath hid his head. 

. York. It would beseem ihe Lord Northumberland 
To say "King Kichard:" — alack the heavy day 
When such a sacred king should hide his head! 

North. Your grace mistakes me; only to be brief, 
Left I his title out. 

York. The time hath been, 

Would you have been so brief with him, he would 
Have been so brief with you, to shorten you, 
For taking so the head, your whole head's length. 

Boling. Mistake not, uncle, further thui you should. 

York. Take not, good cousin, further than you should, 
Lest you mistake: the heavens are o*er our heads. 

Boling. I know it, uncle; and I not oppose 
Myself against their will. — But who comes here? 

Enter Pbbct. 

Welcome, Harry: what, will not this castle yield? 
Percy. The castle royally is manned, my lord. 
Against thy entrance. 
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Bolmg. Eoyally! 
Why, it contains no king? 

Percy, Yes, my good lord, 

It doth contain a king; Eang Richajrd lies 
Within the limits of yond lime and stone : 

And with him are the Lord Aumerle, Lord Salisbury, -^ 

Sir Stephen Scroop; besides a clergynian 
Of holy reverence , who I cannot learn. 

North, 0, belike it is the Bishop of Carlisle. 

Bolmg. [to North,] Noble lord, 
Gk> to the rude ribs of that ancient castle; 

Through brazen trumpet send tiie breath of parle J 

Into his min*d ears , and thus deliver: — ^ 

Henry Bolingbroke 

On both his knees doth kiss King Richard's hand, 
And sends allegiance and true faith of heart 
To his most royal person; hither come 
Even at his feet to lay my arms and power, 

Provided that, my banishment repealed, ^ 

And lands restored again, be freely granted: 

If not , m use th' advantage of my power, , 

And lay the summer's dust with showers of blood I 

Bam'd from the wounds of slaughter'd Englishmen: 
The which , how far ofP from the mind of Bolingbroke 
It is , such crimson tempest should bedrench ^ 

The fresh green lap of fair King Bichard's land. 
My stooping duty tenderly shall show. 
Go, signify as much, while here we march 
Upon tiie grassy carpet of this plain. -^ 

[Northumberland advances to the castle mth a trumpet. 
Let's march without the noise of threatening drum. 
That from this castle's tatter'd battlements 
Our fair appointments may be well perus'd. 
Methinks King Bichard and myself should meet 
With no less terror than the elements 
Of fire and water, when their thundering shock 
At meeting tears the cloudy cheeks of heaven. 
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Be he the fire, Fll be the yielding water: 
The rage be his, while on the earth I rain 
My waters, — on the earth, and not on him. 
March on, and mark King Richard how he looks. 

A parte sounded ^ and answered by another trumpet toiihm, 
FtourisJL Enter y on the walls , King Bichabd, the Bishop of. 
Carlisle, Auiixbi«b, Scboop, and Sausbubt. 

Percy. See, see, King Bichard doth himself appear. 
As doth the blushing discontented sun 
From out the fiery portal of the east, 
When he perceives the envious clouds are bent 
To dim his glory, and to stain the track 
Of his bright passage to the ocddent. 

York, Yet looks he like a king: behold, his eye, 
As bright as is the eagle's, lightens forth 
Controlling majesty: — alack, alack , for woe , 
That any storm should stain so fair a show! 

K, Rich, [to Northumberland] We are amai*d; and thus 
long have we stood 
To watch the fearful bending of thy knee , 
Because we thought ourself thy lawful king: 
And if we be , how dare thy joints forget 
To pay their awful duty to our presence? 
K we be not, show us tiie hand of Otod 
That hath dismiss*d us from our stewardship; 
For well we know, no hand of blood and bone 
Can gripe the sacred handle of our sceptre. 
Unless he do profane, steal, or usurp. 
And though you think that all, as you have done, 
Have torn their souls by turning theni firom us, 
And we are barren and bereft of friends; 
Tet know, — my master, Otod omnipotent, 
Is mustering in his clouds, on our behalf, 
Armies of pestilence; and they shall strike 
Your children yet unborn and unbegot. 
That lift your vassal hands against my head , 
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And threat the glory of mj precious crown. 

Tell Bolingbroke , — for yond methinks he stands, -^ i 

That every stride he makes upon my land ! 

Is dangerous treason: he is come to ope 

The purple testament of bleeding war; 

But ere the crown he looks for live in peace, •*, 

Ten thousand bloody crowns of mothers* sons 

Shall ill become the flower of England's £Btce, 

Change the complexion of her maid-pale peace 

To scarlet indignation, and bedew 

Her pastures' grass with faithful English blood. 

North, The king of heaven fbrbid our lord the king ^ 

Should so with civil and uncivil arms ' 

Be rush'd upon! Thy thrice-noble cousin 
Harry Bolingbroke doth humbly kiss thy hand; 
And by the honourable tomb he swears 
That stands upon your royal grandsire's bones, 
And by the royalties of both your bloods, — 

Currents that spring from one most gracious head, — < 

And by the buried hand of warlike Graunt, 
And by the worth and honour of himself. 
Comprising all that may be sworn or said, -<- 
His coming hither hath no further scope 
Than for his lineal royalties , and to beg 
Enfranchisement immediate on his knees: 
Which on thy royal party granted once. 
His glittering aims he will commend to rust. 
His barbed steeds to stables, and his heart 
To faithful service of your majesty. 
This swears he, as he is a prince, is just; 
And, as I am a gentleman, I eredit him. 

K Rich. Northumberland, say thus tiie king returns: — 
His noble cousin is right welcome hither; 
And all the number of his fair demands 
Shall be accomplished witlioiit contradiction? 
With all the gracious utterance thou hast 
Speak to his gentle hearing kind commends. - 
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[To Aumerle] We do debase onnelf, consm, do we not, 
To look 80 poorly, and to speak so i^? 
Shall we call back Northumberland, and send 
Defiance to the traitor, and so die? 

Aum, No, good my lord; let's fight with gentle words 
Till time lend Mends, and friends their helpfol swords. 

K RtcTu God, God! that e'er this tongue of mine, 
That laid the sentence of dread banishment 
On yond proud man , should take it off again 
With words of sooth! 0, that I were as great 
As is my grief, or lesser than my name! 
Or that I could forget what I have been! 
Or not remember what I must be now! 
Swell'st thou, proud heart? I'll give thee scope to beat, 
Since foes have scope to beat both thee and me. 

Aum, Northumberland comes back from Bolingbroke. 

J^. Rich. What must the king do now? must he submit? 
The king shall do it: must he be depos'd? 
The king shall be contented : must he lose 
The name of king? o* GK)d's name, let it go: 
I'll give my jewels for a set of beads , 
My gorgeous palace for a hermitage. 
My gay apparel for an alms-man's gown, 
My figur'd goblets for a dish of wood. 
My sceptre for a palmer's walking-staff, 
My subjects for a pair of carved saints. 
And my large kingdom for a little grave , 
A little little grave , an obscure grave ; — 
Or 1*11 be buried in the king's highway, 
Some way of common trade , where subjects' feet 
May hourly trample on their sovereign's head; 
For on my heart they tread now whilst I live; 
And buried once, why not upon my head? — 
Aumerle, thou weep*st, — my tender-hearted cousin! — 
We'll make foul weather with despised tears; 
Our sighs and they shall lodge the summer com , 
And make a deaitii in this revolting land. 
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Or shall we play the wantons with our woes, 

And make some pretfy match with shedding tears? 

As thus; — to drop them still upon one place , 

Till they have fretted us a pair of graves 

Within the earth; and, therein laid, — '< There lies 

Two kinsmen digg'd their graves with weeping eyes." 

Would not this ill do weU? — WeU, well, I see 

I talk but idly, and you mock at me. — 

Most mighty prince, my Lord Northumberland, 

What says Ehig BoHngbroke? will his migesty 

Give Richard leave to live till Bichard die? 

You make a leg, and Bolingbroke says ay. 

North. My lord, in the base court he doth attend 
To speak with you; — may *t please you to come down, 

K. Rich. Down, down I come; like glistering PhaSthon, 
Wanting the manage of unruly jades. 
In the base court? Base court, where kings grow base, 
To come at traitors' calls, and do them grace. 
In the base court? Come down? Down, court! down, king! 
For night-owls shriek where mounting larks should sing. 

[ExewU above. 

Boling. What says his majesty? 

North. Sorrow and grief of heart 

Makes him speak fondly, like a frantic man: 
Yet he is come. 

Enter King Bichabd attended^ behw. 

Boling. Stand aU apart, 
And show £sur duly to his majesty. — 
My gracious lord, — [Eneeimff. 

K. Rich. Fair cousin, you debase your princely knee 
To make the base earth proud with kissing it: 
Me rather had my heart might feel your love 
Than my unpleas'd eye see your .courtesy. 
Up, cousin, up; — your heart is up, I Imow, 
Thus high at least [Touching hi$ own head\y although your 
knee be low. 
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BoUng, My gracious lord, I come but for mine own. 

K, Rick, Your own is yours, and I am yours, and all. 

BoUng, So fsa be mine , my most redoubted lord , 
As my true service shall deserve your love. 

K, Rich, Well you deserve : — they well deserve to have, 
That know the strong'st and surest way to get. — 
Unde, give me your hand: nay, dry your eyes; 
Tears show their love, but want their remedies. — 
Cousin, I am too young to be your father. 
Though you are old enough to be my heir. 
What you will have, 1*11 give, and willing too; 
For do we must what force will have us do. — 
Set on towards London: — cousin, is it so? 

BoUng, Yea, my good lord. 

K, RzcJl Then I must not say no. 

[Floitrish, Exeunt, 

ScsHB rV. Langley. The Duke of York's garden. 

Enter the Queen and two Ladies. 

Queen, What sport shall we devise here in this garden. 
To drive away the heavy thought of care? 

First Lady. Madam, we'll play at bowls. 

Queen, 'TwiU make me think the world is full of rubs , 
And that my fortune runs against the bias. 

Ffrst Lady, Madam, we'll dance. 

Queen, My legs can keep no measure in delight, 
When my poor heart no measure keeps in grief: 
Therefore, no dancing, girl; some other sport. 

Ph-st Lady. Madam, well tell tales. 

Queen, Of sorrow or of joy? 

First Lady. Of either , madam. 

Queen, Of neither , girl : 
For if of joy, being altogether wanting, 
It doth remember me the more of sorrow; 
Or if of grief, being altogether had , 
It adds more sorrow to my want of joy : 
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For what I have , I need not to repeat; 
And what I want, it boots not to complain. 

Mrst Lady, Madam , Fll edng. 

Queen. "Tis well that thoa hast cause; 

But thou shouldst please me better, wouldst thou weep. 

First Lady, I could weep , madam , woidd it do you good. 

Queen, And I could weep, would weeping do me good, 
And never borrow any tear of thee. — 
But stay, here come the gardeners: 
Let's step into the shadow of these trees. 
My wretchedness unto a row of pins , 
They'll talk of state; for eveiy one doth so 
Against a change: woe is forerun with woe. 

{Queen and Ladies retire. 

Enter a Gardener and two Servants. 

Oard, €rO, bind thou up yond dangling apricocks, 
Which, like unruly children, make their sire 
Stoop with oppression of their prodigal weight: 
Give some supportance to the bending twigs, — 
Go thou, and, like an executioner. 
Cut off the heads of too-fast-growing sprays, 
That look too lofty in our commonwealth: 
All must be even in our government. — 
You thus employed, I will go root away 
The noisome weeds , that without profit suck 
The soil's fertility iBrom wholesome flowers. 

First Serv, Why should we, in the compass of a pale, 
Keep law and form and due proportion , 
Showing, as in a model, a firm state, 
When our sea- walled garden, the whole land, 
Is fall of weeds; her fairest flowers chok'd up, 
Her firuit-trees all unprun'd, her 'hedges ruin'd. 
Her knots disorder'd, and her wholesome herbs 
Swarming with caterpillars? 

Gard, Hold thy peace: — 

He that hath ^uffer'd this disorder'd spring 
Hath now himself met with the fsJl of leaf: 
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The weedB tliat bis broad-spreadiiig leaves did shelter, 
That seemed in eating him to hold him up, 
Are pluck'd up root and all hj BoHngbroke , — 
I mean the Earl of Wiltshire, Bushy, Green. 

First Serv. What, are they dead? 

Gard. They are; and Bolingbroke 

Hath seiz*d the wastefid king. — , what pity is it 
That he had not so trimm'd and dress'd his land 
As we this garden! We at time of year 
Do wound the bark, the skin of our fruit-trees, 
Lest, being over-proud in sap and blood, 
With too much riches it confound itself: 
Had, he done so to great and growing men, 
They might have liv'd to bear, and he to taste 
Their fruits of duly. All sup^uous branches 
We lop away, that bearing boughs may live: 
Had he done so, himself had borne the crown. 
Which waste of idle hours hath quite thrown down. 

First Serv, What, think you, then, the king shall be 
depos'd? 

GarcL Depressed he is already ; and deposed 
'Tis doubt he will be: letters came last night 
To a dear Mend of the good Duke of York's, 
That tell black tidings. 

Queen. 0, I am press'd to death through want of speak- 
ing I — [Comes forward with Ladies, 
Thou, old Adam's likeness, set to dress this garden. 
How dares 

Thy harsh-rude tongue sound this unpleasing news? 
What Eve, what serpent, hath suggested thee 
To make a second fall of cursM man? 
Why dost thou say King Richard is deposed? 
Dar'st thou , thou little better thing than earth , 
Divine his downfal? Say, where, when, and how, 
Cam'st thou by this ill tidings? speak, thou wretch. 

Oard. Pardon me, madam: little joy have I 
To breathe this news: yet what I say is true. 
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King Biehaid, he k in the nughty hold 

Of Bolingfaroke: their fortunes both are weigh'd: 

In jonr lord's scale is nothing but himself, 

And some few vanities that make him light; 

But in the balance of great Bolingbroke, 

Besides himself, are tSi the English peers, 

And with that odds he weighs King Richard down. 

Post 70a to London, and you'll find it so; 

I speak no more than ereiy one doth know. 

Queen. Nimble mischimce , that art so light of foot. 
Doth not Ihj embassage belong to me. 
And am I last that knows it? 0, then think'st 
To senre me last, that I may longest keep 
Thy sorrow in my breast. — Come, ladies, go. 
To meet at London London's king in woe. — 
What, was I bom to this, that my sad look 
Should grace the triumph of great Boiingbroke? 
Gardener, for telling me this news of woe. 
Pray God the plants thou graft'st may never grow. 

[Exeunt Queen and Ladies, 

Gard, Poor queen! so that thy state might be no worse, 
I would my skill were subject to thy curse. — 
Here did she fall a tear; here, in this place, 
I'll set a bank of rue , sour herb of grace: 
Rue, even for ruth, here shortly shall be seen. 
In the remembrance of a weeping queen. [Exeunt 

ACT IV. 
SoBNB L London. Westminster Hall, 

The Lords spiritual on the right side of the throne; the Lords tern- 
porcU on the left; the Commons below. Enter Bolimobrokb, 

AUMSBLB, SUBRBT, NoRTHtTMBEBLAND, PeROV, FlTZWATBB, another 

Lord, tAa Bishop of Carlisle, lA^ Abbot of Westminster, and 
Attendants. Officers bdiind^ teith Baoot. 
BoUng. Call forth Bagot. [Officers bring Bagoi to the bar. 
Now, Bagot, freely speak thy mind; 
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What thou dost know of noble Gloster's death; 
Who wrought it with the king, and who performed 
The bloody office of his timeless end. 

BagoU Then set before my face the Lord Aumerle. 

Baling. Cousin, stand fortii, and look upon that man. 

Bagot My Lord Aumerle, I know your daring tongue 
Scorns to unsay what once it hath deliver'd. 
Li that dead time when Gioster's death was plotted, 
I heard you say, — "Is not my arm of length, 
That reacheth from the restful English court 
As far as Calais, to my uncle's head?" 
Amongst much other talk, that very time, 
I heard you say that you had rather refuse 
The offer of an hundred thousand crowns 
Than Bolingbroke*s return to England; 
Adding withal, how blest this land would be 
In this your cousin's death. 

Aum, Princes, and noble lords, 

What answer shall I make to this base man? 
Shall I so much dishonour my fair stars, 
On equal terms to give him chastisement? 
Either I must, or have mine honour soil'd 
With the attainder of his slanderous lips. — 
There is my gage, the manual seal of death. 
That marks thee out for hell: I say, thou liest, 
And will maintain what thou hast said is false 
In thy heart-blood, though being all too base 
To stain the temper of my knightly sword. 

Baling, Bagot, forbear; thou shalt not take it up. 

Aum. Excepting one , I would he were the best 
In all this presence that hath mov'd me so. 

Hte. If that thy valour stand on sympathy. 
There is my gage, Aumerle, in gage to thine: 
By that fair sun which shows me where thou stand'st, 
I heard thee say, and vauntingly thou spak'st it, 
That thou wert cause of noble Gioster's death. 
If thou deny'st it twenty times, thou liest; 
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And I will tarn fhy falsehood to thy heart, 
AVhere it was forged, with my rapier's point. 

Aum. Thou dar'st not, coward, lire to see that day. 

Hte., Now, by my soul, I would it were this hour. 

Aum, Fitzwater, thou art damn'd to hell for this. . 

Percy. Aumerle, thou liest; his honour is as true i 

In this appeal as thou aort all unjust;' 
And that thou art so, there I throw my gage , 
To prove it on thee to th' extremest pomt 
Of mortal breathing: seLse it, if thou dar'st. 

Aum. And if I do not, may my hands rot off, 
And never brandish more revengeM steel «^^ 

Over the glittering helmet of my foe ! ] 

Lord. I task tiiee to the like, forsworn Aumerle; 
And spur thee on with full as many lies 
As may be holla'd in thy treacherous ear 
From sun to sun: there is my honour's pawn; 
Engage it to the trial, if thou dar'st. 

Aum. Who sets me else? by heaven, Til throw at all: 1 

I have a thousand spirits in one breast. 
To answer twenty thousand such as you. 

Surrey. My Lord Fitzwater, I do remember well 
The very time Aumerle and you did talk. 

FUz. 'Tis very true: you were in presence thejgi; x 

And you can witness with me this is true. 

Surrey. As false , by heaven , as heaven itself is true. 

Fiiz. Surrey, thou Hest. 

Surrey. Dishonourable boy I 

That lie shall lie so heavy on my sword. 
That it shall render vengeance and revenge 

Till thou the lie-giver and that lie do lie ^ 

In earth as quiet as thy father's skull: 
In proof whereof, there is my honour's pawn; 
Engage it to the trial, if thou dar'st. 

Fiiz. How fondly dost thou spur a forward horae! 
If I dare eat, or drink, or breathe, or live, 
I dare meet Surrey in a wilderness, 
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And spit upon him , whilst I say he lies , 
And lies, and lies: there is my bond of faith, 
To tie thee to my strong cozrection. — 
As I intend to thrive in this new world , 
Aumerle is guilty of my true appeal: 
Besides, I heard the baaish'd Norfolk say, 
That thou, Aumerle, didst send two of thy men 
To execute the noble duke at Calais. 

Awn, Some honest Christian trust me with a gage , 
That Norfolk lies: here do I throw down this, 
If he may be repealed, to try his honour. 

Baling, These differences shall all rest under gage , 
Till Norfolk be repeal'd: repealed he shall be, 
And, though mine enemy, restored again 
To all his lands and signories: when he's returned. 
Against Aumerle we will enforce his trial. 

Car, That honourable day shall ne'er be seen. 
Many a time hath banish'd Norfolk fought 
For Jesu Christ in glorious Christian field. 
Streaming the ensign of the Christian cros^ 
Against black pagans, Turks, and Saracens; 
And toil'd with works of war, retired himself 
To Italy; and there, at Venice, gave 
His body to that pleasant country's earth , 
And his pure IK>ul unto his captain Christ, 
Under whose colours he had fought so long. 

Bolmg, Why, bishop, is Norfolk dead? , 

Car, As surely as I live , my lord. 

Bolmg, Sweet peace conduct his sweet soul to the bosom 
Of good old Abraham! — My lords appellants , 
Your differences shall all rest under gage 
Till we assign you to your days of trial. 

Enter Yobk, attended, 

York, Great Duke of Lancaster, I come to thee 
From plume-pluck'd Richard; ivho with willing soul 
Adopts thee heir, and his high sceptre yields 

Shaktaptare. U, 30 ' 
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To the possession of thy royal hdodr 

Ascend his throoe^ 4Qsceiiding wm Irom hua, -^ 

And long live Heniy, x)f tiiat name the lia«Tthl 

BoUng. In God*8 name , I'U aficend the jrQ§^ flanonf . 

Car, Many, God forbidl -- 
Worst in this roya} p^efence may I speah. 
Yet best beseeming ina to speak the truth. 
Would God that any in this n^bte pneaenee 
Were enou^ noble tp be upiigbt jnilgie 
Of noble j^chaird,! th^ true noblesB would 
Learn him forbearan^ fyom SO £c»iil a wrong. 
Whatsubje^ (Da^ giiro mT^b^»^ m hk king? 
And who sits hare that is Wit fii^bacd^s jnbje<^1^ 
Thieves are not judg'd but they ftx^ by lo bear. 
Although appar^t guilt be seen In them; 
And shall the figure of God's mcyasty, 
His captain t ^ ward , deputy elect , 
Anointed , crowned , planted mairjr yieacSt 
Be judg*d by subject and inferior l^eath, 
And he himself not present? , forfend iti Qodf 
That, in a Christian climate, aoida rofin'd 
Should show so heinous, bljaok) obseene a deed! 
I speak to subjects, and a ftubj«<^t apeaks, 
Stirr'd up by God , thus boldly £or hie img» 
My Lord of Hereford here, whom yw )eaU kiftgy 
Is a foul traitor to proud Her^ord'0 king; 
And if you crown hun» let me pr^phesy^ *^ 
The blood of English shall mawure the growxdf 
And future .1^8 gnoAA for this foMl aet; 
Peace shall go sleep with TudRs and iniSdelKi 
And in this seat of peace tqmniltaous war? 
Shall kin with kin and kii^d with ]m4.0onfQ)llld$ 
Disorder, horror, fear, and mutiny, 
Shall here inhabit, aAd tiifa land be eiOl'd 
The field of Go^fha and dead men'fli sk^Hp. 
0, if you raise this b^use against this house , 
It will the wofull^et division prove 
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Preyent, resist it, let it not be bo, 

Lest ohildi«i*» ebUdiei) cry iig«ia^t y«a <* woel*' 

NoHh. Well httve you avgu'd , mt\, and, for yoor pains , 
Of capital treaso» wa aarasC' ysahere^ -«- 
My Lord of Westminster^ beit your clunge 
To keep him safel^F till hU day of txial. -^ 
May't please you, lords, t» gcant^tiia oonmoBs- suit; 

Baling. Fetch hidbrer Sidiard, that in common view 
He may surrender; so we shall proceed 
Without suspicion. 

York, I win be his condnet [&tV. 

Bolmg. Lords, you that here are under our arrest, 
Procure your sureties for your days of answer. — 
Little are we beholding to your love,. [7^ Carlisle, 

And little look*d for at your helping hands. 

Re-enter York, with King Richabo^, and OfSoers hearing^ the 

crown, i'c, 

K,Bich. Alack, why am I sent for to a king, 
Before I have shook off the regal thoughts 
Wherewith X reign'd? I hardly yet have leam'd 
T' insinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my knee: 
Give sorrow leave awhile to tutor me 
To this submission. Yet I well remember 
The favours of these men: were they not mine? 
Did they not sometime czy,. ^^AU hall!" to. me? 
So Judas did to Christ: but he, in twelve. 
Found truth in all but one; I, in twelve thousand, none. 
God save the kingl -^ WIU no man say amen? 
Am I both priest and clerk? well then, amen« 
GU>d save the king! although I be not he; 
And yet, amen, i^|g^e]^do think him me. — 
T^-4» what service att laent ior^^ear? ' 

^ York, To do that office of thine own good will 
Which tir^d majesty did make thee offer ^ — 

30» 
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The resignation of thy state and crown 
To Henry Bolingbroke. 

ILBich, Give me the crown. - [The crown is hrouffht to, 
Richard f who seizes ii,] — Here, cousin, 
On this side my hand , and on that side y^urs. 
Now is this golden crown like a deep well 
That owes two buckets, filling one another; 
The emptier erer -dancing in the air, 
The other down, unseen, «and fuU of water: 
That bucket down and folhof tears am I, 
Drinking my griefs, whilst you mount up on high. 
' Boling, I thought you had been willing to resign. 

K. Rich. My crown I am; but still my griefs are mine: 
You may my glories and my state depose , 
But not my griefs; still am I king of those. 

Boling. Part of your cares you give me with your crown . 

K, Rich, Your cares set up do not pluck my cares down. 
My care is, loss of care, by old caxe done; 
Tour care is , gain of care , by new care won : 
The cares I give ; I have , though given away ; 
They tend the crown, yet still with me they stay. 

Boling. Are you contented to resign the crown? 

K. Rich. Ay, no; — no, ay; for I must nothing be^ 
Therefore no no, for I resign to thee. 
Now mark me, how I will undo myself: — 
1 give this heavy weight from off my head, 
And this unwieldy sce{)tre from my hand , 
The pride of kingly sway from out my heart; 
With mine own tears I wash away my balm , 
With mine own hands I give away my crown , 
With mine own tongue deny my sacred state , 
With mine own breath release all duty's rites : 
All pomp and maje^ I do forswear; 
My manors, rents^rtiij;gm|g(I forgo; 
My acts , decfiWj^7«|^^^^^^^ny : 
Grod pardon all oatfi^jjj are 15R)k?fe ™<^ ' 
' God keep all vows uij^oko that swear tdj£S^' 



!•] KING BICHABD U. 469 

Make, jxi^^ that nothing have , with nothing griev'd , 
And thou with all pleiu'd, that hast aU adiieT*d! 
Long majBt thou live in Richard's seat to sit, 
And soon fie Bichaid in an earthy pit! 
God save King Henry, unking*d Richard says, 
And send him many yean of sunshine days! — 
W^t more remains? 

H^orth. No more, but that you read 

/ [Offering a paper. 

These accsiaatioBftf oacfc ttiwu gii^votis crimes 
Committed Tjy your peftwh ana your followers 
Against tiie state' anoprofitoftliis land; 
That, by« confessing theoAf the so^ls of men. 
May de^nfr^tiiat you axe worthily depos*d. 

K, Rich. Must I do so? and must |, ravel out 
My weav'd-up follies? Gentle Northumberland, 
If thr offences ^ere upon record , 
Would it not shame thee uf So fao^a troop 
To read a lectitrp of them? If thou weuldst, 
There skouldst^aafiin! one heinous article, -^ 
Contahiing.the dej^osing of a lung, 
And cracking the stroli^^arrant of an oath, — 
Mark'd with a blot, daaoifd in^he book of heaven: — 
Kay, all of you that'stsiiiUand look upon, 
Whilst that my wretchedness d<)th bait myself, — 
Though, sojne of you, with J^ilate , wash your hands , 
Showing an outward pi^^-.JMl'jrwt Pilates 
Have h^e deliyei^ neater ny sour cross, . 
And yntder cannot wash away your sin. 

Xorth, My lord, dispatch; read o'er these articles. 

K. Ridi. Mine eyes are full of tears , I cannot see : 
And yet salt water blinds them not so much 
But tiiey can see a sort of traitors here. 
Nay, if I turn mine eyes upon myself, 
I find myself a traitor with the rest; 
For I have given here my soul's consent 
T' undeck ti^e pompous-body of a king; 
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Made gloiy base. And Bm&reigpty a Blsyev, 
Proud majesftjr « «abjec*, slate a peasant 

AbrtL MjJofd,-*- 

£ jRiicA. No lord of thine , tboa hangfafe^iiMfldbg isaiii 
Nor no man's loid: I hare no name^ no title. --* 
No , not that name mu given me at Ike tost, *^ r 

But 'tis usnrp'd : — akck the heavy day. 
That I have worn so many winftws oat. 
And know not now what name to caU myself! 
0, that I. were a moekery^kiiig of «aow. 
Standing before the von of BcOingbrafce) 

Ta melt myself away in w«ler-49nope1 «-* J 

Gt)od1dng, — gteartking, — and yet not greatly good, — 
An if my word be ster)^ yet xn E^land^ I 

Let it commaiid it mliror hither ^straight y 
That it may show ttie what a faee I have 9 
Since it is bankrupt of his majmy. 

Baling, Gk) , ssiiie of yon and fetch a lo^dmg^lass. 

Norih, Bead i>%r Has paper wMeiheglaBS doth Qome. 

KBicL Fiendythou.tonaent'jtxMerelocimetOheUi 

BoUng, Urge it no iiMre^ ny Lord NorthninibeEland. 

Nor^ Tbe>comBMNM wintnot,tiien,be6aAiified. 

K. Rich. They. AtM be «atiaied: Til read enoH^, 
When I do -see the Teiy book indeed ^ 

Where aU my sins are iprit, shmI thai% mysdE 

Re-enter Attendant iuM a glan^ 
Give me the glass , and therein wiU I iread. -^ 
No deeper wrinkles yet? hath sorrow stracOc 
So many blows upon this faee of none , 

And made no deeper wounds? '^ flattering glas8> < 

Like to my followers in piosperify, 
Thou dost beguile met Was 1^ face the faoa 
That every day under his hoasdioid roof 
Did keep ten tiiousand men? was thss the &oe 
Thatf like the sun, did make beholdevs wink? 
Was this the face that fac'd so many folUei, 
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And wu At last oufe^fke'd hy Bolingbroket 
A brittle glory Bhineth in this faee : 
Aa biMe A8 the gloiy i0 the face f 

[Ikahes the glass against the ground. 
For there it k', cmdc'cl in a kondred sMveuft^ -^ 
Mark, ailsat king, tike moral of thid tfport, -^ 
How soon my sorrow hetii d^stroy'd my fSjce* 

Baling. The shadow of your sorrow hath destooy'd 
The. shadow of your fiice. 

k. Rich. day t^t again. 

The shadow of my sorrow? ha! let's see: — 
'Tis very true, my grief lies all within; 
And these external mamiere of kunent 
Are merely shadows tathe nnseen grief 
That swells with silence in the tortured soul; 
There lies the sabstaocfr: and I thank thee, king, 
For thy great bounty, that not only giy'st 
Me cause to wail , but teachest me the way 
How to lament the cause. I'll beg one boon ,' 
And then be gone and trouble you no more. 
ShaU I obtam it? 

Baling, Name it^ my fair cousin. 

K. Rkh. Fair cousin! I am greater than a king : 
For when I was a king , my flatterers 
Were then but subjects; being now a subject , 
I have a king here to my flatterer. « 

Being so great, I have no need to beg. 

Baling. Yet ask. 

KRich. And dhan 1 have?' 

Baling. You shalL. 

K Rich, Then give me lieave to go% 

Baling. Whither? 

K. Rich. Whither you will, so I were from your sights. 

Baling, Go , seme of yen convey hxm to the- Tower. 

K Rich. 0, go^d! eoavey ? — oonveyers are you all , 
That rise thus^ nimbly by a true king's fail. 

. [Extxtnt King Ri^ard^ same Lards , and a Guard, 
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Bolmg. On Wednesday next wejolemnlj set down 
Our coronation: lords, prepare yourselres. 

[Exeunt all accept the Bishop of Carlisle^ the 
Abbot of Westmmster, and Aumerle. 

Abbot. A woful pageant hare we here beheld. 

Car, The woe's to come; the children yet unborn 
Shall feel this day as sharp to them as thom. 

Aim. You holy clergymen, is there no plot 
To rid the realm of this pernicious blot? 

Abbot. Before I freely speak my mind herein, 
You shall not only take the sacrament 

To bury mine intents, but to effect J 

Whatever I shall happen to demise. — - 
I see your brows are full of discontent, 
Your hearts of sorrow, and your eyes of tears: 
Come home with me to supper: I will lay 
A plot shall show us all a merry day. [Exeunt^ 

ACT V. 

Scene I. London. A street leading to the Tower. 

Enter Queen and Ladies. 

Queen. This way the king will come ; this is the way 
To Julius Caesar's ill-erected tower, 
To whose flint bosom my condemnM lord 
Is doom'd a prisoner by proud Bolingbroke: 
Here let us rest, if this rebellious ei^th 
Have any resting for her true king's queen. — 
But soft, but see, or rather do not see. 
My fair rose wither: yet look up, behold, 
That you in pity may dissolve to dew. 
And wash him fresh again with true-love tears. 

Enter King BicHAsn and Guards. 
Ah, thou, the model where old. Troy did stand. 
Thou map of honour, thou King Bichard's tomb. 
And not King Richard; thou most beauteous inn. 
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Why sliotild hard*faTOiir*d grief be lodg'd in thee. 
When triumph is become an alehouse guest? 

K, Rich. Join not with grief, fair woman, do not so , 
. To make my end too sudden: learn, good so^l, 
To tliink our former state a happy dream ; 
From which awak*d, the truth of what we are 
Shows us but this: I am sworn brother, sweet. 
To grim Necessity ; and he and I 
Will keep a league till death. Hie thee to France , 
And cloister thee in some religious house: 
Our holy lives must win a new world's crown , 
AVhich our profane hours here have stricken down. 

Queen. What, is my Richard both in shape and mind 
Transformed and weakened? hath Bolingbroke deposed 
Thine intellect? hath he been in thy heart? 
The lion dying thrusteth forth his paw, 
And wounds the earth, if nothing else, with rage 
To be o*erpower'd; and wilt thou, pupil-like. 
Take thy correction mildly, kiss tiie rod. 
And fawn on rage with base humility, 
Which art a lion and a king of beasts? 

K. Rich. A king of beasts, indeed; if aught but beasts , 
I had been still a happy king of men. 
Good sometime queen, prepare thee hence for France: 
Think I am dead; and that even here thou tak'st, 
As from my death-bed, thy last living leave. 
In winter's tedious nights sit by the fire 
With good old folks, and let them tell thee tales 
Of woful ages long ago betid; 
And ere thou bid good night, to quit their. grie£i 
Tell thou the lamentable tale of me. 
And send the hearers weeping to their beds : 
For why the senseless brands will sympathize . . 
The heavy accent of thy moving tongue , 
And in compassion weep the fire out; 
And some will mourn in ashes, some. coal-black,. 
For the deposing of a rightful king. 
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&Uer NoB«B0ifBx«Lijn> aUmdid. 

North. M7 lord , the fiimd of Bolingfan^e is dumg'df 
You must to Pomfret, ftol mA> ibe Tower. -«-- 
And, nadam, there 10 order ta'eu for you; 
With all swift speed yoit mtut away to Fraiiee. 

K.Rich. NorthmnbMlaiid^lkoa ladder whmwithal 
The monntiiig Bolingbroke ascendB 107 throne. 
The time shsdl not be many honn of age 
More than it ia, ore fool sitt gathering head 
Shall break into coimptiMi: thou shalt think. 
Though he diyide the realm, and give thee hatf.. 
It is too Uttle, helping him to all; 
And he shall tiiink, that thou, whieh know'stthOr way 
To plant unx%htM kiaos, wilt know again, 
Being ne*er so little ur^d, another way 
To pluck him headlong from tb* usorped theObe« 
The love of wioked friend* c opr e rti to fear; 
That fear to hate; and hate turns one or both 
To worthy danger and deservM death. 

North. My guilt be om my heady and there an end. 
Take leave, and part; for you must part forthwith. 

« K. Rich. DottUydivon^df — Bad men, ye violate 
A twofold marriage, — *twixt my crown and me. 
And then betwixt me and my married wife. «^ 
Let me unkiss the oath twist thee md me; 
And yet not so, for with a kiss twaa ttuide. -^ 
Part us, Northumberland; I towards the north. 
Where shivering cold and sieknesa pine the <^me; 
My wife to France, — from whence, set forth in pomp , 
She came adocnM hither like sweet May, 
Sent back like Hallowmas or shortest cf day* 

Qiueen. And must we be dividedV must we part? 

K.Bich. Ay,hand from hand,my loTe,and heart from heart. 

Qaeen. Banish us both, and wtaoA the king with me. 

North That were some love , but little policy. 

Qpiem. Then whither he goes, thither let me go» 

K. Rich. So two, together weepmg, make one woe. 



.-M 
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Weep thou for me in France, I fax ttiee hen; 

Better &x off thaa, sear, foe ne'er the near. 

Go, count thy 'vra;f witibi tighB; I, mine with groana. 

Queen, So iDngest way shall have t.he longest moona. 

K Rich. Twice for one step 1*11 groan, the way beingshori, 
And pieee the way oat with a heavy heart* 
Come, come, in wooing sotrow let's be brief, 
Since, wedding it, there is such length in grief: 
One kiss shall stop our mouths, and dumbly part; 
Thus give I mine, and thus take I tby heart. [Thof kui. 

Queen, (xive me mine own again; twere no good part 
To take on me to keep And kiil thy heart {TJu^ hn affom. 
So, now I have mine own again, be gone, 
That 1 may strive to kill it with a groan. 

K Rich. We make woe wanton with this fond delay: 
Once more, adiea^ the rest let sorrow aay. [ExeunU 

ScBHxII. !neiame. A roam in the Dvke of York^n palace. 

Enter Yobs and Ms DuchesSb 

Duch. My lord , you told me you would tell the rest ^ 
When weeping wade yo« break the story off 
Of our two cousins coming into London. 

York, Where did I leave? 

Dtieft. At that sad stop, my lord. 

Where rude misgovem'd hands from window-tops 
Threw dust and rubbish <m Kfaig Richard's head. 

Ycfrk. Then, as I said, the duke^ great Bolingbroke, -* 
Mounted upon a hot and fiery steed, 
Which his aspiring rider seem*d to know, ^- 
With slow but stately pace kept on his course , 
While all tongues cried ^*God save thee, Bolingbroke!'* 
You would have thought the very windows spake , 
So many greedy loeka of young and old 
Through casements darted thc^ desiring eyos 
Upon his visage ; and ihsilt aU the walls 
With painted imagery had said at onoOi 
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'^Jesu preserve fhee! welcome, Bolingbroke I" 
Whilst he, from one side to the other taming. 
Bareheaded , lower than his proud steed's neck , 
Bespake them thus, — ^'I thank you, countrymen :" 
And thus still doing, thus he pass'd along. 

Duch, Alas, poor JKichardI where rode he the whilst? ' 

York, As in a theatre , the eyes of men , 
After a'wcll-grac'd actor leaves tiie stage. 
Are idly bent on him that enters next, 
Thinking his prattle to be tedious \ 
Even so, or with much more contempt, men's eyes 
Did scowl on Bichard; no man cried, ''God save himT' *! 

No joyful tongue gave him his welcome home : 
But dust was thrown upon his sacred head; 
Which with such gentle sorrow he shook o£P, — 
His face still combating with tears and smiles I 
The badges of his grief and patience , — 
That had not Gk)d, for some strong purpose , steeled 
The hearts of men , they must perforce have melted , * 

And barbarism itself haye pitied him. 
But heayen hath a hand in these events, 
To whose high will we bow our calm contents. 
To Bolingbroke are we sworn subjects now, 
Whose state and honour I for aye allow. ^ 

Duch. Here comes my son Aumerle. 

York. Aumerle that was; 

But that is lost for being Richard's Mend , 
And , madam , you must call him Butland now : 
I am in parliament pledge for his truth 
And lasting fealty to the new-made king. 

i 

. Enter Auicbble. 

Duck, Welcome, my son: who are the violets now 
That strew the green lap of the new-come spring? 

Aum, liiadiun, I know not, nor I greatly care not: 
God knows I had as lief be none as one. 

York, Well, bear you well in this new spring of time , , 
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Lest 70U be cropped before 70a come to prime. 

What news from Oxford? hold those justs and triumphs? 

Aum. For aught I know, my lord, they do. 

York. You wHl be there, I know. 

Aum. If God prevent it not, I purpose so. 

York, What seal is that that hangs without thy bosom? 
Yea, look*st thou pale, sir? let me see the writing. 

Aum. My lord, 'tis nothing. 

York. No matter , then , who sees it : 

I will be satisfied; let me see the writing. 

Aum, Idobeseechyour grace to pardon me: 
It is a matter of small consequence. 
Which for some reasons I would not hare seen. 

York. Which for some reasons, sir, I mean to see. 
1 fear, I fear, — 

DucJl What should you fear? It is 

Nothing but some bond that he's enter'd into 
For gay apparel 'gainst the triumph-day. 

York. Bound to himself! what doth he with a bond 
That he is bound to? Wife, thou art a fool. — 
Boy, let me see the writing. 

Aum, Beseech you, pardon me; I may not show it. 

York. 1 wiU be satisfied: let me see 't, I say. 

[Snatches it, and reads. 
Treason! foul treason! — Villain! traitor! slave! 

JDuch. What's the matter, my lord? 

York^ Ho! who's within there? ho! 

Enter a Servant. 

Saddle my horse. — * 
God for his mercy, what treachery is here! 

Duck. Why, what is't , my lord ? 

York, Give me my boots, I say; saddle my horse. — 
Now, by mine honour, by my life, my troth, [Exit Servant. 
1 will appcach the villain. 

Duch. What's the matter? 

Yoiic- Peace , foolish woman. 
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Dtieft. I win not pcaeev *^ WlMt m the matter , loiii? 
Am^ Qood mothoTy be content; it k no move 
Than my poor life moat answer. 

Duck, Thy life answer! . 

York. Bring me my hoots: -^ I witt »nto the king* . ^ 

Dudk. Strike him, Anmerie^-^Poor hoy, then eit amaa'd. — 
[To AmS€rv(wt\ Henee, villain I never more come in wj sight. 

York, Oive me my boots, I say. {Bitk Siewant, 

Duck. Why, York, what wilt thom do? • Ji 

Wilt thou not hide the trespasa 9f thine own? 
Have we more sons? or are we like to hav«'? 
Is not my teenung date drodk Bp with tfaaef 
And wilt thou pluck my fair son from mine age^ 
And^rob me of a happy moth^r^s name? 
Is he not like thee? ia he aot thine ow&? 

York. Thou fond mad wouan, 
Wilt thoK conceal this dark oonspbueyV 
A dozen of them here hare ta*en the sacrament, 
And interchangeably set down their handff, 
To kill the king at Oxford. 1 

Ihick. He shall be noae; 1 

Well keep him here: then what is that to hun? ^< 

York. Aw&y, fond woman I were he twenty times- { 

My son , I would appeaoh him* 

DiAch. Hadst thott gioan^d for him 

As I have done, thou'dst be more pitifoL 
But now I know thy mind^ tiiou dost suspect 
That I have been <Usloyal to thy bed , 

And that he is a bastard, not thy sons ' 

Sweet York, sweet husband, be not of that nuDd: 
He is as like l^ee as & man may be , 
Not like to me, nor any of my kin, 
And yet I love him. 

York. Make way^ ^unruly woman! [EtiL 

Duck. After, Aumcrle! mount thee upon his horse; 
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Spur post, «x^d get before liim to the kpg, 

And beg tky pjurdon eee he dp juseuse ti&ee. 

ril BOt be kog behind; thoo^ 1 he pld, 

1 doubt not btit to lide 94i fast as York ; 

And never will I rise up £rom the ground 

Till Boli^gbiioke have pardoned thee. A'way, be gene! [ExeitnU 

ScBNE III. Wityiwr, A n>«m m th€ oasUe. 

Enter Bolingbsokk as Kinfj Pebcy , ond other Lord^. 

BoUng, Can no man teU of my unthrifty fion? 
'Tis full three months since I did see him last : — » 
If any plague hang over us , 'tis he. 
1 would to God, XD^ lords, he might be found: 
Inquire at London;, 'mongst the taverns there ^ 
For there , they say, he daily doth j&equeiit , 
With unrestrained loose companions , -~- 
Even such, they say, as stand in narrow lanes , 
And beat our watch , and rob our passengers; 
While he , youn§ wanton tmd effeminateDoy , 
Takes on l^e point of honour to support 
So dissolute a crew. 

Perqf. Uy lord^ some two days since 1 0ftw the pri^ce 
And told him of those triumphs held at Oxford. 

Bolmg. And what said the gallant? 

Percy, His answer w^» -r^ he would unto the stews , 
And from the commonest feature pluck a glove | 
And wear it as a favour; and with that 
He would unhorse the lustiest challenger. 

Baling, As dissolute as desperate; yet through both 
I see some sparkles of a better hope, 
Which elder days may happily bring forth. — 
But who comes here? 

Skier AuMsioJB, laMg. 
Aum, Where is the king? 

BoUng, What means 

Our cousin, that he stares and looka so wildly? 
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Aum, God save jour grace ! I do beseech jour majesty. 
To hare some conference with your grace alone. 

Baling. Withdraw yourselves , and leave us here alone. 

[Exeunt Percy and Lords. 
What is the matter with our cousin now? 

Aum, For ever may my knees grow to the earth, [Kneels, 
My tongue cleave to the roof within my mouth, 
Unless a pardon ere I rise or speak. 

BoUng, Intended or committed was this fault? 
If on the first, how heinous e'er it be , 
To win thy after-love I pardon thee. 

Aum, Then give me leave that I may turn the key, 
That no man enter tiU my tale be done. 

BoUng, Have thy desire. [Aumerle locks the door. 

York, [within] My liege, beware; look to thyself; 
Thou hast a traitor in thy presence there. 

BoUng. Villain , I'll make thee safe. [Drawing. 

Aum. Stay thy revengeful hand; 
Thou hast no cause to fear. 

York. [tot^Vi] Open the door, secure, foolhardy king: 
Shall I, for love, speak treason to thy face? 
Open the door, or I will break it open. 

[Bolinghroke unlocks the door, and afterwards 
locks it again. 

Enter Yobk. 

BoUng. What is the matter, uncle? speak; 
Recover breath ; tell us how near is danger , 
That we may arm us to encounter it. 

York. Peruse this writing here , and thou shalt know 
The treason that my haste forbids me show. 

Aum. Remember, as thou read'st, thy promise passM : 
I do repent me; read not my name there; 
My heart is not confederate with my hand. 

York. 'Twas, villain, ere thy hiemd did set it down. — 
I tore it from the traitor's bosom, king; 
Tear, and not love, begets his penitence: 
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Forget to pity liim , lest thy pity prove 
A serpent that will stin^ thee to the heart 

Boling. O heinoas , strong , and bold conspiracy ! -^ 

loyal &ther of a treacherous son! 

Thou sheer, immaculate, and sflver fountain, 
From whence this stream through muddy passages 
Hath held his current, and defil'd himself! 
Thy overflow of good converts to bad; 
And thy abundant goodness shall excuse 
This deadly blot in thy digressing son. 

York, So shall my virtue be his vice's bawd; 
And he shall spend mine honour with his shame. 
As thriftless sons their scraping fathers* gold. 
Mine honour lives when his dishonour dies , 
Or my sham'd life in his dishonour lies: 
Thou kill*st me in his life; giving him breath, 
The traitor lives, the true man*s put to death. 

Duck, {mihm\ What ho, my Uegel for God's sake, let me in. 

Boling, What shrill-voic'd suppliant makes this eager cry? 

Duck, [withinl A woman, and thy aunt, great king; 'tis I. 
Speak with me, pity me, open t^e door: 
A beggar begs that never begg'd before. 

Boling, Our scene is alter'd from a serious thing, 
And now chang'd to ^'The Beggar and the King." — 
My dangerous cousin, let your mother in: 

1 know she's come to pray for your foul sin. 

, \Aumerle tmloeks ike d»or, 

York, If thou do pardon , whosoever pray, 
More sins, for this forgiveness, prosper may. 
This fester'd joint eut off, the rest rest sound; 
This let alone will all the rest confound. 

Enter Duchess. 

DucK, -O king , believe not this hard-hearted man I 
Love loving not itself, none other can. 

York, Thou frantic woman, what dost thou mtkst heve? 
Shall thy old dugs once more a traitor rear? 

Shdkeapewrt, II, 31 
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Duck, Sweet York, be patient. -^ Hear me, gentle liege. 

\Eneels, 

Baling. Else up, good aunt 

Duch, Not yet, I thee beseech: 

For ever will I walk upon mf knees , 
And never see day that the happy sees, 
Till thou give joy; until thou bid me joy, 
By pardoning Butland , my transgressing boy. 

Aum. Unto my mother^s prayers I bend my knee. [Kneels, 

York. Against them bo& my true joints bended be. 

[Kneels. 
HI mayst thou thrive , if thou grant any grace ! 

Duch. Pleads he in earnest? look upon his face; 
His eyes do drop no tears, his prayers are jest; 
His words come from his mouth, ours from our breast: 
He prays but faintly, and would be denied; 
We pray with heart and soul, and all beside: 
His weary joints would gladly rise, I know; 
Our knees shall kneel till to the ground they grow: 
His prayers are full of false hypocrisy; 
Ours of true zeal and deep integrity. 
Our prayers do out-pray his; then let them have 
That mercy which true prayers ought to have. 

Bolmg, Good aunt, stanil up. 

Duch. Nay, do not say "stand up;" 

But "pardon" first, and afterwards "stand up.*' 
An if I were thy nurse, thy tongue to teach, 
"Pardon" shoidd be the first word of thy speech. 
I never long*d to hear a word till now; 
Say "pardon," king; let pity teach thee how: 
The word is short, but not so short as sweet; 
No word like "pardon" for kings* mouths so meet. 

York. Speak it in French, king; say, pardonnez-mou 

Duch. Dost thou teach pardon pardon to destroy? 
Ah, my sour husband, my hard-hearted lord, 
That sett'st the word itself against the word! — 
5peak "pardon" as 'tis current in our land; 
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The chopping French we do not understand. 
Thine eye begins to speak, set thy tongue there: 
Or in thy piteous heart plant thou thine ear; 
That hearing how our plaints and prayers do pierce. 
Pity may move thee "pardon" to rehearse. 

Boling, Good aunt, stand up. 

Duck. ^ I do not sue to stand; 

Pardon is all the suit I hare in hand. 

BoUng. I pardon him, as God shall pardon me. 

Duck. happy vantage of a kneeling knee I 
Yet am I sick for fear: speak it again; 
Twice saying "pardon" doth not pardon twain , 
But makes one pardon strong. 

Boling. With all my heart 

I pardon him. 

Duck. A god on earth thou art. 

Boling. But for our trusty brother-in-law, and th' abbot, 
With all the rest of that consorted crew, 
Destruction straight shall dog them at the heels. — 
G^ood uncle, help to order several powers 
To Oxford, or where'er these traitors are: 
They shall not live within this world , J swear 
But I will have them, if I once know where. 
Uncle, farewell: — and, cousin Inine, adieu: 
Your mother well hath pray*d, and prove you true. 

Duck. Come , my old son : — I pray God make fhee new. 

[ExeunU 

SoEKE IV. Anoiher room m (ke same. 

Enter Sir Pjsbgb of Extok and a Servant. 

Exion. Didst thou not mark the king, what words he 
spake , — 
*'Have I no friend will rid me of this living fear?*' 
Was it not so? 

Setv. Those were his very words. 

Exion. " Have I no friend? " quoth he : he spake it twice , 
And urg*d it twice together, — did he not? 

31* 
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Serv, He did. 

Exton. And speaking it, he wistlj look'd on me; 
As who should say, — I would thou wert the wan 
That would divorce this terror from mj heart, -* 
Meaning the king at Pomfret. Come , lefs go : 
I am the king's friend, and will rid his foe. \ExeunU 

ScBHB v. Pomfret, The dunge&n of the casllti 

Enter King RiCHiJuo. 

K. Rick, I have been studying how I may compaxe 
This prison where I lire imto the world: 
And, for because the world is populous,- 
And here is not a creature but myself*, 
I cannot do it ; — yet 1*11 hammer *t out. 
My brain I'll prove the female to my ao«l, 
My soul the father: and these two beget 
A generation of still-breeding thoughts , 
And these same thoughts people this little world; 
In humours like the people of this world, * 

For no thought is contented. The better soirt, — > 
As thoughts of things divine, — are iixliefmix'd 
With scruples, and do set the word itself 
Against the word: 

As thus, "Come, little ones;*' and then again, 
"It is as hard to come as for a camel 
To thread the postern of a small neeld*s eye.*' 
Thoughts tending to ambition, they do plot 
Unlikely wonders; how these vain weak nails 
May tear a passagei through the flinty nbs 
Of this hard world, my ragged prison^w-alls; 
And, for they cannot, die in their own pride. 
Thoughts tending to content flatter themselves 
That they are not the first of fortune's slaves, 
Nor shall not be the last; liJ^e siDy beggars. 
Who, sitting in the stocks, refuge their shame | 
That many have , and others must sit there; 
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And in thiB thought they find a kind of ease, 

Bearing their own miBfiHrtane on the baok 

Of such as have before endured the like. 

Thus play I, in one person, many people , 

And none contented: sometimes am I king; 

Then treason makes me wish myself a beggar, ^ 

And so I am: then crushing penury 

Persuades me I was better when a king; 

Then am I king*d again: and by and by 

Think that I am unkinged by Bolingbroke , 

And straight am nothing: — but whatever I am, 

Nor I, nor any man that but man is, 

With nothing shall be pleas'd, till he be eas*d 

With being nothing. — Music do I hear? [Music. 

Ha, ha! keep time: — how sour sweet music is , 

When time is broke and no proportion kept! 

So is it in the music of men's lives. 

And here have I the daintiness of ear 

To check time broke in a disorder'd string; 

But, for the concord of my state and time, 

Had not an ear to hear my true time broke. 

1 wasted time, and now doth time waste me; 

For now hath time made me his numbering clock: 

My thoughts are minutes; and with sighs they jar 

Their watches to mine eyes, the outward watch « 

Whereto my finger, like a diaFs point. 

Is pointing still, in cleansing them from tears: 

Now, sir, the sounds that tell what hour it is, 

Are clamorous groans, that strike upon my heart, 

Which is the bell: so sighs and tears and groans 

Show minutes, times, and hours: — but my time 

Buns posting on in Bolingbroke's proud joy. 

While I stand fooling here , his Jack o* the clock. 

This music mads me; let it sound no more; 

For though it have help madmen to their wits, 

In me it seems it will make wise men mad. 

Yet, blessing on his heart that gives it me I 
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For 'tis a aign of lore; and love to Iticliard 
Is a strange brooch in this all-hating world. 

Enter GrOOm. 

Groom. Hail , rojal prince I 

K, ^fch. Thanks, noble peer; 

' The cheapest of ns is ten groats too dear. 
What art thou? and how com'st thou hither now, 
Where no man ever comes, but that sad dog 
That brings me food to make misfortune live? 

Groom, I was a poor groom of thy stable , king, 
When thou wert king; who, travelling towards York, 
With much ado at length have gotten leave 
To look upon my sometimes master*s face. 
O, how it yeam*d my heart, when I beheld, 
In London streets, that coronation-day, 
When Bolingbrqke rode on roan Barbary, — 
That horse that thou so often hast bestrid, 
That horse that I so carefully have dress'dl 

KEich, Bode he on Barbaiy? Tell me, gentle friend, 
How went he under him? 

Groom, So proud as if he had disdained the ground. 

K, Rich, So proud that Bolingbroke was on his back I 
That jade hath eat bread from my royal hand; 
This hand hath made him proud with clapping him. 
Would he not stumble? would he not fall down, — 
Since pride must have a fall, — and break the neck 
Of that proud man that did usurp his back? 
Forgiveness, horse! why do I rail on thee, 
Since thou, created to be aw*d by man, 
Wast bom to bear? I was not made a horse; 
And yet I bear a burden like an ass, 
Spnr-gall*d and tir'd by jauncing Bolingbroke. 

Enter Keeper, toiih a diskr 
Keep, [to (he Groom\ Fellow, give place ; here is no longer 

stay. 
K, Rich, If tiiou love me , 'tis time thou wert away. 
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Groom. What my tongue dares not, that my heart sliall 
say. [Exit. 

Keep. My lord, will't please you to fall to? 

K. Rich, Taste of it first, as thou art wont to do. 

Keep. My lord , I dare not. Sir Pierce of Exton, 
Who late came from the king, commands the contrary. 

K. Rich. The devil take Henry of Lancaster and thee ! 
Patience is stale, and I am weary of it. [Beats the Keeper. 

Keep. Help , help , help I 

Enter Sir Piebcs of Exton and Servants, armed. 

" K Rich. How now! what means death in this rude as- 

sault? 
Villain, thy own hand yields thy death's instrument. 

[Snat(Mng a weapon^ and Jdiling a Servant, 
Gk) thou, and fill another room in hell. 

\fle kills another Servant. Then Exton 
strikes Mm down. 
That hand shall bum in never-quenching fire 
That staggers thus my person. — Exton, thy fierce hand 
Hath wi^ the king's blood stain'd the king's own land. 
Mount, mount, my soul! thy seat is up on high; 
Whilst my gross flesh sinks downward, here to die. [Dies. 

Exton. As full of valour as of royal blood: 
Both have I spilt; — O, would the deed were good! 
For now the devil, that told me I did well, 
Says that this deed is chronicled in heU. 
This dead king to the living king I'll bear: — : 
Take hence the rest, and give them burial here. [Exeunt. 

ScEHB yi. Windsor. A room in the castle. 

Flourish. Enter BoLoiaBnoKX as King y York, Lords, and 

Attendants. 

BoUng. Kind uncle York, the latest news we hear 
Is that the rebels have consum'd with fire 
Our town of Ciceter in Glostershire; 
But whether they be ta'en or slain we hear not. 
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Enter NcathuiibxriJlIid. 
Welcome, my lord: what is the news? 

North. Piwt, to 

Thy sacred state wish I all happiness. 
The next news is, I hare to London sent 
The heads of Salisbury, Spencer, Blunt, and Kent: 
The manner of their taking may appear 
At large discoursM in this paper here. [Presenting a paper. 

Boling. We thank thee , gentle Percy, for thy pains; 
And to iixy worth will add right worthy gains. 

Enter Fitzwates. 

Htz. My lord, I have from Oxford sent to London 
The heads of Brocas and Sir Bennet Seely, 
Two of the dangerous consorted traitors 
That sought at Oxford iky dire overthrow. 

Baling, Thy pains, f^tzwater, shaU not be forgot; 
Bight noble is thy merit, well I wot. 

Enter Psbct, with the Bishop of Carlisle. 

Percy. The grand conspirator, Abbot of Westminster, 
With clog of conscience and sour melancholy, 
Hath yielded up his body to the grave; 
But here is Carlisle living, to abide 
Thy kingly doom and sentence of his pride. 

Boling. Carlisle, this is your doom: — 
Choose out some secret place, some reverend room, 
More than thou hast, and with it joy thy life; 
So, as thou liv*st in peace , die free from strife: 
For though mine enemy thou hast ever been, 
iiigh sparks of honour in thee have I seen 

Enter Sir PmBos of £xtoh, foiih Attendants hearing a coffin. 

Exton. Great king, within this coffin I present 
Thy buried fear: herein all breathless lies 
The mightiest of thy greatest euaoaies, 
Bichard of Bourdeaux, by me hither brought 

Boling. Exton, I thank thee not; for Uiou hast wrought 
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A deed of slander, with thy fatal hand, 
Upon my head and all this famous land. 

Exton, From your own mouth, my lord, did I this deed. 

Bolmg, They love not poison that do poison need^^ 
. Nor do I thee: though^I did wish him dead, 
I hate the murderer, love him murdered. 
The guilt of conscience take thou for thy labour, 
.But neither my good word nor princely favour: 
With Cain go wander through the shades of night, 
And never show thy head by day nor light. — 
Lords, I protest, my soul is full of woe 
That blood should sprinkle me to make me grow : 
Come, mourn with me for that I do lament, 
And put on sullen black incontinent : 
1*11 make a voyage to the Holy Land, 
To wash this blood off from my guilty hand: — 
March sadly after; grace my mournings here. 
In weeping after Ibis imtdmely bier. [Exeunt 
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